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Wants Perſons. 


K ING Henry VI. TED" 
Duke of Glouceſter, C. Uncle to the K ing. "did protell 2 


4 Dake ＋ Bedford, Uncle to the King, and Regent of France. 

i f 8 9 Beaufort Biſh:p of e and Uncle likewiſe 

| ing. | 

[ Duke of Fe: | | 

Duke cf Somerſet, 

Ea 155 . R 3 
Earle Salisbury, + .-, . 

Earl ef Suckolk. Fa ? Lk STEM 4 ] 
Lcrd 1 albot. 

Tung Talbot, his Son. 

Richard Plantagenet, afterwards Duke of 6 
Mortimer, Earl cf Maren 5 
Woodvile, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Tord Mayor cf London. 

Vernon, of the White-Roſe, or York Faction. 

Baſſet, of the Red-Roſe, er Lancaſter Faction. # 


Charles, Dauphin, and aftirwards' Ring of -France. 
'Reignier, Dukezof- Anjou, 2 Titular N 7 Naples. 
Duke of Burgund. ng ue, | 


»*> 


Duke of Alenſons. Ef 
Baſtard ci Orleans. 
An eld Sbepherd, Fatber to Tal la Pucelle. 


Margaret, Daughter 40 Reignier, and afterwar ds Queen 


to King Henry. 
Joan la Pucelle, 4 Maid retending to be inſpir d from 
Heaven, and ſetting up for the n= France, Be. 


Counteſs of. Auvergne, 


' Terds, Captains, &. diert, Meſſengers; and oat Attend- | 
ante, both on the Engliſh and French. 


| TW SCENE i party is England, and | | 
"""Y 4 in e 2 5 


a. OR © 


2288838388888 


Dead March. Enter the Funeral of King 
Henry V. attended an by. the Duke. % 
Bedford, Regent of France; the Duke of 
Glouceſter, Protector; the Duke of Exe- 
ter, and the Earl of Warwick, the Bi- 
ſhop of Wincheſter, and the Duke of So 
J len np ed pes ob Ty pe + 


Bedford. ñ UN be the Heavens with 
black, yield Day to Night; 
Comets importing change of 
Times and States. 
Brandiſh your Cryſtal Treſ- 
Joes ſes in the Sk y. 
1 And wich them ſcourge the 
bad revolting Stars $4 3 jp 
bat have conſented unto Henry's Death: f 
King Heary the Fifth, too famous to liye long. 
no land ne er loſt a King of ſo much Wort. 
Glo. England nè er had a King until his time: 
irtue he had, deſerying ” Command. © © 
tn eo 4 4: 


His brandiſh Sword did blind Men with his Beams. 
_ His Arms ſpread wider than a Dragon's Wings; Ws 


A The Firſt Part of 


His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with awful Fire, 
More dazled and drove hack his Enemies 
Than mid-day Sun fierce bent againſt their Faces. 
What ſhou'd I ſay? his Deeds exceed all Speech: 
He ne er lift up his Hand but conquere. 
Exe. We mourn in Black, why mourn we not in Blood? 
Henry is dead, and never ſhall revive: | 
Upon a wooden Coffin we attend; 
Apd Death's diſhonourable Victory, 
We with our ſtately Preſence glorifie, 
Like Captives bound to a Lriumphant Car. 
M hat ſhall wecurle the Planets of Miſhap, 
That plotted thus our Glory's overthrow ? 
Or ſhall we think the ſubtile-witted French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verſe have thus contriv'd his End? | 
in. He was a King, bleſt of the King of Kings. 
Unto the French, the dreadful Judgment-day 
So dreadful will not be, as was his ght. - - 
The Battels of the Lord of Hoſts he tought; 
The Churches Prayers made him ſo p reſperous.. 
Glo. The Church? Where is it? 
Had not Church- men pray d. 
His thread of Life had not ſo ſoon decay d. 
None do you like, but an effeminate Princ2. 
Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw, -  - + 
Win, Gloſter, whate'er we like. thou art Protector, 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and Realm; 
Thy Wife is proud, ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
More than Cod or Religious Church-men may 
Glo. Name not Religion, for thou lov ſt the Fleſh, 


And ne er throughout the Vear to Church thou go'ſt, 
Except it be to pray againſt thy Fos. . 


Bed. Oeaſe, ceaſe theic Jars, and reſt ycur Minds in peace; 
Let's to the Altar: Heralds wait on uon —- - 


Inſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, 


Since Arms avall not, now that Henry's dead. 
Poſterity await for wretched Years, | 
When at their Mothers moiſt Eyes Babes ſhall ſyck, 
Our 1fe be made a nouriſh of ſalt Tears, 


1 2 


And 


ud 


Than Julius Caſar, or bright 


Speak ſoftly, or the lols: of thoſe great towns 
. Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from Death. 


King HENRY VI. 


And none but Women left to wail the dead. 


Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoſt I inyocate; 


Proſper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broils, 
Combat with. adverſe Planets in the Heavens; 
A far more glorious Star thy Soul will make, 


K Enter a Meſſenger. | 

Meſſ. My honourable Lords, health to you all; 
Sad Tidings bring I to you out of France, 
Of Loſs, of Slaughter,” and Dif-omfiture ; 
Gruyenne, Champaign. Rheims, Orleans, 1.5 
Paris, Guyſors, Poitiers, are all quite loſt. \ 
Bed. Whit {ay'ſt, thou, Man, before dead Henry's Coarſeꝰ 


: — 


3 / , 


Glo. Is Paris loſt, and is Ran yie ded up? * 


If Henry were recall d to Life again, 112 
Theſe News would cauſe him once more yield the Ghelt; 


Exe. Ho were they loſt? What Tre achery was us'd ? 
Mell. No Treachery, but want of Men and Money, 
Amonglt the Soldiers this is muttered. 
That here you maintain ſeveral Factions; 
And whilſf a Field ſhould be diſpatch'd and 
You are diſputing of your Generals. 
One would have lingring Wars with little Coſt; 
Another would fly ſwift, but wanteth Wings: 
A third Man thinks, without expence at all, 
By guileful fair Words, Peace may be obtain d. 
Awake, awake, Engliſb Nobility, 
Let not Sloth dim your Honours, new begot; {1 
Crop'd are the Elower-de;Luces in your Arms | © h 
Of Englands Coat, one half is cut away. . _ | 
Exe, Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral. 
Theſe Tidings wauld call forth her flowing Tides... 
Bed. Me they concern, Regent I am of Fance; 
Give me my ſteeled Coat, I'll fight for France, -- 
Away with theſe diſgraceful wailing Robes; | 


92 


fought, 


Wounds will J lend the French, in tead of Eyes, | 


To weep their intermiſſive Miteries: . 7 
5 Enter to them ancther Meſſenger. r 
2 Mef. Lords, view theſe Letters, iull of bad Miſchance. 


. Hiaatce 


6 , The Firſt Part of 
France is revolted from the Engliſh quite, 
Except from petty Towns of no import. ys 
The Dauphin Charles is crowned K ing in Rhen 1 
The Baſtard of Orleans with him is join d: 
Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth his Part, 5 

I be Duke of Alenſon flieth to his ſide. [Ex. 

Exe. The Dauphin erowned King ? all fly to him? 

O, whither ſhall we fly from this Reproach? 
Glo. We will not fly, but to our Enemies Throats. 
Bedford, if thou edi, I' ght it out. 
Bed. G lo.ſter, why doubt ſt thou of my ForwardineſyÞ 
An Army have I muſter'd in my Thoughts, 
© Wherewith already France is over- run. 
Enter a Third Meſſenger. f 
3 Meß. My Gracious Lords, to add to your Laments 
W herewith you now bedew King Henry's Hearfe, 
muſt inform you of a diſmal Fight at's 
- Betwixt the ſtout Lord Talbet and the French. 
in. What! wherein Talbet overcame, is 't ſo? | 
3 Meſſ. Ono; wherein Lord Talbet was o erthromn, 
The Circumſtance: Ell tell you more at large, 
1 he tenth of Aagaſt laſt, this dreadful in 
Retiring from the Siege of Orleans, 
Having ſcarce full fix thouland in his Troo 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Mas round encompaſſed, and fet upon; 
No leiſure had he to enrank his Men. 
He wanted Pikes tô ſer before his Archers; 1 
Inſtead whereof, ſharp ſtakes pluckt out of any . 
1 hey pitched in the Sw confuſediy, 35 | 
To keep the Horſemen off from breaking in. 
More than three Hours the Fight continued's  _ / 
V here valiant Talbet, above human Tkought, nx 
Enacted Wonders with h's Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he ſent to Hell, and none durſt ſtand him: 3 
Here, there, and every where enrag d he fle T. 
The Hen b exclaim d, the Devil was in Arms, 
All the whole Army ſttod agaz d on him 
His Soldiers ſpying his undaunted N . 
A Tulbet! a Talboi] cryd out am an. 
And ruſb'd" into the Bowels of the Battel. 8 
Here, had the Corqueſt fully been ſeal'd up, 
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If 


| Ring HEN VII 7 


Ik Sir John Falſtaff had not /play'd the Coward, 


He being in the Vaward, plac'd behind 
With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, 


Cowardly fled, not having ſtruck one ſtroak. 


Hence grew the general Wrack and Maſſacre; 


Encloſed were they with their Enemies. 
A baſe M alloon, to win the Dauphin's Graca, 


Thruſt Talbot with. a Spear into the Back, | 
Wham all France, with their chief aſſembled "Strength, 
Durſt not preſume to look once in the Face. | 

Bed. Is Talbot ſl ain then? I will lay my felt, 
For living idly here in pomp and ęaſe, 27 
Whilſt ſuch a worthy Leader, wanting Aid, 
Unto his daſtard Foe-men is betray d. e 

3 Mefſ. O no, he lives, but is took Priſoner. 

And Lord Scales with bim, and Lord Hamgerſcrd; 


Moſt of the reſt ſlaughter d, or took like wiſe. 


Bed. His Ranſom there is none but I ſhall pay. 
I'll hale the Dauphin head long from his Throne, 
His Crown. ſhall be the Ranſom of my Friend : 


Four of their Lords I'll change for one of ours. 


Farewel, my Maſters, to my Task will 1, 
Bonfires in France forthwith'l am to make, 
To keep our great St. George's Feaſt withal. 
Ten thouſand Soldiers with me I will take, 
Whole bloody Deeds ſhall make all Europe quake. 
3 Meſſ. So you had need, for Orleans is beſieg d, 


The Engliſh Army is grown weak and faint: 
The Earlof Salisbum eraveth Supply, 


And hardly keeps his Men from Mutiny, 
Since they ſo few, watch ſuch a Multitude. 

Exe, Remember, Lords, your Oaths to Henrys ſworn: 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly; | | 
Or bring him in Obedience to your Voak. 

Bed. I do remember it, and here take leavg, 

To go about my Preparation. [ Exit Bedford. 

Glo. Il to the Tower with all the haſte | can, - 


To view the Artillery and Munition, 


And then I will proclaim young Heu King. | 
| (4 - 204 $244 | Ex it Glouceſter. 
Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is, 


Being ordain d his ſpecial Governor. 
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8 The Firſt Part of 


Eng land all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 


And for his Safety there Fll beſt deviſe, [Ext. 
Vin. Each hath his Place and Function to attend : _ 
Jam left our ; for me nothing remains: 
But long I will not be Jack out of Office, 
The King from Eltam I intend to ſend, | 
And ſit at chiefeſt ſtern of publick Wel. [Ex. 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, and Reignier, marching-with a 
Drum and Soldiers. | | | 
© Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the Heay ns, 
So in the Earth, to this Day is not known. | . 
Late did he ſhine upon the Engliſh fide: 
Now we are Victors, upon us he ſmiles, 
What Towrsof any Moment, but we have? 
At pleaſure here we lye near Orleans: | 
Otherwhiles, the famiſh'd Engliſb, like pale Ghoſts, 
Faintly befiege us one Hour in a Month. . at 
Alen. They want theirPorredge,and their fatBull-Beeves, 
Either they muſt be dieted like Mules, . 
And have their Provender ty d to their Mouths, 
Or piteous they will look, like drowned Mice. 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Salisbury, 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his Gall, 
Nor Men, nor Money hath he to make War. L 
Char. Sound, ſound Alarum, we will ruſh on them, 
No for the Honour of the forlorn French: tf 
Him forgive my Death thatkilleth me; 
When he ſees me go back one Foot, or ly. [Exeunt. 
[Here Alarm, they are beaten back by the Engliſh, 
with great Loſs. e | aA 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, and Reignier. 
Char. Who ever ſaw the like ? what Men have I? 


Dogs, Cowards, Daſtards: I would ne er have fle d, 


But that they leſt me midſt my Enemies. 
Reig. Salisbuiy is a deſperate Homicide, 

He fighteth as one weary of his Life: 

Iwo other Lords, like Lions wanting Food, 

Do ruſh upon us as their hungry Prey. 3 
Alen. Freſard, a Countryman of ours, records, 


During 


4 


King HENRY VI. 8 * 13 - 8 9 


t. During the Time Edward the Third did Reign: EE 
: More truly now may this be verified; 
For none but Sampſons and Holiaſſs 
It ſendeth forth to Skirmiſh; one to ten! 


2 


| Lean raw-hon'd Raſcals, who would &er barrel 1 
it. They had ſuch Courage and INT! | . 1 
4 Char. Let's leave this Lon, 5 

| For they are hair- brain d Slaves, 8 
* Ard hunger will enforce them to be more eager: 


Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth... | 
The Walls they'll tear down, than forſake the Siege. 
Reig. I think by ſome odd Gimmals or Device 
T heir Arms are ſet, like Clocks, ſtill te ſtrike on; 
Ele ne'er could they held out ſo as they do: 
By my Conſent, we'll even let them alone. | 
; Alen. Be it ſo. 8 
es. Enter the Baſtard af FN KAY ; 
Haft. v have” sthePrinceDauphin? I have News for bim. 
Dau. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Baſt. Methinks your Looks are ſad, your r d. 
Hath the late Overthrow wrought this Offence?.. 
Be not dilmay'd, for Succour is at hand: 
A holy Maid hither with me I bring 
Which by a Viſion ſent: to her from Heay! n, e 
Ordained is to raiſe this tedious Siege, 
Ard drive the Engliſþ forth the bounds of. Frances. n 
The Spirit of deep Fropheſie ſhe hathy, .. 
tt. Exceeding the nine Szbyls of old Rome: | | 
h, What's paſt, and whatꝭs to come, ſhe can deſery. "FE 
| Speak, ſhall I call ber in? Believe my Words, 
For they are certain and infallible. 
Dau. Go, call her i in; but firſt, to. try her Skil, 
Reignier ſtand thou as Dauphin i in my Place 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy Looks be ſtern, 
By this means ſhall we ſound what Skill ſhe bach. __ 
Enter Joan la Pucelle. 
eig. Fair Maid, is t thou wilt do theſe wondrous Feats? 
Pucel. Reignier, is t thou that thinkeſt to beguile me? 
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come, from behind, 
I know thee well, though never ſeen before. Tay 
Be not amaZz Fils there s nothing hid from me: 


% 


+ 
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_ Will'd me to leave my baſe Vocations 


Phat beauty am I bleſt with, which you or 
And I will anſwer. unpremeditated : 


And thou ſhalt find that 1 exceed my Sex. 


My Heart and Hands thou haſt at once ſubdu' d. 


40 The Firſt Part of 
In private will I talk with thee apart: 0 
Stand back, you Lords, aud give us leave a while. - 101 

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt Daſh. 
Pucel. Dauphin, Lam by Birth a bade. 
My Wit untrain'd in any kind of Art- 

Heav'n and our Lady gracious hath it —__— b 
To ſhine on my contemptible Eſtate. = 4 25 88 
Lo, whilſt I waited on my tender Lambs, 10 
And to Suns parehing heat diſplay d my hecke. 
God's Mother deigwed to appear to me Mö 
And in à Viſion füll of Majeſty.  » 1 6115 fo | 


And free my Country from Calamity: 

Fler Aid ſhe promis d, and aſfur'd Sueceſs. 

In compleat Glory ſhe reveal'd her ſelf; ;;; 
And whereas I was 1 and ſwart before, 14 WR} 
With thoſe clear Rays which ſhe infusd on me, 


Ask me what queſtion thou canſt Poſſible, 5 
My Courage try by >ombar, if thou dar a: & 


Reſolve on this, thou ſhalt be'fortunate, 
If thon receive me for thy warlike Mate. 
Daze. Thou haſt atoniſh'd me with thy high t terms 
Only this proof II of thy Valour make, 
In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt'buckle with me; 
And if thou vanquiſheſt, thy Words are true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce all Confidence, 
Pucel. I am prepar d; here is my keen-edg'd Sword, 
Deck d with fine Flower - de- Luces on each ſides. 
The which at Loain in St. Katberine's Church -yard, 
Out of a deal of old lron, I choſe forth. 
Dau. Then come a God's Name, I fear no Woman. 
Pucel. And while I live, I'Hne' er fly no Man. 
. Here they Fight, and 4 oan de Pucelle overcomes. 
Dau. Stay, ſtay thy Hands, thou art an Amden, 
1 fghteſt with the Sword of Debora. | 
Pucel, Chrift's mother helps me, elſe I were too weak. 
Dau. Who cer helps thee, tis thou that muſt ys me 
Impatientiy I'burn with thy.defire, 


Excellent WY ++ 
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Excellent Pucelle, if thy Name be fn, 

Let me thy Servant, and not Sovereign be, 

»Tis the French'Dauphin ſueth to thee thus. 
Pucęl. I muſt not yield to any rights of Love, 

For my Profeffion's ſacred from above: | 

When I have chaſed all thy Foes from hence, 

Then will I thirk upon a Recompence. | 
Dau. Mean time look gracious on thy proſtrate Thrall. 
Reig. My Lord, methinks, is very long in tak 
Alen. Doubtleſs he ſhrives this Woman to her Smock, 

Elſe ne er could he ſo long protract his Speech. 5 
Reig. Shall we diſturb him, ſince he keeps no mean ? 
Alen. He may mean more than we poor Men do know: 

Theſe Women are ſhrewd tempters with their Tongues. 
Reig. My Lord, where are you? what deviſe you on ? 


Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 


Pucel. Why no, I ſay; diſtruſtful Recreants. 
Fight till the laſt gaſp; for Pll be your guard. 
Dau, What fhe lays VI] confirm; we'll fight it out. 
Pucel. Aſſigr' d | am to be th: Engliſh Scourge, 
This Night the Siege affuredly-F1] raile : 
Expect Saint Martins Summer, Halcyon days, 
Since J have entred thus into theſe Wars, 
Glory is like a Circle in the Water; 
Which never ceaſeth to enlarge it ſelf 
Tin by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought. 
With Henry's death, the Engliſt Circle ends, 
Diſperſed are the Glories it included : TA 
Now am I like that proud inſulting Ship, 
Which Cæſar and his Fortune bore at once. 
Dau. Was Mabomet inſpired with a Dove? 
Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then. 
Helen, the Mother of great Conſtantine, 


Nor yet St. Philip's Daughter were like thee. 


Bright Star of Venus, fall n down on the Earth, 
How may I reverently worſhip thee enough? 
Alen. Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the Siege. 


Reig. Woman, do what thou canſt to ſave our Honours, If 


Drive them from Orleans, and be immortahz'd. 
Da. Preſently we'll try: Come, let's away abont it, 
No prophet will I truſt, if ſhe proves falſe, [ Exeunt. 


Enter 
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i The Inf Partof © 
Enter Gloceſter, with his Serving-Man. 
Glo. | am come to ſurvey the Tower this day: 


Since Henry's Death, I fear there is Conveyance : 


Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the Gates. Tis Gleceſter that calls. | 
1 Vard. Who's there that knocks ſo imperiouſly ? 
1 Man. It is the Noble Duke of Gloſter. _ 5 
2 Ward. Mho e er he be, you may not be let in. 
1 an. Villains, anſwer you fo the Lord Protector? 
1 Ward. The Lord protect him, fo we anſwer him, 
We do no other wiſe than we are will'd. © 6 


Glo. Who willed you? or whoſe Will ſtands but mine? 


There's none Protector of the Realm, but I. 
Break up the Gates, I'll be your warrantize; 


Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms ? 


Glouceſter's Men. ruſb as the Tawer Gates, and Woodvile 
the Lieutenant ſpeaks within. | 

Wood. What noiſe is this? What Traitors have we here? 
Glo. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe Voice I hear? 

Open the Gates, here's Gloſter that would enter. . 
Mocdl. Have patience, Noble Duke, I may not open,, 

The Cardinal of Vincbeſter forbids; * a 

From him I have expreſs Conimand ment, 

That thou nor none of thine ſhall be let in. . 

Slo. Faipt-hearted Veodvile, prizeſt him fore me? 


Arrogant Wincheſter, the haughty Prelate, 


Whom Henry our late Sovereign ne'er could broox? 
Thou art no Friend to God or to the King: 


Open the Gate, or VI! ſhut thee out ſhortly. 


Serv. Open the Gates to.the Lord ProteRor, 
Or we'll burſe them open, it that you come not quickly. 
Enter to the Pre tector at the Tower Gates, Wincheſter 
and his Men in Tawny Coats. 
Win. How now ambitious Umpire, what means this? 
Glo. Pied Prieſt, doſt thou command me to be ſhut out? 
Nin. I do, thou moſt uſurping Proditor,[h 


And not Protector of the King or Realm. 


Glo. Stand back, thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
Thou that contrived'ſt to murther our dead Lord, 
Thou that giv; ſt Whores Indulgencies to Sin, 

I'll canvas thee in thy broad Cardinal's Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy Inſolence. hs 
| g 2. 
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in. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not budge a foot: 
This be Damſacus, be thou curſed Cain, 

To ſlay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt. 
Glo. I will not ſlay thee, but i'll drive thee hack: 
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Child's bearing Cloth, 
I' uſe, to carry thee out of this Place. 
Win, Do what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee to thy Face. 
Glo. What? am [ dar'd, and bearded to my Face ? 
Draw Men, for all this privileged Place, | 


Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieſt, beware thy Bea: d, 


J mean to tug it, and to cuff you ſoundly. 
Under my Feet I'll tamp thy Cardinal's Hat: 
In ſpite of Pope, or Dignities of Church, | 
Here by the Cheeks, I'll drag thee up and down. 
Win. Gl:fter thou wilt aniwer this before the Pope. 
Glo. Wincheſter Goole, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why do you let them ſtay ? 
Thee Il chaſe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep's array. 
Out Tawny Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite, 


Here Glouceſter's Men beat out the Cardinal's, and enter FM 
the hurly-burly the Mayor of London, and bis Officers. 


Mayor, Fie, Lords, that you being ſupream Magiſtrates, 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould break the Peace. | 
Glo. Peace, Mayor, for thou-know'ſt little of myWrongs: 


Here's Beauf:rd;/ that regards not God nor King. 


Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Vin. Here's Glo ſter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ſtill motions War, and never Peace, 
O' er charging your free Purſes with large Fines; 
That ſeeks to overthrow Religion, 
Becauſe he is Protector of the Realm; 
And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To crawn himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. - 
Glo. I will not anſwer thee with Words, but Blows. 
; | | [ Here they Skirmiſh again. 


Mayer. Nought reſts for mein this tumultuous Strife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 


Come, Officer, as loud as cer thou can ſt; cry ;, 


* 
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Allanonntr. of Men:afſembled here in arms, this Day, z 
gainſt God's Peace aud the King's, we, Chame and Command 


you, in his Highneſs Name, to repair to aur ſeveral dwelling 
Places, and ut to wear handle or uſe any Sword, Weapen er 
Dagger henceformward upon pain of Death. + | 
Glo. Cardinal, I'll be no Breaker. of the Law: 
But we ſhall meet, and break our Minds at large. 
Win. Gloſter, we ll meet to thy dear Coſt be ſure; 
Thy Heart- blood J will have for this days Work. 
Mayor. Vil call for Clubs, if you will not away: 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 
Glo. Mayor, farewel: Thou doit but what thou may ſt. 
Vin. Abominable Gloſter, gaurd thy head, 


For I intend to have it e'er be long. —_ "2 


Mayer. See the Coaſt clear'd,: and then we will depart. 
Good God that Noblesſhould ſuch Stomachs bear, 
I my ſelf fight not once in forty year. [ Exennt. 
Enter ibe Maſter- Gunner of Orleans, and his Bey. 
M. Gun. Sirra, thou know ſt how Orleans is beſieg d, 
And how the Engliſb have the Suburbs won. 
Ba. Father, I know, and oft have ſhot at them, 
How e er unfortunate I miſs d my Aim. 5 
M. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 
Chief Maſter: Gunner am Bof this Town, 
Something I muſt do to procure me Grace: 
The Prinee's eſpials have informed me, Ne: 
How the Egliſb in the Suburbs cloſe intrench'd, 
Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Bars, 
In yonder Tower, to over- peer the City, | 
And thence diſcover, how with moſt Advantage 
They may ſvex us with Shot, or with Aſſault 
To intercept this Inconvenience, | 
A piece of Ordnance gainſt it I have plac'd, _ 
And fully even theſe three Days have I watch d, 
If L eould ſee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch, 
For can ſtay no longer 
If chou fpy'ſt any, run and bring me word, | 
And thou ſhalt find me at the Governor's. [ Exit. 
Bay. Father, I Warrant you, take you no care, 
I' never trouble you, if l may ſpy them. * 5 
Enter Salisbury and Talbot, n the Turrets, witb others, 
„Sal. Ialbet, my Life, my Joy, again return d? 


How 


2d 
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How wert thou r being Priſoner 1 


Or hy what means got ſt thou to be releas'd ꝰ 


Diſcourſe I prethee om this Turret's top. 
Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a Priſoner, 
Call'd the brave Lord Panten de Santraile, 

For him was Iexchang' d, and ranſomed. 


But with a baſer Man of Arms by far, 


Once in Contempt they would have harter d me: 
Which I diſdaining, fcorn'd; and craved Death, f 
Rather than I Would be ſo pil'd eſteem'd ; 


In fine, redeem'd I was, as I deſir' d. 


But O, the treacherous Falſtaff — FEI my Heart, 


Whom with bare Fiſts would execute, 
If l now had him brought into my Power. 
Sal. Vet tell thou not how thou wert entertain d. 
Tal. With Scoffs, and Scorns, and contumelious Taunts, 
In open Marketplace: produc'd they me, | 
To be a publick Spectacle to all: 
Here, ſaid they, is the Terror of the French, 
The Scare- crow that affrights zur Children ſo, 
Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 
And with my: Nails digg'd Stones out of the Ground, 
To hurl at the beholders of my Shame. 
My griſly Countenance made others fly, 


None durſt come near, for fear of ſudden Death. 


In Iron Walls they deem d me not ſecure: 

So great fear of my Name mongſt them * 
That they ſuppos d I could rend Bars of Steel, n 
And ſpurn in pieces Poſts of Adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of choſen Shot I had; 

They walk d about me every Minute while; 

And if I did but ſtir ouc of my Bed, 


Ready they were to ſhoot me to the Heart. 


Enter Bey with a Linſtcch. 
Sal. 1 grieve to hear what Torments you endur'd, 


But we will be reveng d ſuſficiently. 


Now it is Supper time in Orleans: 

Here, through this Grate, I can count every one, | 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie : 

Let us look in, the ſight will much delight thee 


Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir Wil iam Glaaſdae, 
Let me have:your expreſs Opinions, | | 


Where 
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Where is beſt place to make our Batt'ry bert? vu A 
Gar. | tbink at the North Gate, - for there and, Ms. Is 
Glan. And I here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge. | 
Tal. For ought l ſee, this City muſt be famiſh' d, | 

Or with light Skirmiſhes enfeebled. ; Tt 


Here they ſhoc , and Salisbury fals down: 5 
77 
Sal. 0 Lord, have merey on 1 '3erptcbed "nay 7 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy. on me, woful Man. A 
Tal. What chance i is this that ſuddenly bath oroſt 17 8 
Speak, Salisbury; atleaſt, if thou canſt, ſpeak.. . Al 
How far'ſt thou, Mirror of all Martial Men: O'S 4 | : 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks fide ſtruek off? He 
Accurſed Tower, accurſed fatal Hand | TY 
That hath contriv'd this woful | Tragedy. ; : 
In thirteen Battles, Sal isbum menen 2 1 | 
| Henry the fifth be firſt train'd to the Wars. | Ft! OL 
Whilſt any Trump did ſound, or Drum ſtruck up, GE A 
His Sword did ne er leave ſtriking in the Field. * 
Yet liv ſt thou Salisbury? though thy Speech doth fail. He 
One Eye thou haſt to look to Heaven for R | 1 De 
The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World. Bla 
Heaven be thou Gracious to none alive An 
If Salisbury wants Mercy at thy Hands. mm 
Bear hence his Body, I will help to — 1 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any Life? Ss 7 
Speak unto Talbot, nay, look up to him. My 
Salisbury, chear thy Spirit with this Comfort, d& n Ane 
Thou ſnalt not die while — | But 
He beckons with his Hand, and ſmiles on me: | 
As who ſhould ſay, When Iam dead and "ne; ES P 
Remember to avenge me on the F — E: I mi 
Plantagenet I will, and, Nero like, will | | * 
Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn : O'e 
Wretched ſhall France be only in my Name. Go, 
[Here an Alarm, and it Thunders and me. Hel; 
What tir is this? What Tumult's in the Heavens This 
Whence n this Alarum, and the Noiſe ? ph, : 2 
( 
Enter a e AW 
Meſſ. My Lord,my Lord, the French have gather'd head, Driy 
e Daupbin, with one Jean la Puvelle join dd,, 


A 


N 
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A holy Propheteſs, new riſen up, 
Is come with a great Power, to raiſe the Siege. 
Here Salisbury lifteth himſelf up, and groans. 
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groan 
Tt irks his Heart he cannot be reyeng'd, 
Frenchmen, Ill be a Salisbury to you. 
ae l or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog - fiſn, 
Your Hearts I'll ſtamp out with my Horſes heels, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled Brains. 
Convey me Salisbury into his tent, | 
And then we'll try, what theſe daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
Alarum. [ Exit. 
Here an Alarum again; and Talbot purſueth the Dauphin, 
and driveth him: Then enter Joan la Pucelle, driving 
Engliſhmen before her. Then enter Talbot. 
Tal. Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? 
Our Engliſb Troops retire, I cannot ſtay them. — 
A Woman clad in Armour chaſeth them. 
Dien Pacellc.;; 


Here, here ſhe comes. I'll have a bout with thee; 


Devil, or Devil's Dam, I'll conjure thee: 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a With 


And ſtraightway give thy ſoul to him thou ſervꝰſt. 


Pacel. Come, come, tis only I that mult diſgrace thee. 
ba beg; ee I. bey fights 
Tal. Heavens, can you ſuffer Hell ſo to prevails??;ʒßé 
My Breaſt VI] burſt with ſtraining of my Courage, 
And from my Shoulders crack my Arms aſunder, 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet. 
II fight again. 
Pucel, Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, 
I muſt go Victual Orleans forthwitb. 214929 
A ſhort Alarum : Then enter the Town with Soldiers. | 
O'ertake me if thou'canſt, I ſcorn thy ſtrength. 
Go, go, chear up thy hunger-ſtarved Men, 
Help Salisbury to make his Feſtament, | | 
This Day is ours, as many more fhall be. (Exit Pucelle. 
Tal. My Thoughts are whirled like a Potter's Wheel. 
I know not where 1 am, nor what I do: 
A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 


g Drives back our troops, and cunquers as ſhe liſts: 
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So Bees with ſmoak, and Doves with noiſom ſtench, 
Are from their Hives and 'Houles driven away. | 
They call'd-us, for our fierceneſs, Engliſh Dogs, 
No like the Whelps, we erying run away. 
[ 4 ſbert Alarm, 
Hark Countrymen, either renew the fight, P 
Or tear the Lions out of England's Coat; 
Renounce your Soi], give Sheep in Lions ſtead: 
Sheep run not half ſo treacherous from the Wolf, 
Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, 
As youtlly from your oft-ſubdued Slaves. 
* [ Alaram. Here another S W 
It will not be, retirc into your Trenches: 
Vau all conſented unto Saſisburys Death, 
For rone would ſtrike a ſtroke in his Revenge. 
Pucelle is entred into Orleans, 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we could do. 
O would I were to die with Salisbury. 
The thame hereof will my me hide my Head. 
; [Exit Talbot, 


Ciara, Retreat, Flourifo 


Enter on the Wat, Pucelle; Dauphin, Reignier,. Alenſop, 


an Scldiers: + TE 

2 - Pres, Advance-our waving: Colours on the Walls, 

*Reſcu'd-is Orleans from the En liſh Wolves: 

Thus Joan Ia Pucel'e hath perform diher Word. 
Dax. Divineſt Creature, bright Aſirea's Daughter, 

How ſhall I honour thee for this Succeſs | 

Thy Promiſes are like Adinis Garden, 

That one Day bloom d, and fruitful were the next. 

Fance, Triumph in thy glorious Propheteſs, 

Recover'd is the Town of Orleans; 

More blefſed hap did ne'er befal. our State. 
Reig. Why ring not out the Bells aloud, 

Throughout the Town? - 

Dauphin, command the Citizens make Bonfires, 

And feaſt and banquet in the open Streets, 

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Alen. All France will be repleat with Mirth an Joy, 

When the ſhall hear how we have play'd the Men. 
Dau. Tis Jean, not we, by whom the Day is won: 


For wich I will diyide my Crown with her, Pe 
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Near to the Wall, tr ſome apparent ſign 


| Tel, A Mid, they ſay. 


Ning HENRY VI. 29 


And all the Prieſts and Fryers in my Realm, 
Shall in Proceſſion ſing her endleſs Praiſe. 


A ſtatelier Pyramid to her I'll rear, 


Than Rhonode's or Memphis ever was. 
In memory of her when ſlie is dead, 
Her Aſhes, in an Urn more gracious al 
Than the Rich-jewel d Coffer of Darius, 
Tranſported ſhall be, at high Feſtivals, 

Before the Kings and Queens of France. 

No longer on Saint Dennis will we ery, 

But Joan la Pucelle ſhall be France's Saint. 

Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, 


After this golden Day ob Victory. Fleur iſb. Exeunt 


Senses 
Arg nnn, 
Fnter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels. 


Ser; Alters take your places and be vigilant : 


If any Noiſe or Soldier you perecive 


Let us have knowledge at the Court of Guard. 
Cent: Serjeant, you ſnhall. Thus are poor Servitors 
(When others ſſeep upon their quiet Beds) . 


"1 


Conſtrain'd to wateh in Darkneſs, Rain, and Cell. 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with / aliug 
Tudlilers. Their Drums beating a dead Marches 
Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 
By eg 4 memo ne Regions of Artois, 
Wallcen, and Picarch, are Friends to us: 
T his happy Night, the Frenehmen are ſecure, 
Having all day earous' d and banquette. 
Embrace we then this opportunity, 
As fitting beſt to quittance their deceit, 
Contriv'd-by Art, and baleſul Sorcery. | 
Bed. Coward of France, how much he wrrongs his Fame, 
Deſpairing of his own Arms fortitude, ö 
To join with Witches, and the help of Hell. 
Bur. Traitots have never other Company. 
But what's that Pucel, whom they term ſo pure? 


| Pe 
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Bed. A _— ? And be ſo Martial? _ * 
Bur. Pray God,; the prove not Maſculine ere leg, 
It underneath the Standard of the French | 

She carry Armour, as ſhe hath begun. 


Tal. Well, let them practiſe and converſe with Spirits 


Gad is our Fortreſs, in whoſe conquering Name 
Loet us reſolve to ſcale their flinty Bulwarks. 
Bed, Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thees 
Tal. Not all together: Better far I guels,. 
That we do make our Entrance ſeveral ways*s 
Thar if it chance the one of us do fail, F 
Abe other yet may riſe againſt their Force. 
Bed. Agreed ; I'll to: yond corne. 
Bur, And I to this. 
Tal. And here will Talbot mount,: or make his Grayes 
"Now IG for — and for the right 
Engliſh Henry, ſhall this Night appear 
How wes, ty in duty, 1 am dent to 3 gn 
Cent, Arm, n 4 Enemy doth make aſſault. 
(cy St. George! A I albot ! 
The French leap ver the Walls in their Shirts., Enter 
ſeveral ways, der, Alenſon, Reignier, batt. _ 
and half unreach. Ta 
Alen. How now, my A all unready ſo 2 
Baſt. Unready ? Jam glad we ſcap d ſo well. 
Reig..* Twas time, I trow, to wake and leaye our Peds 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber Doors. 
; 3 Of all Exploits fince firſt I follow d Arms, 
Ne er heard Lof a Warlike Enterprie 
More venturous, or deſperate than this. 7 
Baſt. I think this Talbot be a. Fiend of Hell, | 
Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens ſure favour — | 
Alen. Here cometh Cbaries, I marvel how he . 
Enter Charles and Joan. | 
Baſt. Tut, holy Joan was his defenſive. Guard. 
Cha, Is this thy Cunning, thou deceitful Dame? 5 
Di dſt thou at firſt, to flatter us. witbal, 1 
Make us partakers of a little gain, At el 
That now our loſs might be ten times ſo much? W 
Pucel. Wherefore is Charles impatient wich N F riend ? 
At all times will you have my Power alike ? 
* or Waking, muſt I ſtill prevail, 


Or 


Or 
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Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Improvident Soldiers, had your Watch been good, 
This ſudden miſchief never could have faln. 
Char. Duke of Alenſon, this was your Default. 
That being Captain of the Watch to Night, 
Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 
Alen. Had all our Quarters been as ſafely kept, 
As that, whereof I had the Government, 
We had not been thus fhamefully ſurpriz d. 
Baſt, Mine was ſecure. - | 
Reig. And ſo was mine, my Lord. 
Char. And for my elf, molt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mine own Precinct, | 
J was empioy d in pang to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. | | 
Then haw, or which way, ſhould they firſt breakin ? 
Pucel. Queſtion, my Lord, no further of the caſe, 
How, or which way; tis ſure they found ſome place 
But weakly guarded, where the Breach was made 
And now there: reſts no other ſhift, but this 
To, gather our Soldiers, ſcatter'd and diſperſt, 
And lay new Plat- forms to endamage them. { Exeunt. 
Alarum. Enter à Soldier, crying, a Talbot! à Tal- 
bot! they fly, leaving their Clcaths behind. 
Sal. I'I be ſo bold to take what they have left: 
The Cry of Talbot ſerves me for a Sword, | 
For I have loaded me with many Spoils, 
Uſing. no other Weapon but his Name. Exit. 
Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy. 
Bed. The Day begins to break, and Night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy Mantle over - vail'd the Earth, 
Here ſound Retreat, and ceaſe our hot Purſuit. (Retreat. 
Tal. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbary, | 
And here adyance it in the Market-place, 
The middle Centre of this curſed Town. 
Nou have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soul, 
For every drop of Blood was drawn from him; 
There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dy'd to Night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 
What Ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 
Within the chiefeſt Temple Vil erect 
A Lamb, wherein his Corps ſhall be interr d? 8 
N 8 Upon 
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Upon the which, that every one may read, © 
Shall be engrav'd the Sack of Orleans, ö; | tt An 


The treacherous manner of his mournful Death, Ar 
And what à terrour he had been to France, = ; 
But, Lords, in all our bloody Maſſacre, T In 
1 muſe we met not with the Dauphin's Grace, Co 
His new- come Champion, virtuous Joan of Arc, Fr 
Nor any of his falſe Confederates. 1 
Bed. Tis thought, Lord Talbct, when the fight began, i 
Rous d on the ſudden from their drowſie Beds, 2 An 
They did amongſt the Troops of armed Men, 
Leap o'er the Walls for refuge in the Field; | . ( 
Bur, My ſelf, as far as | could well diſcern, | I { 
For Smoak and duſty Vapours of the Night, | As 
Am lure I ſcar'd the Dauphin and his Trull, Gre 
When Arm in Arm they both came ſwiftly running, An 
Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves, | Fai 
That could not live aſunder Day or Night. To 
After that things are ſet in order here. | 
We'll follow them with all the Power we have. N 1 
| Enter a Meſſenger. þ | By 
Meſſe All hail, my Lords; which of this Princely Train, 0 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his Acts N A 
So much applauded through the Realm of France? C 
Tal. Here is the Talbot, who would ſpeak with him? Is t 
Mell. The virtuous Lady, Counteſs of Auvergne, Th 
With Modeſty admiring thy Renown, * 10. I le 
By me intreats, great Lord, thou would'ſt vouchſafe I th 
To viſit her poor Caſtle where ſhe lyesz 8 A{ 
That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the Man, Ane 
Whoſe Glory fills the World with loud report. _ Ala. 
Bur. Is it even ſo? Nay, then I ſec our Wars It c 
Will turn into a peaceful Comick Sport, Sho! 
When Ladies crave'to be encountred with. T 
You may not, my Lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. _ But 
Tal. Ne'er truſt me then; for when a World of Men Fil i 
Could not prevail with all their Oratory, | C. 
Yet hath a Woman's kindneſs over-rul'd: Go: 
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 4 
And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her. | To] 


Will not your Honours bear me company? Te 
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Bed. No, truly tis more than manners will: 
And I have heard it ſaid, Unbidden Gueſts 


| 
Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. | 
| 
| 


Tal. Well then, alone, ſince there's no remedy, 
I mean to prove this Lady's courteſie. 
Come hither, Captain, you. perceive my mind, |[1/63;/pers. 
Capt. I do, my Lord, and mean accordingly,» [ Zxeunt. 
Enter Counteſs of. Auvergne. | 
| Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge, | 
And when you haye done ſo, bring the Keys to me. | 
Pert. Madam, I will. | | [ Exit. 
Count. The Plot is laid, if all things fall out right, 
I ſhall as famous be by this Exploit, 
As Soythian Tomyris by Orcs Death. | 
Great is the rumour of this dreadful Knight, 
And his Atchievements of no leſs account: 
Fain would mine Eyes be witneſs with mine Ears, 
To give their Cenſure of theſe rare Reports. 
Enter Meſſenger and Talbot. | 
Meſſ.. Madam, according as your Ladyſhip deſir'd, 
By Meſſage cray'd, fo. is Lord Talbot come. 
+ Cunt. And he is welcome; what? is this the Man? 
Meſſ. Madam, it is. | IT 
Count, Is this the Seourgę of France? 
Is this the Talbet, ſo much fear d abroadꝰ 
That with his name the Mothers ſtill their Babes ? : | 
| 
| 
| 
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I ſee Report is fabulous and falſe. | — 
I thought I ſhould have ſeen ſome Herrules, 
A ſecond Hector, for his grim Aipect, 
And large proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbs. 
Alas! this is a Child, a filly Dwarf; | 
It cannot be, this weak and writnhled Sbrimp ö 
Should ſtrike ſuch terror to his Enemies. 
Til. Madam, I have been bold ta trouble you: 
But ſince your Ladyſhip is not at leiſure, 
Vi! fort ſome other time to viſit you. | 
Cortnt, What means he new? 
Go ask him, whither he goes? 5 
Meſſ. Stay, my Lord Ialbet, for my Lady crayes, 
To know the caule of your abrupt departure. 
Tal. Marry, for that. ſhe's in a wrong belief, 
Igo to certify her, Tajbets here. 
1 


Enter 
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| Enter Porter with Keys. . 
Cvunt. If thou be he; then art thou Priſoner. 
Tal. Priſoner ? to whom ? | 
Count. To me, Bleod-thirſty Lord : 
And for that cauſe I train d thee to my Houſe. 
Long time the Shadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery the Picture hangs : 
But now the Subſtance ſhall endure the like, 
And I will chain theſe Legs and Arms of thine, 
That haſt by Tyranny theſe many Years 
Waſted our Country, flain our Citizens, 
And ſent our Sons and Husbands Captivate. 
Tal. Ha, ha, ha. 
Cocent. Laugheſt thou Wretch ? 
Thy Mirth ſhall turnto Moan. 
Tal. I laugh to fee your Ladyſhip ſo fond, 
To think that you have ought 4 Talbot's Shadow, 
Whereon to practiſe your Severity. a 
Count. Why? art not thou the Man? 
Tal. I am indeed. 
Cunt. Then have I Subſtance too. 
Tal. No, no, I am but Shadow of my ſelf : 
vou are deceiv d, my Subſtance is not here; 
For what you ſee is but the ſmalleſt part, 5 
And leaſt Proportion of Humanity: 0 
I tell you, Madam, where the w ofe Frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpacious lofty pitch, L 
Your Roof were not ſufficient to contain it. 
Count. This is a Ridling Merchant for the nonee, 
He will be here, apd yet he is not here : 
How can theſe contrarieties agree? 
Tal. That will I hew you preſently. 
Winds bis Horn, Drums ſtrike up, a Peal of Ordnance: : 
: Ener Soldiers. © Bi 
How ſay you, Madam'? are you now petſuaded, G 
That Talb t is but Shadow of himſelf? | ? 
Theſe are his Subſtance, Sinews, Arms, and Screngthy 7. 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Necks, Bm T 
- Razeth your Cities, and ſubyerts your Towns, 
And in a moment makes them deſoſate. an 8 
Count. Victorious Talbet, pardon my abuſe ; + | 1] 
I find thau art no leſs than Fame hath 9 g A 4 
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. King Henry VI. 25 
And more than may he gathered by thy Shape. 
Let my Preſumption not provoke thy Wrath, 


For I am ſorry, that with Reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 


Tal. Be not diſmay'd, fair Lady, nor miſconſtrue 
The Mind of Talbot, as you did miſtake | 
The outward compoſition of his Body. 
What you have done, hath not offended 
Nor other Satisfaction do I crave, 
But only with your Patience, that we may 
Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 


For Soldiers Stomachs always ſerves then well. 


Coun. With all my Heart, and think me honoured, 
To feaſt ſo great a Warrior in my Houle (Exeunt. 


Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerſet, Suffolk, 


1 5 and others. 
Plan, Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What means this ſilence? | 
Dare no Man anſwer in a Caſe of Truth? | 

Suf, Within the Temple-Hall we were too loud, 
The Garden here is mare convenient. | 

Plan, Then lay at once, if I maintain'd the Truth: 
Or elle was wrangling Somerſet in th' Error? | 

Suf. Faith I have been a Truant in the Law, 

And never yet could frame my Will to it, 
And chart frame the Law unto my Will. 

dom. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick then between us. 

War. Between two Hawks, which flies the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs, which hath the deeper Mouth, 
Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two Horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 
Between two Girls, which hath the mecryeſt Eye, 

I have perhaps ſome ſhallow Spirit of Judgment, 
But in theſe nice ſharp Quillets of the Law, 
Good-faith, I am no wiler than a Daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance: 
The Truth appears ſo naked on my tide, 

That any pur- blind Eye may find it out. 

Som. And on my ſide, it is ſo well apparell'd, 
So clear, ſoſhining, and fo evident, | 
That it will glimmer weoug! a blind Man's Eye, 
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Plan. Since you are Torgue-ty'd, and ſo loth to ſpeak, 
In dumb fignificants proclaim your Thoughts : | 
Let him thar 1s a true-born Gentleman, , 

And ſtands upon the honour of his Birth, 
If he ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, 
From off this Briar pluck a white Roſe with me. 

Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintain the Party of the Truth, 

Flucka red Role from off this Thorn with me. 

Var. I love no Colours; and without all colour 
Of baſe inſinuating Flattery. | 
J pluck this white Roſe with Plantagenet. 

Fu. I pluck this red Roſe with young Somerſet, 

And ſay withal, I think he held the right. 

Fer. Stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more, 
Till you conclude, that he upon whoſe fide 
The feweſt Roſes are crop'd from the Tree, 

Shall yield the other in the right Opinion. | 
Som. Good Maſter Vernon, it is well objected ; 
If I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence. 

Plau. And I. 

Per, Then for the truth, and plairneſs of the Caſe, 
IJ pluck this pale and maiden Bloſſom here, 

Giving my Verdi& on the white Roſe ſide. 

Sem, Prick not your Finger as you pluck it off, 

Leſt bleeding, you do paint the white Role red, 
And fall on my ſide fo againſt your will. 

Per. If I, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, 

Opinion ſhall be Surgeon to my hurt, 

Ard keep me on the fide where ſtill I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on, who elſe? 

Lawyer. Unleſs my Study, and my Books be falſe, 
The Argument you held, was wrong in you; [ TvSomerſet, 
In fign whereof, I pluck a white Roſe too. 

Plan. Now Somerſet, where is your Argument ? 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, 

Shall dye your white Roſe in a bloody Red. 


Plan. Mean time your Cheeks do eounterfeit our Roſes, 


For pale they look with fear, as witneſſing 

1 he Truth on our ſide. £5 

Som. No Plantagen. 

' Tis not for fear, but anger, that thy Cheeks 
g e 1 Bluſh 
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King HENRT VI. 27 
Bluſh for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roles, . 
And yet thy Tongue will not confeſs thy Error. 
Plan. Hath not thy Roſe a Canker, Somerſet? 8 
Som. Hath not thy Roſe a Thorn, Plantagenet? 
Plan. Ay, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth, -- | 
W hiles thy conſuming Canker eats his falſnood. 
Som. Well, I'll find Friends to wear my bleedingRoles, 
That ſhall maintain what I have ſaid is true. 
M here falſe Plantagenet dare not be ſeen. „ ANN 
Plan. Now by this Maiden Bloſſom in my Hand, 
I ſcorn thee and thy faſhion, peeviſh Bo. 
Suf. Turn not thy ſcorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plan. Proud P.ol, I will, and ſcorn both him and thee, 
Suf. VII turn my part thereof into thy Throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William de la Pool, 
| We grace the Yeoman, by converſing with him. 
Mar. Now by God's will thou wrong'ſt him, Somerſet 
His Grandfather was. Zyonel Duke of Clarence, 
Third Son to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring Creſtleſs Yeomen from ſo deep a Rot? 
Plan. He bears him on the Place's Priviledge, 
Or durſt not for his craven Heart ſay thus. 

Som. By him that made me, I'll maintain my words 
On any Plot of Ground in Chriſtendom. 10 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, 
For Treaſon executed in our late King's Days? 

Ard by his Treaſon, ſtand'ſt not thou attainted, 

Corrupted and exempt from ancient\Gentry 2: | $14.5 

His Treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy Blood... 
And till thou be reſtor d, thou art a Leoman. 

Plan. My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd to die for Treaſon, but no Traitor; | | 
And that I'll prove on better Menthan Somerſtty -: 
Were growing time once ripened to my Will. 
For your Partaker Pool, and you your ſelf, 

I'll note you in my Book of Memory, 
To ſcourge you for this Apptehenſion; 
[7 Look to it well, and {ay you are well warn; d. 
b Som. Ah, thou ſhalt find us ready for thee ſtill; 
And know us by theſe Colours, for thy Foes :' | 
For thele, my Friends in {pisht of thee ſhall wear. 1 
Plan. And by my Soul, 7 pale and angry Roſe, „ 
| | 2 
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As Cogniſance of my Blood-drinking hate, 
Will 1 tor ever, and my Fad ion wear, 
Until ittwither with me to my Grave, 
OrMouriſh to the height of my Degree. 

Suf. Go forward, and be choak d with thy Ambition: 


Ando farewel, until I meet thee next. (Exĩt. 
Som. Have with thee, Pol : Fare wel, ambitious Ri- 


Plan. How Lam brav'd, and muſt perforce endure it ! 
N ar. This blot, that they object againſt your Houſe, 

<hall be wip'd out in the next Parliament, ; 
Calpd for the Truce of Wincheſter and Gleuceſter: 

And if thou be not then created Tk, © 

I will not live to be accounted Warm: k. 

Mean time, in ſignal ot my love to thee, 
Agaitnit proud Somerſet, and William Pool, 
Will I upon thy party wear this Roſe, 
And here I propheſie; this Brawl to day, 
Grown to this Faction in the Temple Garden, 
Shall ſend between the red Roſe and the white, 
A thouſand Souls to death and deadly Night. 

Plan. Good Maſter Vernon, I am bound to you, 

That ycu on my behalf would pluck a Flower, | 
Ir. In your behalf Rill will I wear the ſame, 

. Lanyer. And ſo will I. | 
Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir. | 

Come, let us four to dinner; I dare ſay, | 
This Quarrel will drink Blood another day. ¶ Exeunt, 
Enter Mortimer, breughi in a Chair, and Jailors. 
Mer. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, 

Let dying Mertizzer here reit Limſelf, | 

Even like a Man new haled from the Wrack, 

So fare my Limbs with long Impriſonment: 

And thele gray Locks the Purſuivants of Death, 
Neſtcr-like aged, in an Age of Care, | 
Argue the End of Edmand Mortimer. 15 25 
Tbeſe Eyes, like Lamps, whoſe waſting Oil is ſpent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent. 

Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief, 
And pithleſs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 
That drops his ſapleſs Branches to the Ground, 


Witetheſe Feet, whole ſtrengthleſs ſtay is numb. 
FTE Bf Una ble 
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Unable to ſupport this lump of Clay) 
Swift-winged with deſire to get a 58 PT, 

As witting I noother Comfort have. | 
But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew come: >. 

Keeper. Richa!d Plantagenet, my Lord, will come, 
We ſent unto the Temple, to his Chamber, 
And anſwer was return d, that he will come. 

Mor. Enough; my Soul then ſhall be Jatisfied. 


f —»*DO 


Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. 


Since Henry Mcnmeuth firſt began to Reign, 


Before whoſe Glory I was great in Arms, 


This loathſome ſequeſtration have I had; 
And even ſinee then, hath Richard been obſcur 0s 
Depriv'd, of Honour and Inheritance. 


But now the Arbitrator of Deſpairs, 


Juſt Death, kind Umpire of Mens Miſeries, 


With [weet Enlargement doth-ditmifs me henee : * 5 on 


I would his Troubles likewile were expir'd, 
That ſo he might recover what was loſt. 
Enter Richard Plantagenet. 
Keeper, My Lord, your loving Nephew now is come. 
Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my Friend, is he come 2, 3 
Plan. I, noble Uncle, thus ignobly us'd, | 
Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. | 
Aer. Direct mine Arms, I may embrace his Neck, 8 
And in his Boſom ſpend my latter gaſp. 
Oh tell me when my Lips do touch his Theeks, 
That I may kindly give one fainting Kiſs : 
And now declare, tweet Stem from Pył's great Stock, 
Why didſt thou lay of late thou wert delpis'd 2 
Plan. Firſt, lean thine aged Back againit mine Ar; ma 
And in that caſe ['l] tell thee my Diſcale. ] , 
This Day in Argument upon a Cate, J. 
Some words there grew twixt Somerſet and me: 
Amongſt which terms, he us'd this -lavith longue, 
And did upbraid me with my Father's Death: 


Which Obloquy ſet Bars before my Tongue, 


Elſe with the like I had requited him. * 

Therefore, good Unzle, for my Father's fakes Aer al 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 5 

And for Alliance ſake, declare tlie Cauſe, 

My F aher earl of Cambridge, loſt his Head. 14 
; B S ; ; Acer. 


And Death approach not, ere my Tale be done. 
| Depos'd his Coufin Richard, Edward's Son, 
| Of Edward King, the third of that Deſcent. 


| 
| 


And that my fainting Words do warrant Death: 
Thou art my Heir; the reſt, I wiſh thee gather: 


(Ve: 6b Hong 2 RD 
30 The Firſt Part of 
Mor. This Cauſe fair Nephew, that impriſon d me, 
And hath detain'd me all my flow'ring Youth, 
Within a loathſome Dungeon, there to pine, 
Was curſed Inſtrument of his Deceaſe. | 
Plan. Diſcover more at large, what Cauſe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſs. 
Mer. I will, if that my fading Breath permit, 
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Heniy the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
The firſt begotten, and thelawful Heir 


KS 


During whoſe Reign, the Piergies of the North, 

Finding his Uſurpation moſt unjuſt, 

Endeavour'd my Advancement to the Throne, 

The Reaſon mov'd theſe warlike Lords to this, 

Was, for that, young King Richard thus remov d, 

Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body, 

J was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother I derived am _ 23 

From Lyonel Duke of Clarence, the third Son ;: 
To King Edward the Third; whereas he, c: 
From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 

Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. 

But mark ; as in this haughty great Attempt, | 
They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir, | 

I loſt my Liberty, and they their Lives. | 

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth, | 

Succeeding his Father Bullingbroke, did Reign; 

Thy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then derivid 

From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of Terk, 

Marrying my Siſter, that thy Mother was; 

Again, in pity of my hard diſtreſs, SE 

Levied an Army, weening to redeem, 

And have inſtall'd me in the Diadem : 

But as the reſt, ſo fell that noble Earl, 

And was beheaded, Thus the Morti mers, 

In whom the Title reſted, were ſuppreſt. J 
Plan. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laſt. 

Mor. True; and thou ſeeſt, that I no Iffue have, 
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King HENRY VI. 31 
But yet be wary in thy ſtudious Care. 2 | 
Plan. Thy grave Admoniſhments prevail with me: 
But yet, methinks, my Father's Execution 
Was nothing leſs than bloody Tyranny, 

Mor. With ſilence, , Nephew, be thou politick: 

Strong fixed is the Houle of Lancaſter, 

And like a Mountain, not to te remoy'd.- 

But now thy Uncle is removing hence, 

As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy'd. 
With long continuance in a ſettled place. 

Plan. O Uncle, would ſome part of my young Years 
Might but redeem the Paſſage of your Age. 

Mor. Thou doſt then wrong me, as that {laughter doth 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill, 
Mournnot, except thou ſorrow for my Good, 

Only give Order for my Funeral, 

And ſo farewel, and fair be all thy Hopes; 8 

And proſperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [Dies. 
Plan, And Peace, no War, befal thy parting Soul, 

In Priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, 

And like a Hermit over-paſt thy Days. 

Well, I will lock his Counſel in my Breaſt, 

And what I do imagine, let that reſt, _ 

Keepers convey him hence, and I my ſelf 

Will ſee his Burial better than his Life. 

Here dies the dusky Torch of Mortimer, 

Choak'd with Ambition of the meaner ſort. 

And for thoſe Wrongs. thoſe bitter Injuries, 

Which Samerſet bath offer d to my Houle, 

I doubt not, but with Honour to redreſs. 

And therefore haſte I to the Parliament, 

Either to be reſtored to my Blood, „„ 

Or make my Will thadvantage of my Good. [Ext 
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A SCENE. 


cheſter, Warwick, Somerſet, Suffolk, and Richard 
Plantagenet. Glouceſter cffers to put up a Bills Win 
' cheſter ſnatebes it, and tears it. | 


Vin. CC Om'ſt thou with deep premeditated Lines? 
| With written Pamphlets, ſtud iouſly devis d? 

Humphrey of Gli ſter, it thou canſt accuſe, 65 

Or ought intend ſt to lay unto my Charge, 

Do it without Invention, ſuddenly, 

As with ſudden, and extemporal Speech, 


Or thou ſhould'{t find thou haſt diſhonour'd me, 
Think not, although in Writing I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearſe the Method of my Pen. 
No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious Wickedneſs, 
Thy leud, peſtiſerous, and diſſentious Pranks, 
As very Infants prattle of thy Pride. 
Thou art a moſt pernicious Uſurer, 
Freward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 
- Laſcivious, wanton, more than well beſeems 
A Man of thy Profeſſion, and Degree. : 
And for thy Treachery, what's more manifeſt ? 
In that thou laid ſt a Trap to take my Life, 
As well at London- Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Beſide, I fear me, if thy Thoughts were ſifted, 
The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 
From envious Malice of thy ſwelling Heart. 
Win. Glofter, Ido deſie thee, Lords, vouchſafe 
To give me hearing what I ſhall repl 7. 
If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perverſe, 
As he will have me; how am I fo poor? 
Or how haps it, I ſeek not to advance a 
Or raiſe my ſelf? But keep my wonted Calling. 
And for Diſſention, who preterreth Peace 


More 
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Flouriſh. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Glouceſter, Win. 
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Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeR. Ctience, 
6. Preſumptuous Prieſt, this place commands my Pa- 


King HENRY VI. 8 


More than I do? except I be provok' 4. 

No, my ood Lords, it is not that offends, 
t is not that, that hath incens'd the Duke? 

It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he; 

No one, but he, ſhould be about the King; 

And that engenders Thunder in his Breaſt, 

And makes him roar theſe Accuſations forth. 

But he ſhall know, I am as good —— 

Glo. As good? 
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ik Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather. 
: in. Ay, Lordly Sir; for what are you, q pray, 
But one imperious in another” Throne? 
Glo. Am not J Protector ſa wey Prieſt ? 
Vin. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? 
N Glo. Yet, as an Out-law in a Caſtle keeps, 
3 n 


Pz And uſeth it, to patronage his Theft. 
* Vin. Unreverent Glocefter, 222 * | 

Glo. Thou art Reverend) a n 

'ouching thy ſpiritual Pab6n;" not hy Life. 

Vin. Rome ſhall remedy this. 

Var. Roam thither thilen ; 

My Lord, it were your Duty to forbear: 5 

6 Som. Ay, ſee the Biſhop be not over-born: 

Methinks my Lord ſhould be Religious,” © 

nd know the Office that belongs to fuch, ' - - - + 

Var. Methinks his Lordſhip ſhould be humble bo. 

WT: fitteth not a Prelate fo to Pleade. 15 

= 3:2. Yes, when his holy State is touch a lo near. 

War. State holy, or unballew d, what of that?: 

Is not his Grace Protector to the Kings? 

= Rh. Plantagenet I lee muſt bold his Longus 3 
Leſt it be ſaid, Speak, Sirrah, when you ſhould, 

Muſt your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords? 

Elſe would | haye a flingat Vincheſi . 

K. Henry. Uneles of GI# ger and of WincheBerg 1s 

The ipecial Watchmen of var Engliſh Well,, 
I would-preyaily if Prayers might prevail, + 0 t 

J join your Hearts in Love and Amit y. got! 1 1 - 

Ob. what a Scandal is it to our Crown, 5 CG ME 
bat two ſuch Nobſe Peers as ye ſhoutdijart 35 45 

Believe me, Lords, my tender Vears ean cell, K 

Cin Dillention is a yiperous e * 46 
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That gnaws the Bowels of the Common · wealth. 
[A noiſe within; Down with the Tawny Coats. 
K. Henry. What Tumult's this? 
Mar. An Uproar, I dare Warrant. 
Pegun through malice of the Biſhop's Men. 
| 1 A noiſe again, Stones, Stones, 
Enter Mayor. 1 
Mayor. Oh, my good Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the City of Lenden, pity ue: 
The Biſhop, and the Duke of Glo ſters Men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 
Have filb d their Pockets full of peble Stones; 
And banding themſelves in contrary Parts, 

Do pelt fo fal at one another's Pate 
That many have their giddy Brains knock d out: 
Our Windows are broke down in every Street, 
And we, for fear, compelt'd to ſhut our Shops. 

| Enter in Skirmiſh: with bloody Pater. 
K. Henry. We charge you on Allegiance to our ſelves, 
To hold your ſlaughtering Hands, and keep the Peace: 
Pray, Uncle Gloſter, mitigate this Strife. | 
1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden Stones, we'll fall to 
etl or eh,, if hit be, 3 
2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute. , 
| CCC [Skirmiſh again. 
Slo. You of my Houſhold leave this peeviſh broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom/d-fght aſi de. 
3 Serv, My Lord, we know your Grace to be a Man 
Juſt and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 
_ Inferior to nore, but to his Majeſty: a 
And ere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
So kind a Father of the Common-Weal, 
To be diſgraced hy an Ink- horn Mate 
We, and our Wives and Children, all will fight, 
And have our Bodies ſlaughter d by thy Foes. - 
I Serv, Ay, and the very parings of our Nails 
Shal? pitch a Field when we are dead. [ Begin gau 
_ Glo. Stay, Ray, I 51, 
And if you love me, as you ſay you do, 
Let me perſwade you to forbear a While. 


K. Henry. O how this diſcord doth fflict my Soul ! 


Can you, my Lord of , incbeſter, behold wi 
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Ny Sighs and Tears, and will not once relent? 

Who ſhould be pitiful, if you be not? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to prefer a Peace, 
Holy Church-Men take delight in Broils? 

Var. Yield my Lord Protector, yield Wingpeſter ; 
Except you mean with obſtinate Repulſe 
To flay your Sovereign, and deſtroy the Realm. 
You ſee what Miſchief, and what Murther too, 
Hath been enacted through your Enmity : 

Then he at Peace, except ye thirſt for Blood. 
in. He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 
Glo. Compaſſion on the Kingooachoada me ſtoop, 
Or I would ſee his Heart out, ere the Prieſt 
Should ever get the priviledge of me. 15 
Var. Beho'd, my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſh'd moody diſcontented Fury, 
Und by his ſmoothed Brows it doth appear: 
hy look you ſtill fo Stern and Trapical ? 
Gl». Here Wincheſter, I offer thee my Hand, 
K. Henry. Fie, Uncle Beauford, I have heard you preach, 
bat Malice was a great and grievous Sins 
nd will not you maintain-the thing you teach? 
ut prove a chief Offender in the ſame. 
Har. Sweet King; the Biſhop hath a kindly gird: 
For Shame, my Lord of Wincheſter, relent; 
LW bat, ſhall a Child inſtruct you what to do? 
Vin. Well, Duke of Gl fer, Iwill yield to thee, 
Love jor Love, and Hand for Hand I give. | 
Glo. Ay, but I fear me with a hollow Heart. 
See here, my Friends and loving Countrymen, 
This Token ſerveth for a Flag of Truce, 
Betwixt our ſelves, and all our Followers : 
do help me God, as I difſemble not. 
Vin. So help me God, as I intend it not. 8 
K. Henry, Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Gli ſter, 
How joyful am I made by this Contract 
Away, my Maſters, trouble us no more, 
But join in Friendſhip as your Lords have done. 
i Serv, Content, Ell to the Surgeons. 
2 Serv, And fo will J. | L- 
3 verv. And I will ſee what Phy ſick the Tayern affords. 
| IE, | [ Exe? 7. 
* 


Mi 
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War. 22 this Serowl, moſt gracious Sovereign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 
We do exhibit to your Majeſt 7. $- 
Glo. Well urg'd, my Lord of arwic k; for, ſweet Prince 
And if youggGrace mark every Circumſtance, 
You have great reaſon to do Richard right, 
Eſpecially for thoſe Occaſions 
At Eltham Place I told your Majeſty, . 
K. Henry. And thoſe Occaſions, Uncle, were of force: 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, 
That Richard be reſtored to his Blood, | 
War, Let Richard be reſtored to his Blood, 
So ſhall his Father's Wrongs be recompers'd. 
Win. As will the reſt, fo willeth Wincheſter. 
K. Henry. If Ruhard will be true, nat that alone, | 
Rut all the whole Inheritance I give E. 
- That doth belong unto the Houle of Dek, ; 
From whence you ſpring, by lineal Peſcent. 
Rich. Thy humble Servant vows Obedience, 
And humble Service till the point of Death. = 
K. Henry. Stoop then, and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot II 
And in reguerdon of that Duty done, = 
I gird thee with the valiant Sword of Terk. = 
Rite; Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 
And riſe created-Princely Duke ot 1k. = 
Rich. And ſo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall. WW! | 
And as my Duty ſprings, ſo periſh they 1 . 
That grudge one Thought againſt your Majeſty, = 
All. Welcome, high Prince, the mighty Duke of rt. Ar 
Fe. Periſh, baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Drł. [Af 7! 
Glo. Now will it beſt avail your Majeſty, _ 
To croſs the Seas, and to be crown'd in France: A 
The preſt nce of a King engenders Love, __ .i Po. 
Amongſt his Subjects and his loyal Friends, : 
As it diſanimates his Enemies. . = - 
K. Henry. When Glo ſier ſays the word, King Henry goes, 
For Friendly Counſel cuts off many Foes. a 1 
Glo. Your Ships already are in readinelss D[Exeun. 
Mauent Exeter. | 1 An 


r 


Seren 
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Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in Fance. 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſu ; Fr 
Ihis late Difſention grown betwixt the Peers, 
| 


/ 
1 


nd once again we'll ſteep fecure in Roan. 
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Burns under feigned aſhes of forg d Love, 
And will at laſt break out into a Flame, 

as feſter'd Members rot but by degrees, 

Till Bones, and Fleſh, and Sinews fall away; 
So will this bafe and envious Diſcord breed. 
And now I fear that fatal Prophecy © 
M hich in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth, 
Was in the Mouth of every ſucking Babe, 
That Henry born at Monmouth ſhould win all, 
And Henry born at Windſor ſhould loſe all: 
Which is ſo plain, that Exeter doth wiſh, 

His days may finiſh ere that hapleſs time. - 


SCENE HI. 


iter Ioan la Pucelle diſguis d, and four Soldiers with 
| | Sacks upon their Backs, 


= 7c]. Theſe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
TT brough which our Policy muſt make a Breach. 
Take heed, be wary how you place your Words. 
Talk like the V ulgar fort of Market-men, | 
That come agen bn Money for their Corn. 
lf we have entrance, as I hope we ſhall, | 
And that we find the flothful Watch but weak, 
lll by a Sign give notice to our Friends, 
That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 
S. Our Sacks ſhall be a means to ſack the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roan, * 
Therefore we'll knock. * 1 | [ Knocks, 
=_— Watch. Qui va lg? . n 
Pucel. Pal ſans pau vres gens de France. 
Poor Market Folks that come to ſell their Corn. 
Match. Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. 
Pucel. Now Roan, I'll ſhake thy Bulwarks to the Ground. 
Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, and Alenſon. 
Dau. St. Dennis bleſs this happy Stratagem, FO; 


Bail, Here entred Pucelle and her Practiſants: 

ow ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpeciſie, | 

here is the beſt and ſafeſt Paſlage in? 8 
| 83 | Lk oe 
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Reig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once diſcern'd, ſhews that her meaning is, 

No way to that (for weakneſs) which ſhe entred. 


Enter Joan la Pucelle on the top thrufting out a Torch burning, 


Prcel. Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That joineth Roan unto her Countrymen, | 
But burning fatal to the Talbonztes. | | 

Ba#."See noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands. 

Dau. Now ſhines it like a Comet of Revenge, 


A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 


Rezg. Defer no time, delays have dangerous Ends, 
Enter, and cry, the Dauphin, preſently, | 
And then do execution on the Watch. | 
8 | [An Alarm, Talbot in an Excurſion. 
Tal. France, thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy Tears, 
If Talbot but ſurvive thy Treachery. 
Pucelle that Witch, that damned Sorcereſs, 
Hath wrought this helliſh Miſchief unawares, 
That hardly we eſcap'd the Pride of France. 
An Alarm: Excurſions, Bedford brought in fick in à Chair. 
Enter Talbot and Burgundy without; within Joan la Pu- 
celle, Dauphin, Baitard and Reignier on the Walls. 
Pucel. Good morrow Gallants, want ye Corn for Bread 


I think the Duke of Burgundy will faſt, 


Before he Il buy again at ſuch a rate, 
*T was full of Darnel; do you like the taſte? 
Burg. Scoff on vile Fiend, and ſhameleſs Curtizan, 
Jtruft ere long to choak thee with thine own, 
And make thee curſe the Harveſt of that Corn. 
Dau. Your Grace may ſtarve, perhaps, before that time 


* 


Bed. O let not Words, but Deeds, revenge this Treaſon. 


Puce l. What will you do, good gray Beard ? 
Break a Lance, and run a Tilt at Death 5 
Within a Chair. 1 3 

Tal. Foul Fiend of France, and Hag of all deſpight, 
Incompats'd with thy luſtful Paramours,, 8 
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardiſe a Man half dead? 
Damſel I'll have a Bout with you again. 
Or elſe let Talbot perith with his Same. 


. -*, Pacel, Are you lo hot, Sir: Yet Pucelle hold thy Pee, 


Exit. 


Ii 


e. 
n. 
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It Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will follow. 
0 [bey whiſper together in Counſel. 
God ſpeed the Parliament ; who ſhall be the Speaker ? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the Field? 
Pucel, Belike your Lordſhip takes us thenfor Fools. 
To try if that our own be ours or no. 


Tal. I fpeak not to that railing Hecate, 
But unto thee Alenſen, and the reſt. 


Will ye, like Soldiers, come and fight it out? 


Alen. Seignior, no. 
Tal. Seignior, hang: Baſe Muleteers of France, 
Like peaſant Foot - boys do they keep the Walls, 
And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen. 
Pucel. Captains away, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbct means no goodneſs by his Looks. 
God be w'you, my Lord; we came, Sir, but to tell you, 


That we are here, Exeunt from the Walls, 


Tal. And there will be too, ere it be long, 

Or elſe Reproach be Talbots greateſt Fame. 

Vow Burgundy, by Honour of thy Houſe, 

Prick d on by publick Wrongs ſuſtain d in France, 

Either to get the Town again or die. 

And I, as ſure as Engliſh Henry lives, 

And as his Father here was Conqueror, 

As ſure as in this late betrayed Town, 

Great Cæur de lion s Heart was buried: 

So ſure I ſwear to get the Townor die. bags can: 
Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy Vows: 
Tal. But ere we go, regard this dying Prince, | 

The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord, 

We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 

Fitter for Sickneſs, and for crazy Age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not ſo diſhonour me: 

Here I will fat, before the Walls of Roan, 

And will be partner of your Weal or Woo. 
Bog Couragious Bedford let us now perſuade you. 
Bed, Not to be gone from hence: For once I read, 

That ſtout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, 

Came to the Field, and vanquiſhed his Foes. PTE 

Methinks I ſhould revive the Soldiers Hearts, 

Becauſe I ever found them as my fell. b 

Lal. Undaunted Spirit in a dying Breaſt, 

Then be it ſo: Heayens keep old Bedford ſafe, And 


.# 
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And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 
But gather we our Forces out of hand, 


And ſet upon our hoaſtirg Enemy. L [Exit :. 
An Alarm: : Excurſions : Enter Sir John Falſtaff, and 
4 Captain, 


Cup. Whither away, Sir hn Falſtaff, inſuch haſte > 
Fal. Whither away? to ſ2ve my ſelf by flight, 
are like to have the Overthrow again. 

Cab. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 

Fal. Ay, all the Tulbets in the world to fave my life ¶ Ex. 
Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill Fortune follow thee,” | Fxit, 
Retreat: Excurſicns. Pucelle, Alenſon, and Dauphin fly, 
Bed. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleale, 

For I have ſeen our Enemies overthrow. | 
What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh Man? 

They that of late were daring with their Scoffs, 

Are 1 and fain by flight to ſave themielves. 

[Dies, and is carried off in his Chair, 

An Alarm: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, andthe ref. 
Tal. Loſt, and recovered in a day again, APY 

This is a double Honour, Burgundy, © 
Yet Heavens have Glory for this Victory. 

Burg, Warlike and Martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Infhrines thee in his Heat, and there erects 
Th y Noble Deeds, as Valour's Monuments. 

Tal. Thanks, gentle Duke; but where is Pace e now? 
I think her old Familiar is aſleep. ++ 1 
Nov where's the Baſtard's braves, Charles "ty likes? 
What, all amort? Roan hangs her Head for Grief, 28 
That ſuch a valiant Company are fled. ' whe 
Now we will take ſome Order in the Town, 
Placing therein ſome expert Officers, 

And 4 > en depart to Paris to the King. 
For there young Henry with his N obles ye, 

Burg. What wills Lord Talbet, Nerſcth Burgundy. 
Tal. But yet before we go, let s not forget. 5 a 1 
I be Noble Duke of Bedſerd, late deccas d, W 
But ſee bis Exequies fulflP'd' in Ron. & ee ee 
A braver Soldier never couched Launcr gs 
A gentler Heart did never {way in Seutt, 1 
But Kings and mightieſt Potentates muſt die, 
For * s the end of 9 e 8 


* 
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: UCSCENE BL BOT 


Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, Alenſon, and Joan la Pucelle. 


xit. 


Pure l. Diſmay not, Princes, at this Accident, | 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſo recovered. _ 

Care is no cure, but rather corrofive, 

For things that are not to be remedy'd. 8 
Let frantick Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a Peacock ſweep along his Tail, | 
We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his Train, 
If Dauphin and the reſt will be but rul'd. 

Dau, We have been guided hy thee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence. 

One ſudden Foil ſhall never breed diſtruſt, _ 
Ban. Search out thy Wit for ſecret Policies, 5 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 
Alen. We'll ſet thy Statue in ſome Holy Place, 
And have thee reverenc d like a bleſſed Saint. 
Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good. 

Pucel, Then thus it muſt be, this doth Joan derte 

dy fair Perſuaſions, mixt with ſugar d words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy | 
o lea ve the Talbot, and to follow us. 
Dau. Ay, marry, Sweeting, if we could do chats 
rance were no place for Henry's Warriors; | 
Nor ſhall that Nation boaſt it ſo with us, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 
Alen. For ever ſhould they be expuls'd Go France, 
And not have Title of an Earidom here. 
Pacel. Your Honours ſhall perceive how will work, | 
o bring this matter to the withed end. + 4 
[ Drum beats afar f | [ 
Hark, by the ſound of Drum you may perceive \ 
heir Powers are marching unto Paris ward. 
[ Here beat an Engliſh March. : 4 
here goes the Talbet with his Colours ſpread, © - i 
\nd all the Troops of Engliſh after him. ¶ French March: ; 

A ow in the Rereward comes the uke and his: | 
Hortune in fayour makes him lag behind, . 218 ' 
ummon a Parley, we 2 talk with him. . | 

i ie * ſound a Parley: 
5 Enter | 


w? 


In ſpighe of Burgundy and all his friends. 
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Enter the Duke of Burgundy marching, Ge 
Daa. A'parley with the Duke of Burgundy. Ar 
Burg, Whocraves a Parley with the Burgundy ? Ce 
Pucel, , The Princely Charles of France, th 7 Country- G 
man. | 
\,. Burge What ſay'ſt chou, cbarler? for Lam marching | Hi 
nce. | Ap 
Dau. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with thy words. 1 
Puce l. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France, | Ay 
Stay, let thy humble hand · maid ſpeak to thee. | M. 
Burg. Speak on, but be not oyer-tedious. . 80 
Pucel. Look on thy Country, loak on fertile Frances 5 
And ſee the Cities and the Towns defae d. | 
By wafting Ruin of the eruel Foe, 4 22 fre 
As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe. 5 
When Death doth eloſe his — ring Eyes; 1 
See, ſee the pining Malady of France: An 
Behold the wounds, the moſt unnatural wounds, : 
V hich thou thy ſelf haſt given her woful Breaſt, An 
Oh, turn thy edged Sword another way, 1 
Strike thoſe on hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help : | 
One drop of blood drawn fromthy Country's 8 i 
Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of common Gore; En 
Return thee therefore with a flood of Tears me 
And waſh away thy Country's ſtained Spots. | 
Burg, Either ſhe hath bewiteh'd me with her worde, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. He 
Pucel. Beſides, all French and France exclaims on theey Ih 
Doubting thy Birth and lawtul Progeny. To 
M hom join ſt thou with, but with a lordly Nation, In 
That will not truſt thee but for Profits ſake? a To 
W hen Talbot hath ſet footing once in France, By =» 
And faſhiog'd thee that Inſtrument of Ill, Bet 
Who then but Engliſh Henry will be Lek . Let 
And thou be thruſt out like a Fugitiye ? Ani 
Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof; Aſc 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy Foe? : Fir 
And was he:not imEngland-Pritoner? 2} 
But when they heard he wasthine Enemy, Th 
They ſet him free, without his Ranſom paid, 0 
| 


77 


ng 
i | And made me almoſt yield upon my. Knees, 


merſet, 


And doth deſerve a Coronet of \ 
Dau. Now let us on, my Lords, and join our Powers, 
And ſeek how we may prejudice the Foe, CLExit. 
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See then, thou'fight'{t againſt thy Countrymen, 
And join'ſt with them will be thy ſlaughter- men. 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reſt will take thee in their Arms. | 
Burg. Lam vanquiſhed, Theſe haughty words of hers 
Haye batter'd-me like a roaring Cannon-ſhot, 


[ 


Forgive me Country, and4weet Countrymen; 
And; Lords, accept this hearty kind Embrace. 
My Forces, and my Power of Men are yours. 
So farewel Talbot, [ll no longer truſt thee. 

Pucel. Done like a Frenchman: Turn, and turn again. 
8 ow Welcome, brave Duke, thy Friendſhip makes us 
„ : | ia 

Baſt. And doth beget new Courage in our Breaſts. | 

Alen. Pucelle bath play d her . in this, | 


SCENE IV. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, Vork, Suffolk, So- 
Warwick; Exeter: To tbem Talbot with bis Soldiers. 
Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in th's realm, 
I have'a while given Truce unto my Wars, 
Todo my Duty to my Sovereign. 


In ſign whereof this Arm, that hath reclaim'd 


o your obedience, fiſty Fortrefles 2 | 
welve Cities, and ſeven walled Towns of ſtrength, 


| | Beſides five hundred Priſoners of Eſteem * 


Lets fall his Sword before your Highneſs Feet: 
And with ſubmiſſive Loyalty of Heart | 
Aſeribes the Glory of his Conqueſt got, - 
Eirſt to my Gad, and next unto your Grace. | 
K. Henry, Is this the fam'd Lord Talbot, Uncle Gloſter, 


/ 


That hath ſo long been Reſident in France? : 
Glo. Ves, if it pleaſe your Majeſty, my Liege. 


K. Henry. Welcome, brave Captain, and victorious Lord. 
When was young (as yet I am not old) 


I do 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


* .* 
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I do remember how my Father ſaid, e | Eſte 
A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. | And 
Long ſince we were reſolved of your Truth, | Mal 
Your faithful Service, and your toil in War: if Thi: 
Yet never have you taſted our Reward, | rm 
Or been reguerdon'd with ſo much as Thanks, 1 
Becauſe till now we never ſaw your Face; To! 
Therefore ſtard up, and for theſe good deſerts, 41 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, Write 
And in our Coronation take your place. {[ Exeuntf T; 
|  Manent Vernon and Baſſet. | # I you 
Fer. Now, Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Se, To t 
. Diſgracing of theſe Colours that I wear, Bf Whi 
In honour of my Noble Lord of Dr, . 2 | They 
Dar'ſt thou maintain the former words thou ſpak ſt? Pard 
Baf. Yes, Sir, as well as you dare patronage | This 
The envious barking of your ſawey Tongue, I Whet 
Againſt the Duke of Somerſet. [S295 £79 And 
Err. Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is. | Befor 
+ Baſ. Why, what is he? As good a man as Tok. Like 
Pier. Hark ye; not ſo: In witneſs take you that. In wl 


- 3 [ Strikes hin, My { 

Baſ. Villain, thou knoweſt the Law of Arms is ſuch || were 
That whoſo draws a Sword, tis preſent Dea, Then 
Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach thy deareſt Blood. Or, 
But I'll unto his Majeſty, and crave, This 
I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, „ | Glo 
When thou ſhalt ſee, I'll meet thee to thy Coſt. And i 

Ver. Well, Miſereant, I'll be there as ſoon as you, Much 
And after meet you, ſooner than you would. | Excun. Ty 


| | | | Knigh 
052020000999 92950000200 |). 
| But A 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk | He the 
Somerſet, Warwick, Talbot, and Exeter, Govern:ur cf Paris Noth | 


Glo. Ord Biſhop, ſet the Crown upon his Head. And i 
Vin. God ſave K. Henry, ofthat Name the ſixth. ¶ Be qui 

Glo, Now Governor of Paris take your Oath, That d 
That you ele& no other King but him; Ea 4 K. He. 
| em 


- 
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Eſteem none Friends, but ſuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 
| Malicious practices againſt his Stats; | 
| This ſhall you do, ſo help you righteous God. 
wa Enter Falſtaff, 
Fal. My gracious Sovereign, as I rode from Calais, 
Io haſte unto your Coronation ; 130 
A Letter wasdeliver'd to my Hands, 1d} Bari 
Writ to your Grace, from the Duke of ee | 
my Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy,:and thee: 
| Ivow'd, baſe Knight, when I did meet thee next, 
Jo tear the Garter from thy Craven's Leg, 
| Which I have done; becauſe, unworthily, 
Thou waſt inſtalled in that high Degree. 
Pardon my Princely Henry, and the reſt; 
This Daſtard, at the Battle of Poictier,, s 
When, but in all, I was fax thouſand ſtrong, 
And that the French were almoſt ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 
Like to a truſty Squire, did run away. | 
„In which A ſſault we loſt twelve hundred Men. 
m, My elf, and divers Gentlemen beſide, 
ch Were there ſurpriz d, and taken Priſoners. 
Then judge, great Lords, if I have done amiſs; 
Or, whether that ſuch Cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no? 
| Glo, To ſay the truth, this Fact was infamous, 
Ind ill beſeeming any common Man; 
Much more a Knight, à Captain and a Leader. 8 
an, Tal. When firſt this Order was ordain d, my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of noble Birth ; - 
Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, 
uch as were grown to Credit by the Mars 
Not fearing Death, nor ſhrinking for Diſtreſs, 
But always reſolute in moſt Extreams. + 
alk He then, that is not furnifh'd-in this fort, 
aris Doth but uſurp the ſacied Name of Knight, 
F Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 
And ſhould, if I were worthy to be Judge, 
h. Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swain, 
I That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle Blood. 


en! I Heng Stain to thy Countrymen, tho hear ſt thy dogm 
en} ©: loom; 
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Be: packing therefore, thou that waſt a Knight; 
f Henceforth we baniſh thee on pain of Death. (Exit Faltif Fi 
And now, my Lord Protector, view the Letter, a 
Sent from our Uncle, Duke of Burgundy, Th 

Glo. What means his Grace that he hath chang'd his ile? Up 
No more but plain and bluntly, To the King [Beading Saz 


Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign? Dic 

Or doth this churliſh Superleription . Wh 

Portend ſome Alteration in good will? | Abe 

What's here? I have upon eſ pee ial cauſe, da Arg 

| Mov d with Compaſſion of my Country's Mack, WI 
A)gecben wilb the pitiful Complaints 44} e'- VIC. 20 6 
Wi Of ſuch as your Oppreſſion feeds upon, Ane 
Wi Forſaken your pernicious Faction, ler 
And joyn d with Charles; the rightſul King of 8 2 

DQ monſtrous Treachery]! can this be ſo? For 
HM ᷑kbat in Alliance, Amity, and Oaths. | | To 
| I here ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſembling gulle Let 


K. Henry. What! doth: my Uncle Burgundy — And 
Slo. He doth, my Lord, and is become our Fe. Pro: 
K. Henry. Is that the worſt this Letter doth contain? Bew 


Glo. It is the worſt; and all, my Lord, be writes. TV 

| K.Henry.Why then Lord Talbot there ſhall talk with him E 
1H And give him Chaſtiſement for this Abuſe, | Tho 
178 How ſay you, my Lord, are you not content? 1K 


1:78 Tul. Content, my Liege 2 Ves: But that 1 am preventeij Whe 
| I ſhould have begg'd I might have been employ'd. Such 
| K. Henry. Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him | Good 
| Let him perceive how ill we brock his Treaſon, {&reight! Quie 


And what Offenoe it is to flout his Friends. Tor 

Tal. I go, my Lord, in Heart defiring-ſtill And 

You may behold Confuſion of your Foes. (Exit Talbo Fo 
Enter Vernon and Baſſet. © Þ Betw 

Ver. Grant me the Combat, gracious Sovereign. Ty 

Baſ. And me, my Lord, grant me the Combat too. Fe 

a Pr. This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prinee. Ba 
= Som, And this is mine, ſweet Henry, favour him. G1; 
. K. Henry. Be patient, Lords, and give them leave to {peak And 
| Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim ? Preſu 
f And wherefore crave. you Combat? or with whom ? With 


Ver. With «him; my Lord, for he bath done me wrong} To tr 


22 Ang I with him for he hath * me wrong. And 
5 __ 
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Firſt let me know, and then 11 anſwer: you. 


47 


| K. Henry. What is the wrong whereon y ou both complain? 


Baſ. Croſſing the Sea, from Zngland into Fance, 


This Fellow here with ſharp and carping Tongue, 
Upbraided me about the Roſe I — 2 * 
Saying, the ſanguine Colour of the Leaves 

Did repreſent my Maſter's bluſhing Cheeks: - 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the Truth, 
About a certain queſtion in the Law, ö́ 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Dr and him, 


Wich other vile and ignominious Terms. 


bot; 


o. 


Though ne'er ſo cunningly you ſmother it. 


In Confutation of which rude Reproach, 
And in defence of my Lord's Worthineſs, 
I craye the benefit of Law of Arms. 

Ver. And that is my Petition, Noble Lord; 
For though he ſeem, with forged quaint Conceit, 
To ſet a gloſs upon his bold intent, | 
Yet know my Lord, I was provok d by him, 
And he firſt took Exceptions at this Badge, 
Pronouncing that thei paleneſs of this Blower, 
Bewray'd the faintneſs of my Maſter's Heart. 

Vr. Will not this Malice, Somerſet, be left? 


Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of Tri, will out, 


[Men! 


K. Zenry. Good Lord | What madneſs rules in brain-ſiok 


When for ſo ſlight and friyolous a+ Cauſe, 


Such factious Emulations Mall ariſe ! 
Good Couſins both of Vt and Somerſet, 
Quiet your ſelves, and be at peace. 


Dr. Let this Diſſention firſt be try d by fight, 


And then your Highneſs ſhall command a Peace, 
Som. The Quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 

Betwixt our ſelves let us decide it then. | 
Vr. There is my Pledge, accept it, Somerſet, 
Ver. Nay, let it reſt where it began at firſt, + 
Ba ſ. Confirm it ſo, mine honourable Lord. 


Glo. Confirm it ſo? Confounded be your Strife, 


And periſh ye with your aadacious Prate; 
Preſumptuous Vaſſals, are you not aſham'd 


| With this immodeſt clamorous Outrage, 


Totrouble and diſturb-the King and Us? 
And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well, 


To 
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To bear with their perverſe Objections: C 
Much leſs to take occaſion from their Mouths, A 
To raile a Mutiny betwixt your lelyes: #78 Þ 
Let me perſuade you take a better Courſe. 1 7 
Exe. It grieves his Highneſs: 18 V 
Good my Lords, be Friends. 
K. Henry, Come hither you that would 30 Combatants 


Henceforth I charge you, as you love our Fayour, - P 
Quite to forget this — and che Gauſe. 
And you, my Lords, remember where we are, I 
In France, amongſt a fickle” wavering Nation: a 
If they perceive Diſſention in our. Looks, . F 
And that within our ſelves we dilagree ; 
How will their grudging Stomachs be proyok' a4 0 
To wilful Piſobedience, and Rebell? 85 
Beſide, what Infamy will chere ariſe, > 
When Foreign Princes ſhall be certified, = e 
1 That for a To, a thing gf no Reg ard. 1 
EKing Henry s Feers, and chief Nobility, _ 1 20... 
1 Deſtroy d themſelves, and loſt the Realm of France? Ti 
O think upon the Conqueſt ofmy Father, . Bu 
My tender Years, and let us not foreg "il 
That for a trifle, that was bought with Blood. N 
in Let me be Umpire in this doubtful - Strife z : 
119 I ſee no Reaſon, if I wear this Roſe. [BI 
WL | That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpicious wen ge Cone 2M 
„ I more incline to Somerſet than Prł: | Li 
Both are my Kinſmen, and I love them both. 22108 © 
A s well they may upbraid me with my Crown, [E, 
| [ | Becauſe, forſooth, the King of Scots is crow d. al. 
1 But your Dilcretions better can perſuade, | a} 00 
7 Than I am able to inſtruct or teach: 16 2 
| And therefore as we hither-came in Peace, er £042 Es 
So let us (till continue Peace and Love. 82 
Couſin of Nrł, we inſtitute your Grade Ar 
To be qur Regent in theſe Parts of France's Be 
3 And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite, a - At 
1 ö Your Troops of Horſemen, with h's Bands af Dat 1 
| [ 


3 And like true Subjects, Sons of your "71 pra 
So chearfully together, and digeſt 
| Your angry Gholer on your Enemies. 


Si * 
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Our fel; my Lord Protector, and the reſt, | 
After ſorhe reſpite will return to Calais F 
From thence to England, where I hope ere long 
To be preſented by your Victories, 
With Cha#les, Alonſo on, and that traiterous rout. Ersin. 
| Manent York, Warwick, Exeter, and Vernon. 
nt. War. My Lord of Dre, I promiſe you the King | 
prettily, methought,” did play the Orator. 
Vork. And ſo he did, but yet L like it not, A; 
In that he wears the Bad e of Somerſet. 408 15 
War. Tuſh, that was but his fancy, blame bim o not; 0 
I dare preſume, ſweet Prince, he thought no harm. 
rk. And if 1 With he did. But let it reſt, 
Other Affairs muſt now be managed. of Ds | 
Flouriſbd. Manet etes, 
Exe. Well didſt thou Richard to ſuppreſs thy Voice: E: 
For had the Paſſionis of thy Heart burſt out, | 
I tear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there 
More rancorous ſpight, more furious raging Broils, 
Than yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos d: | 
. But howſoe er, no ſimple Man that ſees | Lv # 
This jarring diſcord of Nobility, -* © 
+ | This ſhouldering of each other in the Conte 
This fa&ious bandying of their Favourites, 
But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 
'Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens Hands; 
But more, when Envy breeds unkind Diviſion s 
Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confuſion, pair. 
Enter Talbot with Trumpets and Drum before Bour 
Tal. Go to the Gates of Bourdeaux, Ten. 8 
Summon their General unto the Wall. C 
Enter General ali. 2 
Engliſt John Talbot, Captains, calls you forth, | 
4 Servant in Arms to Harry King of England, | 
And thus he would: Open your City Gates, 98 oll | 
| Be humbled to us, calf my Soveraign yours, | 
And do him Homage as Obedient Sab ny,” | 
And I'll withdraw me, and my Bloody n 4 
But if you frown upon this proffer'd Peace, - 3 | 
You tempt the Fury of m Gee Attendants, 95 
aarterin 585 and climbing rue, 
Whe 
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Who ina moment even with the Earth ,. 

Shall lay your ſtately, ang A NLoRraving Towers, 3 ; 

If you forlake the Offer of theinLove,. 

 _ Cap, Thou ominous and fearful Owl of Death, | | 

, Our Nation's Terrour, and their bloody Scourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny. approacheth., 

On us thou canſt not enter but by. Death? ; : 

4 


For F proteſt we are well fortifed,  _ 
And ſtrong enough to iſſue out and fight. 
If thou retire, the Dauphin well appointed, __ , __ - 
Stands with the Snares of War to aer, at” 
On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the Liberty of Flight 3. _ 
And no way canſt thou turn thee for Redreſs, _ 
But Death doth front thee with apparent ſpoil, 
And pale deſtruction meets thee in the Face: | 
Ten thouſand French have ta en the Sacrament, . - . - 
To rive their dangerous Artillery. g 
Upon no Chriſtian Soul, but Engliſh Talbct: 
Lo there thou ſtand & a breathing valiant Man, 
_ Ofan invincible unconquer'd Spirit 
This is the lateſt Glory of thy Praiſe, ; 
That 1 the Enemy dew thee withal ;. | 
For ere the Glaſs, that now. begins to run 
Finiſh the proceſs ofthis ſandy Hour. 
Theſe Eyes thas ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee wither d, bloody, pale, and dead, 
$97 ot atop neun 
Hark, bark, the Dauphin's Drum, a warning Bel), 
Sings heavy Mukfick to thy timorous Soul © 
And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out. [Exit 
Tal. He fables not, I hear the Enemy : | ; 
Out ſome light Horlemen,. and perule their Wings, 
O negligent and heedlel(s Dilcipline,  .. © 
How are WS park d and bounded ina Pale ? 22 1 $1 B 8 
A little herd.of Englands tmorous Deer, 
Ma d with a yelping kennel of French Cur s. 
_ If ave be Exgliſh Deer, be then in Blood. 
Nat Raſcal-like-to fall down with a-pinch,. nk 
But rather moody, mad, and deſperate Stages, 
Turn on the bloody Hounds, with Heads of Steel, 
«And make the Cowards ſtand aloof at Bay: wy " 
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Sell every Man his Life as dear as mine, 
And they ſhall find dear Dger of us, my Friends. 
God and St. George, Talbot and England s Right, | 
Proſper our Colours in thisdangerous fight. ¶ Exeunt. 
Enter a Meſſenger, that meets York. Enter York with 

Tampet, and many Soldiers. REDS. , 
Vr. Are not the ſpeedy Scouts return d again, 


That dogg d the mighty Army of the Dauphin? 


Meſſ. They are return d, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his Power 


To fight with Talbot ; as he march d along, 


your Eſpyals were diſcovered _ 1 6 1 

Wo mightier Troops, than that the Dauphin led, 
Which join d with him, and made their march lor Bowrdeaux 

Pr. A plague upon that Villain Samerſet, 

That thus delays my promiſed Fung y | 
Of Horſemen that were, levied for this Siege. 

Renowned. Talbd doth expect my Aid, 

And Lam lowted.by a Traitor Villain, 3 

And cannot help the Noble Chevalier: 

God comfort him in this neceſlity : . 

If he milcarry, farewel Wars in France. 

2 Enter a ſecond Meſſenger. 

2 1 Thou princely Leader of our Engliſb Strength, 
Ne ver ſo needful on the Earth of France, 1 age, af 
Spur to the Reſcue of the noble Talbot, 

Who is nogy girdled with a waſte of Iron, 

And hem'd about. with grim Deſtruction: 1 
To Bourde aur, warlike Duke, to:Buurdeaux, Jr, 
Elſe farewel Talbat, Fance, and England s Honour. 

Drk. O God! that Somerſet, Who in proud Heart 
Doth hop my Cornets, were in Talbot s place, — 
Ru we ſave a valiant Gentleman, 3 
By forfeiting a Traitor and a Coward: _ 

Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep 
And thus we dye, while remiſs Traitors fleep. - 

Me. O ſend ſome Succaur to the diſtrels'd Lord. 

Pre. He dies, wWe loſe; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France, miles: We loſe, they daily get: 

All long ot this vile Fraitor Somerſet. 5 

Me Then God take me rey on brave Talbots Soul, 


— 
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And on his Son, young John, who two Hours ſince, 

I met in Travel towards his warlike Father; 

This ſeven years did not Talbot ſee his Son, 

And now they meet, where both their lives are done, 

Pork, Alas! What Joy ſhall Noble Talbot have, 

Io bid his young Son welcome to his Grave! 

Away, Vexation almoſt tops my Breath, . | 
That ſundred Friends greet in the hour of Death, | 
Tucy farewel, no more my Fortune can, RO 
But curſe the Cauſe, I cannot aid the Man. 
Maine, Bloys, Poitiers, and Tours are won away, 
Long all of Sumerſet, and his delay, . _[Exit. 
-  Mefſ. Thus while the Vulture of Sedition ,. 
Feeds inthe Boſom of ſuch great Commanders, 


0 


Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs 
The Conqueſts of our ſcarce cold Conqueror, 
That ever-living Man of Memory. 1 
Henry the Fifth. Whiles they each other croſs, | 
Lives, Honours, Lands, and all, hurry to loſs, [ Exit. 
1 Enter Somerlet with his Army, © | 
I Som. It is too late, 'T cannot ſend them now: 
This Expedition was by Dre and Talbt 
Io raſhly plotted. All our general force 
Might with a Sally of the very Town 
Be buckled with; the over-daring Talbot 
Hath ſullied all his gloſs of former Honour 
By this unheedful, deſperate, wild Adventure: 
Terk ſet him on to fight, and dye in ſhame, | 
That Talbot dead, great Terk might bear the Name, 
Capt. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me, 
Set from our o'er-matcht Forces forth for aid. 
Som. How now, Sir William, whither were you ſent ? 
Lucy. Whither myLord ? fromBought andSoldL.Talbct, 
Who ring' d about with bold adverſity, 9 
Cries out for noble Tork and Somerſet, 
To beat aſſailing Death from his weak Legions ; 
And whiles the Honourable Captain there | | 
Drops bloody Sweat from his War-wearied Limbs, An 
And in Ad vantage lingring looks for Reſcue, Fr Di 
You, his falſe Hopes, the truſt of England s Honour, Te 
Keep off aloof with worthleſs Emulation: . Th 
Let not your private Diſcord keepaway 
| - 


J 
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The levied Succours that ſhall lend him aid, 

While he, renowned noble Gentleman, 

Yields up his Life unto a World of odds. 

Orleans the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgunch, 
 Alenſon, Reignier, compaſs him about, 

And Talbot periſheth by your Default. | 

Som. Tork ſet him on, Tork ſhould have ſent him aid. 

* Tucy. And Pr as faſt upon your Grace exclaims, 
Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoſt, 
Collected for this Expedition. x 

Som. Terk lies: He might have ſent, and had thtHorke : 
I owe him little Duty, and leſs Love, | 

And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſending. 

Lucy. The Fraud of England, not the Force of France, 
Hath now entrapt the Noble-minded Talbot: | 
Never to England ſhall he bear bis Life, | 
But dies betray'd to Fortune by your Strife. | 
Sam. Come, go, I will diſpatch the Horſemen ſtraight : 
Within 11x Hours, they will be at his aid. | 

Tugy. Too late comes Reſcue, he's ta'en, or (lain, 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled; 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu. 
Lucy. His Fame lives in the World, his Shame in you. 
n 1 Ert, 


* 


Enter Talbot and his Son. 
Ta]. O young Jha Talbot, | did fend for thee, 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War, | 
That Talbct's Name might be in thee reviv'd, 
When ſapleſs Age, and weak unable Linihs, 
Should bring thy Father to bis drooping Chair, 
But O malignant and ill-boading Stars, 
No art thou come unto a Feait of Death, 
) A terrible and unavoided danger, 5 
Therefore, dear Boy, mount on thy ſwifteſt Horſe, 
And I'll direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 
By ſudden flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 
Jobn. Is my Name Talb:t? and am I your Son? 
And ſhall I fly? O! if you love my Mother, | 
Diſhonour not her honourable Name, 
To make a Baſtard and a Slave of me, 
The World will ſay, he is not Talbots Blood. 
8 0 FS Y 32 That 
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That baſely fled, when noble Talbet ſtood. 
Tal. Fly, to revenge my Death, if I be ſlain. 
Jen. He that flies ſo, will ne'er return again. 
Tal. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to Jie. 7 
John. Then let me ſtay, and, Father, do you fly > 
Your loſs is great, {6 your Regard ſhould be; 
My Worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 
Upon my Death, the Freach can little boaſt ; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannot ſtain the Honour you have won, 
But mine it will, that no Exploit have done. 
You fled for Vantage, every one will {wear : 
But it IL bow, they'll ay it was for Fear. 
Fhere is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 
If the firſt hour I ſhrink and run away. \ 
Here on my Knee I beg Mortality, | 
Rather than Life, preſery'd with infamy. Fs 
Tal. Shall all thy Mother's Hopes lye in one Tomb? 


John, Ay, rather then I'll ſhame my Mother's Womb. 


Tal. Upon my Bleſſing I command thee go. 

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the Foe, 
Tal. Part of thy Father may be ſay'd in thee. 

n, No part of him but will be ſhame in me. 
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*F27. Thou never hadſt Renown, nor canſt not loſe it, 
John. Yes, your renowned Name; ſhall flight abuſe it? 
Tal. Thy Father's Charge ſhall clear thee from the tain. 
Jun. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. D 
If Death be ſo apparent, then both fly). 
Tal. And leave my Followers here to fight and die? 
Age was never tainted With ſuch ſhame. 8 
John. And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame ? 
No more can I he ſevered from your fide, _ 
Than can your ſelf your ſelf in twain divides 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live Iwill not; if my Father die. 2 
Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair Son, 
Forn to eelĩpſe thy Life this Afternoon: | 


Come, ſade by ſide, together live and die, 


And Soul with Soul from France to Heav n fly. [ Exeunt. 


bout, and Talbot reſcues bim. 
. Jo. St. George, and Victory, fight Soldiers, fight: 


Alarum: Excurſions, wherein Talbot's Sen is bemm' d a- 
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The Regent hath with Talbet broke his. Word, 

And left us tot he rage of France's Sword. 

Where is John Talbot? Pauſe, and take thy Breath, 

I gave thee Life, and reſcu d thee from Death, 
John. O twice my Father, twice am I thy Son: 


The life thou gav'ſt nie Hrſt, was loſt and done, 


Till with thy warlike Sword, deſpight of Fate, 

To my determin'd time thou gay-ſt new date. 
Tal. When from theDauphin'sCrelſt thySword (truck fire, 
It warm'd thy Father's Heart with proud defire 

Of bold fac'd Victory. ThenLeaden Age, 

Quicken'd with youthtul Spleen, and warlike Rage, 

Beat down Alenſon, Orleans, Burgundy, | 

And from the Pride of Gallia reſcued thee. 

The ireful Baſtard Orleans, that drew Blood 


From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 


Of thy firſt fight, I ſoon encountered, . 
And interchanging Blows, I quickly ſhed _ | 


Some of his Baſtard Blood, and in diſgrace 


Beſpoke bim thus: Contaminated, bale 
And mils-begotten Blood, F ipill of thine, _ . 
Mean and right poor, for that poor Blood of mine, 


Which thou didſt torce from Talbet, my brave Boy. 


Here purpoſing the Faſtard to deſtroy, 2 

Came in ſtrong Reſeue. Speak, thy Father's Care, 

Art not thou weary, John? How do'ſt thou fare? 

Wilt thou yet leave the Battel, Boy, and fly? 

Now thou art ſeal'd the Son 9 Chiyalry ? wy 

Fly, toreyenge my Death when Jam dead, 

The help of one ſtands me in little ſtead, , 

Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, . 

To hazard all-our Lives in one ſmall Boat. 

If Ito day die not with Henchmens Rage, | 

To morrow I ſhall die with mickle Age. 

By me they nothing gain, andifi ſtay, _ 

*T is but the ſhortning of my Life one Day. 2 

In thee thy Mother dies, our Houſehold's Name, 

My Death's Revenge, thy Youth, bod e Fame, 

All theſe, and more, we hazard by thy. ſtay ; 

All theſe are ſav d, if thou wilt fly away.  -# 
John, The Sword of Orleans hath not made me ſmart, 

Theſe: Words of yours _ Life-blood from my Heart. 


4 On. 
_ 


L C 
On that advantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
To ſave a paltry Life, and ſlay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fl 
The Cant Horſe that bears me, fall and dis; 
And like me to the peaſant Boys of France, 
To be Shame's Scorn, and Subject of Milchance, 
Surely, by all the Glory you have won 
And if I fly, I am not Talbots Son. 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 
If Son to Talbrt, die at Talbots Foot. 13 

Tal, Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Sire of Crcet, 

IJ hou ſarys, thy Life to me is ſweet: | | 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Father's ſide, 


, 3 1 


And commendable prov'd let's die in Pride. _ t. 


Alarum, "Excurſions, Enter old Talbot le 
Tal, Where is my other Life ? mine own is gone, 
O! where's young Talbot? where is valiant John? 
Triumphant Death, ſmear d with Captivity, 
Young Talbot's Valour makes me ſmile at thee. 
M hen he perceiv'd'me ſhrink, and on my Knee, 
His bloody Sword he brandiſh'd over me, 
And like a hungry Lion did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſtern Impatience: 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, 
Tendring my Ruin, ard aſſaił d of none, 
Dizzy eyed Fury, and great Fo Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my fide to ſtart 
Into the cluſtering Battel of the French: 5 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over- mounting Spirit; and there dyd 
My karus, my Bloflom, in his Pride. 
Enter John Talbot, born. RE 
Serv. O, my dear Lord! lo where your Son is born. 


Tal. Thou antiek Death, which laugh ſt us here to ſcorn, | 


Anon from thy inſulting Tyranny, 
Coupled in Bonds of Perpetuity, : 


Two Talbots winged through the lither Sky, * 
In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Mortality. 5 
O thou, whoſe. Wounds become hard favoured Deat 


” N 


Speak to thy Father, ere thou yield thy Breath. © 


Brave Death by ſpeaking, whither he will or no: 
| Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. „ 2 


Por | 
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Poor Boy, he ſmiles, methinks as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death been French,” then Death had died to day. 
Come, come. and lay him in his Father's Arms, 

My Spirit can no longer bear theſe harms. a 

_ Soldiers adieu: I have what I would have, 

Now my old Arms are young Jobn Talbot's Grave. [Dies. 


nnn 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, Burgundy, Baſtard, and Pucelle. 
Char. AD Terk and Somerſet brought Reſcue in, 
We ſhould have found a bloody Day of this. 
Baſt. How the young whelp of Talbot's raging Brood, 
Did fleſh his puny Sword in Frenchmen's Blood. 
Puacel. Once I encountred him, and thus I ſaid : 
Thou Maiden Youth, be vanquiſht by a Maid. 
But with a proud Majeſtical high ſcorn 1 
Ae enſwer' d thus: Young Talbot was not borr 
To be the Pillage of a Giglot Wench. 25 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. | 
Bur. Doubtleſs he would have made a noble Knight: 


- = - 


See where he lyes inherſed in the Arms 
Of the moſt blood yy Nurſer of his harms. | 
Baſt. He them to pieces, hack their Bones aſunder, 
Whole life was England's Glory, Gallia's Wonder, 
| Char. Oh no, ;forbear: For that which we haye fled 
During the Life, let us not wrong it dead. | 
WE ee er meyer | 
Tucy, Herald, conduct me to the Dauphin's Tent, 
To know who bath obtain d the Glory of the Day. 
Char. On what ſubmiſſiye Meſſage art thou ſent ? 
Lacy, Submiſſion, Dauphin? tis a meer French word : 
We Engliſb Warriors wot not what it means. 
I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt ta'en, 
And to ſurvey the Bodies of the Dead. 
Char, For Priſoners ask ſt thou? Hell our Priſon is. 
But tell me whom thou leek'ſt? -9o 
Lucy. Where ge great Alcides of the Field, 
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury? | 
Created for his rare Succeſs in Arms, | 
| ie Great 


| | 3 ; * | * 
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Great Earl of 1Waſhford, Waterford; and Valence, 
Lord Talb of Gocdr:g and Crehiufields ) 
Lord Strange of Blatkmere, Lord Fernen of Alton, 


Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnivatot Sheffertd, 8 


The thrice victorious Lord of -Faltonbridgey. 
Knight of the Noble Order of St.George, ©, = 
Worthy St. Michael, and the Golden Fleece, 
Great Marſhatto our King Henrythe Sixth, + 4 
Of all his Wars within the Realm of France. 
Pucel. Here's a filly ſtately Style indeed: 
The Tu k, that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, 
Writes not ſo tedious a Style as this. | 
Him that thou magnify/& with all theſe Titles 
Stinking and fly-blowyn lyes here at our Feet. 
Taq. Is Talbot lain, the Fenchmens only Scout ge, 
Your Kingdom's Terror, and black Nemeſis ? 
Oh were'mine Eye-balls into Bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might ſhoot them at your Faces, 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life, 
It were enough to fright the Realm of Frances 
Were but his Picture left among you here, 
It would amaze the proudeſt of you all. 
Give me their Bodies that J may bear them hence, 
And give them Burial, as beſeems their Worth. 
Pucel, I think this Upſtart is old Talbo#'s Ghoſt, 
He ſpeaks with ſuch a proud 'commanding Spirit: 
For God's ſake, let him have him; to keep them here, 
They would but ſtink, and putrifie the Air. 
Char. Go take their Bodies hence. 


Zug, Fl bear them hene; bur from their Ates ſhall 


A Phzniw that ſhall make all France aſear d. e 
Char. So we be rid ofthem, do with them what thou wilt. 
And now to Paris in this Conquering Vein, 


All win be ours now bloody Tafber fin. ¶eune, 


SCENE II. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, ani Exeter; 2364 


K. Henry. Have you perus'dithe Letten from the Pope; 
The Emperor, and the Earl of Armagnar?  __ 
Glo, I haye, my Lord, and their Intent is this, — 
8 "OY * They 


— 
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They humbly ſue unto. your Excellence, ; 
To have a godly-Peace concluded of, ; 
Between the Realms of England and of France, 
K. Henry. How doth your Grace affect this Motion 2 
. Gloz Well, my good Lord, and as the only means 
To ſtop effalion ot aur Chriſtian Blood, 
And ſtabliſn quietneſs on every ſide. 
K. Henry, Ay marry, Uncle, for I always thought 
It was both impiousand unnatural, | 
That ſuch Immanity and; bloody Strife 
Should reignamong Profeſſors of one Faith, - 
Glo. Beſide, my Lord, the ſooner to effect, 
And ſurer bind this knot of Amity, 1 
The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles, 
A Man of great Authority in France, * 
Proffers his only Daughter to your Grace # 
In Marriage, with a large and ſumptuous DoW ry 
K. Henry, Marriage, Uncle! alas! my Years are young 3 
And fitter is my Study, and my Books, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Vet call ch Ambaſſadors, and as you pleaſe, 
So let them have their Anſwers every one 
I ſhall be well content with any choice 
Tends to God's Glory, and e Country's Weal. 
Enter Wincheſter, and three Ambeſſadorse - 
Ext. What is my Lord of W:ncheſter inſtall'd, 
And cab d unto.a Cardinal's Degree? 
Then I perceive that will he verified 
Henry.the Fiſth did ſometime Propheſy. 
If once he come to be a Cardinal. 
He'll make his Cap coequal with the Crown. : 
K. Henry. My. Lords Ambaſſadors, your ſeveral Suits 
Have been conſider'd and debated on, 
Your Purpoſe is both good and reaſonable; 
And therefore are we certainly refoly'd 
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace,. 
Which by my Lord of Winchefter we mean 
Shall he tranſported preſently ta Frauce. 
Glo, And for theProffer of my Lord your Maſters, 
TI have infbrm d his Highneſs ſo at large, ; 
As liking of · the Lad ys vintuous Gifts FF a5 
Her Beauty, and abe value at ber Power | 
He doch iatend ſhe ſhall be Englands Queens H. Henn. 
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K. Henry. In argument and proof of which Contract, ( 
Bear her this Tome pledge of my Affection. 2380 I 
And ſo, my Lord Protector, ſee them guarded, 

And ſafely brought to Hover, where inſhipp' d 
Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. Fer. 

Win. Stay, my Lord Legate, you ſhall firſt receive I N 
The ſum of Money which 1 promiſed | | A 
Should be delivered to his Holineſs, | ” 
For cloathing me in theſe grave Ornaments. Y 

Legate. 1 will attend upon your Lordſhip's leiſure. U 

Win. Now V incbeſter will not mie I Oy | Þigs A 
Or be inferior to the proudeſt Peer. 55 : 
Humpbr ey of Glo fter, thou ſhalt well perceive, yy; T 
That neither in Birth, or for Authority, Rs 10446 O 
The Biſhop will be over-born by the: a N 
LIl either make thee ſtoop, and bend thy Knee, O 
1155 ſack this Country with a Mutiny, "CExcunt t: M0 

SCENE III. „„ 

| | W! 

Enter amr Burgundy, Anion, Baſtard, Reignier . In 
and Joan la Pucelle. oo 

0 


Dau. This News, my Lords, may cheer our AR 1 
Tis ſaid, the ſtout Pariſians do revolt, 1 : 
And return again unto the warlike French. 

Alen. Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France, | | 
And keep not back your Power in dalliance.  - | 
Pucel. Peace be amongſt them, if they turn to >: Us: | 
El Ruin combat with their Palaces © | 

7 Enter Scout. - "5A, 

Stout, Succeſs: unto our valiatit General, 
And happineſs to his Accomplices. 

Dau. What tidin 77 ſend our Souts? I prethee ſpeak 

Stout. The Englith Army, that divided was 
Into two Parties, is now conjoin d in one, 2 
And means to give you Battle preſentiß. 

Dau. Some what too ſudden, Sirs, the warning is, 

But we will preſently proyide ſor them. 

Burg. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 

New he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. al | p 

Path, — all baſe — 2 is moſt accurſt. Une! 

Comment And 


Command the Conqueſt Charles, it ſhall be thine: 
Let Henry fret, and all the, World repine. 


Dau. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate. (Ex. 


Alarm: Excurſions, Enter Joan la Pucelle. 

Pucel. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly, 
Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, bY 
And ye choice Spirits that admoniſh me, 
And give me figns of future Accidents. - 
Yeu ſpeedy helpers, that are Subſtitutes 
Under the L ordly Monarch of the North, 
Appear, and aid me in this Enterprize, 

„ e RPA: 1 | 
This ſpeedy and quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accuſtom d diligence to me. 
Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are cull d 
Out of the powerful Regions under Earth, 
Help me this once, that France may get the Field. 


(Thunder. 


[They walk and ſpeak not · 


Oh hold me not with Silence over long : 
Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 
Pl lop a Member off, and give it you 

In earneſt of a further Benefit: 

So you do condeſcend to help me now. 


No hope to have Redreſs? My Body ſhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my Suit. + 1-463 
„ te [Ter ſhake their Heads. 
Cannot my. Body, nor blood-Sacrifce, „„ 
Intreat you to your wonted furtherance? | 
hen take my Soul; my Body, Soul, and all, 
fore that England give the French the foil, - 


See, they forſake me. Now the time is come, 

That France muſt vail her lofty plumed Creſt, 

And let her Head fall into England's Lap. © 

My ancient Incantations are too weak, 

And Hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: 4 1 

Now France thy Glory droopeth to the Duſt, [Exil. 
 [Excarfions., Pucelle and York fight Hand in Hand, 

Pucelle is taken. The French f. 

Trk. Damſel of France, I think I have you faſt, 

Unchain your Spirits now with ling Charms SORTS 

And try if they can gain your Liberty, A goodly 


King Henxy VI. 61 


r ——— — 
— — — 1 — — rm 
1 . - = 1 


rr 
—— — ——u rt 


* 
— 


3222 - 8 
— >. I 


* 


[They bang their Heads 


They depart, 
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A goodly prize, fit for the Devil's Grace. 
Sec how the ugly Witch doth bend her Brows, + - XL, 5 


As iß with cc, the would change my Shape. 
Pucel, . to a worſer Shape Gon cah'ſt not ber 
Tork, Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper Man, 1 
No Shape but his can pleaſe your dainty Bye. . 
Pucel. A plaguing miſchief li WOO on Charles and thee. 
And may ye both be ſuddenly urpriz cd 
By bloody Hands, in ſleeping on your Beds. 


Drk. Fell banning Hag; Inchantreſs, hold thy Tongue: 


Pucel. I prethee give me leave to curſe a while. 


Bk. Curle, Milcreanty when thou comet to the Stake. 
| [ Exeuni. 


Alarm. FR Suffolk with Margie de bis Hand. 
Ja. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Priſoner. 


Oh faireſt Beauty, Jonce fear, nor lyz 

For I will touch thee but with reverend Hands, 

I kiſs theſe Fingers for eternal Peace. 

And lay them gently. on chy tender Side. 

Who art thou, ſay? that I may honour thee, 

13 Margaret my Name, and Daughter to a Kings | 
Sing os N Naples, whofoe er thou art. 

uf att, and Szffolk am I call d. 

Be not 154 Nature's Miracle, 

Thou art alotted to be ta en by me: 

So doth the Swan her downy Cignets faves, . 

Keeping them Priſoners underneath her Wings: 

Yet if this ſerxile Ct 1 offend, 

3 5 be flee again, ink N 25 Felend. 


lotet 7s FEY 
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== eue at Br | 
this gorgeous Beauty to mine . 


bo 1 
Fain would I woe boy yet I dare not 


Tu call for Pen ard write 
„De la re Gab ot: TS fats \ 
; Haſt nota To! ie not ern 
Wilt thou be aunted 2 4a Woman SI 1 
Ay, Beauty's Prinvety Majeſty is Trich,' I iat 
9 the Topgue, and ae Maron: - 
Wer, "Say, Earl or Saffolk, if thy Name beſo,” Wund 


pace en ber 


I's 


On 
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What Ranſom muſt I pay before I paſs? 
For I perceiye I am thy Prifoner. 
Suf. How canſt thou tell ſhe will deny thy Suit, 
Before thou make a Trial of her Love ? 
Mar. Why ſpeak'ſt thou not? What Ranſom muſt I pay? 
Suf. She's " Beaurifud: ; and therefore to be wooed: 
She is a Woman, therefore to be won. 
Mar, Wilt thou accept of Ranſom, yea or no? 
Suf. Fond Man, remember that thou haſt a Wife, 
Then how can Mar 77 be thy Paramour? 
Mar, I were belt to leave him, for he will not hear, 
Suf. There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card. 
Mar, He talks at random; ſure the Man is mad. 
Suf. And yet a Diſpenſation may be hac. | / 
Mar, And yet Iwould that you would anſwer me, 
Suf, TH win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why, for my King: Tuſh, that's a wooden thing, 
Mar. He talks of Wood: It is ſome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet ſo my Fancy may be ſatisfied, 
And Peace eſtabliſhed betwen theſe Realms; 
But there remains a ſcruple in that too: 
For theugh her Father be — — of Naples, 
Duke of Anjou and Main, yet he is poor, 
And our Nobility will ſeorn rhe Match. 
Mar, Hear ye, Captain? are you not at jeaſure ? 
Suf. It ſhall be ſo, diſdain they ne er ſo much: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. 
Madam, I have a Secret to reveal. 5 | 
Mar. What, tho' I be inthralF'd, he ſeems a Knightz 255 
And will not ** diſhonour me. 5 
Suf. Lady, vouchſafe to liſten what I fay.” 
Aar. Perhaps 1 | ſhalt be reſcued by the French, 
And then I need not erave his Courteſie. 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a cauſe, 
Mar. Tuſh, Women have been captivate ere now. 
Suf. Lady, "wherefore talk you ſo? 
Mar, I cry you merey, tis b but Qui for Cao. 
Saf. Say, 2 5 Princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 
Vour vero , to de made 2 Queen? ? es 
Mar. To bea nee nn 1 
Than is a Slave in le ſervility GRE 
For Princes ſhould be free. | | 
"Suf. And fo ſhall you, 
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If happy Englands Royal King be fre. L 
Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me ? E 
Suf. III undertake to make thee Henry's Queen, F 

To put a Golden Scepter in thy Hand, N 

And ſet a precious Crown upon thy Head, 

If thou wilt condeſcend to be my— MI 
Mar. What? : Y 
Suf. His Love. 4 | 

Mar. I am unworthy to be Hepry's Wiſe, A 
 Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am i 0 
To woo ſo fair a, Dame to be his Wife, | 

And have no portion inthe choice my ſelf,  _ B. 
How (ay you, Madam, are you fo content? A 
Mar, And if my Father pleaſe, I am-content. "M1 
Sf. Then call our Captains and our Colours forth. L. 
And, Madam, at your Father's Caſtle Walls, Al 
We'll crave a.Parley to conter with him. So 
Hound. Enter Reignier on the Walls. | In 

See Reignier, ſee, thy Daughter Priſoner. 
mr FORT. ( ont 5; , T! 
St. To me. 3 2 Z eee <tr <4 c TY ; 
Reig. Suffolk, what remedy ?. _ f | Sh. 

I ama Soldier and unapt to wee: Rs BI 

Or to exclaim on Fortunes fickleneſs., |. Nc 
* Les, there is remedy enough, my Lord ] 

Conſent, and for thy Honour give conſent, A 

Thy Daughter ſhall be wedded tomy King; | A 

Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto: Bu 

And Shaver eaſie- held Impriſonment No 

Hath gain d thy Daughter Princely Libert ). 4 
Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks Ne 
Suff. Fair Margaret knows, . | - 1 5 

That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or fain A 
Reig. Upon thy Princely Warrant, I deſcend ; To 

To giye thee Anlwer of thy juſt demand. | | 5 
Sa. And here I will 3 as thy coming. The 
Irumptes ſound. Enter Reigater. ., T he 

Reig.. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories, Soll. 

Command in Anjou what your Honour pleaſes. £5... a 
Suff. Thanks, Reignier, happy ſar ſo ſweet a Child, Mac 

Fit to be made Companion with a King Rep 


What anſwer makes your Grate unto my ſuit? | 


Keig. Since chou doſt daignto woo her little worth. To 


— a 
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To be the Princely Bride of ſuch a Lord: _- 
Upon condition I may quietly _ eee 
Enjoy mine own, the Country Main and Anjou, 
Free from oppreſſion, or the ſtroke of War, 
My Daughter ſhall be Hen s, if he pleaſe, 
Saf. That is her Ranſom, I deliver her; 
And thoſe two Counties, I will undertake, 
Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 

Rezg. And I again in Hens Royal Name, 
As 9 that gracious King, 

Give thee her Hand for ſign of plighted Faith. 

Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee Kingly Thanks, 
Becauſe this is in Traffick of a King. 48 
And yet methinks I could be well content 

| To be mine own Attorney in this caſe, _ [Aſides 
T'll over then to England with this News, : 
And make this Marriage to be ſolemniz d: 
So farewel Reignier, ſet this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Palaces as it becomes, 

Rezg. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here. | 

Mar. Farewell myLord, good wiſhes, praiſe,and prayers, 
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. . [She is going. 

Suf. Farewel, ſweet Madam; but hark you, Margaret, 
No Princely Commendations to my King ? $4 

Mar. Such Comendations as becomes a Maid, 

A Virgin and his Servant, ſay to him. 

Suf. Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeſtly directed. 
But, Madam, I muſt trouble you again, 

No loving Token to his Majeſty ? 36 

Mar, Les, my good Lord, a pure unſpotted Heart, 
Never yet taint with Loye, I ſend the King. 

Suf. And this withal, 8 [Riſes 8. 


Mar. That for thy ſelf ] will not ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh Tokens to a King. 

Saf. O wert thou for my ſelf. but Suffolk ſtay, 
Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treaſons lurk, 
Sollicit Henry with her wondrous praiſe, 
Bethink thee on her Virtues that ſurmount, 
Made natural Graees that extinguiſh Art, 
Repeat their ſemblance often on the Seas, 
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That when thou com ſt to kneel at Henry's Feet | ö 
Thou may ſt bereave him of hiswitswithwonder. LExeunt. l 
Enter Vork, Warwick, a.Shepherd,. and Pucelle. ] 
TNrk. Bring forth that Sorcereſs condenn'd'to;burn. ] 
Shep. Ah, Juan; this kiflsthy Father's Heart gur rer. 8 
Have I ſought < every Country far and near, C 
And now it ismy chance to, find\thee aut, A E 
Muſt I behold thy timeleſs eruel Death! Y 
Ah Joan, ſweet Daughter, I will die with thee... 1 
Pucel. Decript Miſer, bafe ignoble WET.” 855 N 
Jam deſcended of a gentler Blood. A 
Tou art no Father, ** vo Friend of mine. | C 
Shep. Out, out MyLerds, apd pleaſe e not fo V 
T did beget her all the Pariſh knows:s -. ,.. | V 
Her Mether liveth yet, canteſtifie 
She was the firſt Fruit of 57 atch lor . 
War. Graceleſs, wilt thou eny thy Pie Sp 
Trb. This argues what her kind of Life hath he" P] 
Wicked and vile, and ſo her Death concludes. 8 T] 
Shep. Fie, an, that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle « I | 
God knows thou art a Collop of my Fleſh, _ 3 # 
And for thy ſake have T ſhed. many a Tear | 1 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Pan. Ja 
pucel. Peaſant, avant. You have ſuborn d this Mas Mt 
Of purpoſe to obſcure my noble Birth, Alt 
Shed. I is true, 1 gave 2 Noble to the Prieſt, 7 
The Morn that I was wedded to her Mother. *, 7 
K neel down and take my Bleſſing, good my Tak Is : 
Wilt thou not ſtoop? Now curled be the time _ 0 
Of thy Nativity; I would the Milk . Idi 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou ſuck'ſt her Breaſts . I 
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy ſake: _ 2 Eſp 
Or elſe, when thou didſt keep my Lambs afield, EK 7 
I wiſh ſome ravenous wolf had eaten thee. Bat It v 
| Doſt thou deny thy Father, curſed Drab-? | 1 
| O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. Coat. It d 
1 Fr. Take her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too longs P 
= To fill the World with vicious Qualities, | Tu 
| | Pucet. Firſt, let me tell you whom you have x condemn 2 But 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, | 7 
But iſſued from the Progen)y r T7 
Virtuous and Holy, choſen from aca ng (Th 


By 


be 
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By inſpiration of Celeſtial Grace, OP 
To work exceeding Miracles on Earth, 
I never had to do with wicked Spirits. 
But you that are polluted with your Luſts, 
Stain'd with the guiltleſs Blood of Innocents, 


Corrupt and tainted with a thouſand Vices, 

Becauſe you want the Grace that others have, 

You judge it ſtreight a thing impoſſible 

To compaſs Wonders, but by help of Devils. 

No, mifconceived n of Arc hath been, 

A Virgin from her tender Infancy, 

Chaſte, and immaculate in very thought, 

Whoſe Maiden-blood thus rigorouſly effus d, 

Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heay'n, 
Wk. Ay, ay; away with her to Execution. 
Var. And hark ye, Sirs; becauſe ſhe is a Maid, 

Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow: 4 

Place Barrels of Pitch upon the fatal Stake, 

That ſo her Torture may be ſhortned.  _ 
Pucel. Will nothing turn your unrelenting Hearts? 

Then Far diſcover thine Infirmit̃ x, 

That warranteth by Law, to be thy Privilege. 

J am with Child, ye bloody Homicidess 

Murther not then the Fruit within my womb, 

Although ye hale me to a violent Death, 


Frl. Now Heav'n forfend ! the holy Maid with Child? 
War. The greateſt Miracle that e er you wrought : 
Is all your ſtri& preciſeneſs come to this? | 
Terk, She and the Dauphin have been juggling, 
I did imagine what would be her reivge. | | 
Mar. Well, go to, we will have no Baſtards live, 
Eſpecially ſince Charles muſt Father it. OS 
Pucel. You are deceiy'd, my Child is none of his, 
It was Alenſon that enjoy d my Love, 
Vr. Alenſon, that notorious Machevile ! 
It dies, and f is had a thouſand Lives. | 
Pucel. O give me leave, I have deluded you 
*T was neither Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam'd, 
But Rezgnzer King of Naples that prevail d. 
War. A married Man! that's moſt intolerable. 
Jork. Why here's a Girl; I think ſhe knows not well 
{There were ſo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 1555 
s 0 | | | A*. 
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Mar. It's ſign ſhe had been liberal and free. 

Tk. And yet forſooth ſhe is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thee. 
Uſe no entreaty, for it is in vain. 5 


Pucel. Then lead me hence; with whom Lleaye mycurſe, 


May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode ; 


But darkneſs," and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you, till Miſchief and Deſpair _ 


Drive you to break your Necks,or bang your ſelves. [ Exit. 


* Enter Cardinal. 


Terk. Break thou in pieces, and conſume to Aſhes, 


Thou foul accurſed Miniſter of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiſſion from the King. 
For know, my Lords, the States of Chriſtendom, 
Mov'd with remorſe of theſe outrageous broils, 
Have earneſtly implor'd a general Peace, 
Betwixt our Nation and th' aſpiring French ; 

Ard here at hand, the Dauphin and his Train 
Approacheth, to confer about ſome matters. 

Terk, Is all our Travel turn'd to this Effect? 
After the ſlaughter of ſo many Peers, 

So many Captains, Gentlemen and Soldiers, 
That in this Quarrel have been overthrown, 

And ſold their Bodies for their Countries Benefit, 
Shall we at laſt conclude effeminate Peace? | 
Have we not loſt moſt part of all the Towns, 
By Treaſon, Falſhood, and hy Treachery, 


Our great Progenitors had conquered ? 


Oh Warwick, Warwick, I foreſee with grief 
The utter loſs of all the Realm of France. 
War, Be patient Tył; if we conclude a Peace, 


It ſhall be with ſuch ſtri& and ſeyere Covenants, 


As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, Baſtard and Reignier. 
Cha. Since, Lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peaceful Truce ſhall be proclaim!'d in France, 
We come to be informed by your ſelves, * 15 


What the Conditions of that League muſt be. 


Trk. Speak, Wincheſter; for boiling Choler chokes 
The hollow paſſage of my poiſon'd Voice, 


And Charles, . upon condition thou wilt ſwear 


And ſtill enjoy thy regal Dignity. 


To ſave your Subjects from ſuch maſſacre 9 


King HENRY VI. 69 

Byſight of theſe our baleful Enemies. 
Wis, Charles, and the reſt, it is enacted thus: 

That in regard King Henry gives conſent, 
Of meer compaſſion, and of lenity, 
To eaſe your Country of diſtreſsful War, 
And ſuffer you to breath in fruitful Peace, 
You ſhall become true Liegemen to his Crown, 


To pay him Tribute, and ſubmit thy ſelf, 

Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 
Alen. Muſt he be then a ſhadow of himſelf? 

Adorn his Temples with a Coronet, , 

And yet in Subſtance and Authority, 

Retain but privilege of a private Man? 

This Proffer is abſurd and reaſonleſs. | 

© Char, Tis known already, that I am poſſeſt 

Of more than half the Gallian Territories, 

And therein reyerenced for their lawful King. 

Shall I for lucre of the reſt un- vanquiſſid, 

Detra&t ſo much from that Prerogative, 

As to be call'd but Viceroy of the whole? 

No, Lord Ambaſſador, I'll rather keep 

That which I have, than ceveting for more, 

Be caſt from poſſibility of all. 
Terk. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret means 

Us'd interceſſion to obtain a League, . 

And now the matter grows to compromiſe, 

Stand'ſt thou aloof upon Compariſon? 

Either accept the Title thou uſurp'ſt, 

Of benefit proceeding from our King, 

And not of any challenge of Deſert, 

Or we will plague thee with inceſſant Wars. 
Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obſtinacy 

To cavil in the courſe of this Contract: 4 

If once it be neglected, ten to one 1 

We ſhall not find like opportunitʒ. | 
Alen. To fay the truth, it is your Policy, | I 


And ruthleſs ſlaughters as are daily ſeen 
By our proceeding in Hoſtility, © © | | 
And therefore take this compact of a Trucez _ 
1 1 Although 


War. How ws thou Charles > . 
Shall our Condition SME [1 9555 
Char. It ſhall: | 
Only reſery'd, you. claim no ee 

In any of our PET of Garriſon. | 

Vik. Then ſwear Allegiance to his Majedlyy 

As thou art Knight, never to diſobey, 
Nor be Rebelliaus to the Cxownof.Znglaud, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown o England. 
So, now diſmiſs. your Army when you pleale : 
Hang up your Enfigns, let your Drums be ſtill, 
For here we entertaina ſolemn Peace. 

Enter Suffolk in conference mith King Henry, Glouceſter 

and Exeter. 

k. Henry. Vour wondrausrare deſcription, noble Earl, 
Of beauteous Margaret hath aſtoniſh'd me: 
Her Virtues graced, with external Gitts, 

Do breed Loves ſettled Paſſions in my Heart. 

And like as rigour of tempeſtuous Guſts 
Provokes the mightieſt Hulk againſt the Tide, 

So am [driven by breath of her Renown, 

Either to ſuffer Shipwrack, or arrive. 
Where I may have fruition of her Love. Me 

Suff: Tuth,, my good Lord, this ſuperficial Tal, 
Is but a Preface to her warthy P Praiſe: 
The chief Perfections of that ſovely Dame, 
Had I ſufficient Skill to utter them 
Would make a Volume of inticing lines, | 
Able to rariſh any dull Conceit, 

And which is more, ſhe is not ſo Divine, 

So tull repleat with: choice of all Delights, 

But with. as humble lowlineſs of Mind, 

She is content to be at your command : _ 
Command, I mean, ol virtuous. chaſte; intents, . 
To love and honour Henry, as ber Lord. 


K. Henry, And otherwiſe, will Henry ne er preſumes 


Therefore, my Lord Protector, give conſent, 
That Margaret may be Englands Royal Queen. | 
Glo. So ſhouldI give conſent to flatter Sin. 
You _ my Lord, your Highneſs is betrothd 


"Unto 


1 


[Exeunt. 


nto 


And not deface your 


| Becauſe he is near Kinſman unto Charles. 


King. Henzvy VI. 7 


Unto another Lady of eſteem. 
How ſhall we then diſpence with the Contract, | 
5 with reproach ? 
Suf. As doth à Ruler with unlawful Oaths, 
Or one that at a Triumph, having vow' d 5 
To try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the Liſts 
By realon of his Adverſary” s odds. 
A poor Earl's Daughter in unequal odds, 
Andtherefore thay be broke without offence, , _ 
Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret. more chan thats 
Her Father is no better than an Earl, 
Although in glorious Titles he excel, 
Suf. Les, my good Lord, her Father is a King 
The King of Naples and Jeruſalem, | 
And of ſuch great Authority in France, 
That his Alliance will confirm our Peace, 
And keep the Frenahmen in Allegiance. 
Glo. And ſo the Earl of Armagnac may de, 


Exe. Beſide his Wealth doth warrant liberal Dower, 
Where Reignzer ſooner will receive than give. 

Suf. A Dower, my Lords! Dilgrace not ſo. your Kings 
That he ſhould be ſo abject, baſe, and poor, 
To chuſe for Wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
Henry is able to inrich his Queen, 
And not to ſeek a Queen to make him fich, 
So worthleſs Peaſants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market- men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horſe. 
But Marriage is a matter of more warth, 
Than to be dealt in by Attorney-ſhip : 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affects, 
Muſt be companion of his nuptial Bed. 
And therefore Lords, - ſince he affects her moſt, 
It moſt of all-theſe Reaſons bindeth us, 


In our Opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr' d; 5 ö 
For what 1 is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, | 


An age of Difcord and continual Strife? | 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 1 
And isa Pattern df celeſtial Peace. 9 
Whom ſhould we watch with Henry, being a King, | þ 
But Margaret, that is Daughter to a King ? | 

Her peerlels F — 2 oe her Birth, 


4 . ' - 


Approves 


, | : . 7 3 : Tg ; a WO 
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Approves her fit for none, but for a King. 
Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit. 
More than in Woman commonly is ſeen, 3 
Will anſwer our hope in iſſue ofa King 
For Henry, Son unto 2 Conqueror, | | © © 
Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of ſo high reſolve, _ 

As is fair Margaret, he be link d in Loe. 
Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me, 
That Margaret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſne. 

K. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report, 

My noble Lord of Suffolk; or for that 
My tender Youth was never yet attaint 
With any Paſſion of inflaming Love, 

I cannot tell; but this Tam aſſur' d, 
I feel ſuch ſharp diſſention in my Breaſt, 
Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Fear, 
As I am ſick with working of my Thoughts. 
Take therefore Shipping; poſt my Lord, to Fance, 
Agree to any Covenants, and procure | 
| That Lady Margaret do'youchſale to come 
To croſs the Seas to England, and be Crown'd, 
King Hen 's faithful and anointed Queen. 
For your Expences and ſufficient Charge, 
Among the People gather up a tenth. 
Be gone, I ſay, for till you do return, 
I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 
And you, good Uncle, baniſh all offence: 
If you do cenſure me, by what you were, 
Not what you are, I know it will excuſe 
This ſudden Execution of my Will, 
And ſo conduct me, where from company, . 
I may revolve and ruminate my Grief, [ Exit, 
Glo. Ay, Grief I fear me, both at firſt and laſt. 
3 !! ecter. 
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail d, and thus he goes 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece. 
With hope to find the like event in Love, 
But proſper better than the Trojan diode 
Marg aret ſhall now be Queep,. and rule the King: _ - | 
But I will rule both het," the King, and Realm, Exit. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


—.. / ĩ 

Humphry Duke of Glouceſter, 2 Uncles to the | 
Cardinal Beaufort, Biſh:p of Wincheſter, King. 0 
Duke of York, pretending to the Crown. | 
Duke cf Buckingham, ES 
Dake of Somerlet, $ Of the King's Party. 
Dake : ee 
Earl of Salisbury, . 
20% Warwick, , of the York Faction. 
Lord Clifford, of the King's Party. 
Tor a Say. | 
Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower. | 
Sir Humphry Stafford, 
Tung Stafford, his Brother. 3 
Alexander Iden, a Kentiſh Gentleman. | 
Vuang Clifford, Son to the Tord Clifford. T3, 
EC 

| Vaux. Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmore Pirates. #1 

Hume and Southwel — 2 Prieſts. 


| Bullingbrock, An Aſtrologer. Fg | 
| A Spirit attending on Jordan the Witch, ,. 
Thomas Horner, an Armorer. IN 
Peter, his Man. \7 * Wo Mp / 
— 


Mayor & St. Albans, 
Simpcox, an Impaſtor. 
Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dick the Butcher, 
Smith the Weaver, and ſeveral Others, —Rebels, 
Margaret, Queen to King Henry VI. ſecretly in Love 
| with the Duke of Suffolk. 
. Dame Elinor, Wife tothe Duke „ Glouceſter. 
| Dons Jordan, à Witch employ d by the Dutcheſs of Glou- 
| r. 5 M7 
- Wife to Simpcox. | 
Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff and Officers, with 


Guards, Meſſengers, and other Attendants. 
The SCENE is laid very diſperſedly in 
ſeveral Parts of England. 
2 The 


.. The Second PART of | 

[King HENRYVI. 

| | 0000000090950999209595 
T” ACT TI $CB NB+L 

s. | Flouriſh of Trumpets: Then Hautboys. 


| Enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, 
' | Salisbury, Warwick, and Beaufort on 


the one ſide. The Queen, Suffolk, 
York, Somerſet, and Buckingham on 
the other. 


C) 
- SUFFOLK. 
N S by your high Imperial Majeſty, 5 I 
5 had in charge at my depart for France, 
=D; As Procurator to your Excellence, 
ro marry Princeſs Margaret for your 
72 — Grace; : | ; | . 1 
dos in the famous ancient City Towrs, - 
in preſence of the Kings of France and 
1 Sicil, oo 
The Dukes of Orleans, Calabar, Bretaigne, Alenſon, 


Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Biſhope, 


L haye pertorm'd my Task, and was eſpous d: 
Fe N A 2 5 And 


4 The Second Tart of 


I Teanexpreſs no kinder ſign of Love 


And over-joy of Heart doth miniſter, 


And humbly naw upon my bended Knee, 
Intfight of England ind her Lordly Peers, 2 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen | 4 
LET, UPreſenting the Queen to the King. 
To your moſt-gracious Hand, that are the Subſtance - 
Of that great Shadow I did repreſent: 
The happieſt Gift that ever Marquiſs gave, 
The faireſt Queen that ever King reesiv d. 
K. Henry. Suffolk ariſe. Welcome Queen Margaret, 


—— — 


a 
* 


* 
e a ao ro CE 


Than this kind Kifs. O Lord, that lend'ſt me Life, 
Lend me a Heart repleat with thankfulneſs : 

For thou haſt given me, in this beauteous Face, 

A World of Earthly Bleſſings to my Soul, 
If ſympathy of Love unite-our Thoughts. 
Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord, 
The mutual Conference that my Mind hath had, 

By Day, by Night, walkipg, and in my Dreams, 

In courtly Company, or at my Beads, | 

With you mine Alder liefeſt Sovereign, 

Makes me the holder to ſalute my King, 

With ruder terms, ſuch as my Wit affords, 


K. Henry. Her fight did raviſh, but her Grace in Speech, 
Her Words yclad with Wiſdom's Majeſty, | 125 
Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 

Such is the fulneſs of my Heart's Content, . 
Lords, with one cheerful Voice, welcome my Love. 
= All kneel, Long live Queen Margaret, Englands Happineſs. L. 


T 


. Mar. We thank you all. [ Flouriſh, Ye 
Suff. My Lord Protector, fo it pleaſe your Grace, * 
Here are the Articles of contracted Peace,. | H. 
Between our Sovereign, and the French King Charles, 1 


For eighteen Months coneluded by conſent. 
Glo. Reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed between the French Te 
King, Charles, and William de la Pole, Margquiſs of Ar 
Suffolk, Ambaſſad:r for Henry King of England, That the 
ſaid Henry ſhall eſpouſe the Lady Margaret, Daughter unto — 
Reignier, King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jeruſalem, and Re 
Crown her Queen of England, ere the. thirteenth of May 8 
next enſuing. | W. 
| 125 Item? JF 


King Henry VI 5 
Item. That the Dutchy ef Anjou, and the County of Main, 
ſhall be releaſed and delivered to the King her Father, \ 
K. Henry. Uncle, how now ? EO 15 
Glo. Pardon me, gracious Lord. 3 
Some ſudden qualm hath-ſtruck me to the Heart, 
And dimn'd mine Eyes, that I can read no further. 
K. Jenny. Uncle of M incheſter, I pray read on. 


in. Item, It is further agreed between them, That the 


Datchies of Anjou and Main ſha'! be releaſed.and delivered 
over to the King her Father, and ſhe ſent over of the King of 
England's own proper Ciſt and Charges, without having any 
Dory. ; 

K Flow T hey pleaſe us well. Lord Marqueſs, knee! down 
We. here create thee the firſt Duke of Sffolk. _ 
And girt thee with the Sword, Couſin of Terk, 
We here diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 

er th parts of France, till term of eighteen Months 
Be full expir'd. Thanks, Uncle H incbeſter, 
Glcuceſter, Nrł, Buckingham, and Somerſet, 
Salisbury and Warwick, e 
We thank you all for this great Favour done, 
In Entertainment to my Princely Queen, 
Come, let us in, and with all ſpeed provide 
To ſee her Coronation be perform'd. 
[ Exeunt King, Queen and Suffol 
„ Manent the reſt. | 

Glo. Braye Peers of England, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Humphry muſt unload his Grief: 

Your Grief, the common Grief of all the Land. 
What? did my Brother Henry ſpend his Youth, 
His Valour, Coin, and People in the Wars? 

Did he ſo often lodge in open Field, 

In Winter's Cold, and Summer's parching Heat, 
To conquer France, his true Inheritance ? 

And did my Brother Bedford toil his Wits 

To keep by Policy what Henry got: 

Have you your ſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham. 
Brave Tork, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Receiv' d deep Scars in France and Nor manch: 

Or hath mine Uncle Bedford, and my elfe ; 

With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
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Studied ſo long, fat in the Council-houle, 

Early andlate, debating to and fro, . 

How Hance and Frenchmen might be kept in awe z 
And was his Highneſs in his Infancy 

- Crowned in Paris, in deſpight of Foes? 

And ſhall theſe Labours, and theſe Honours die ? 

Shall Henry s Conqueſt, Bedford's Vigilarce, 

- Your Deeds of War, and all our Counſel die! 

O Peers of England, ſhameful is this League, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your Names from Books of Memory, 
Raſing the Characters of your Renown, 

Defacing Monuments of conquer'd France, 
Undoing all, as all had neyer been. 

Car. Nephew, what mears this paſſionate Diſcourſe ? 

T his peroration with ſuch Circumſtances ? 

For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ſtill. 

Glo. Ay, Uncle, we will keep it it we can; 

But now it is impoſſible we ſheuld. - 
Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anjou and Main, 

Unto the poor King Rezgnzer, whole large Style 
Agrees not with the leanneſs of his Purſe. 

Sal. Now by the Death of him who dy d for all, 

1 heſe Counties were the Keys of Ncrmandy: 

_ Fut wherefore weeps Farmick, my valiant Son? 

War. For Grief that they are pait Recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them again, 


My Sword ſhould ſhed hot Blood; mine Eyes no Tears. 


Anjcu and Main! My (elf did win them both. 
1 hoſe Provinces theſe Arms of mine did conquer. 
And are the Cities that I got with Wounds 
Delivered up again with peaceful Words? 
Mert Dien | | 

Terk, For Suffolk's Duke, may he be ſuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this warlike Iſle : 
France ſhould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Eetore I would have yielded to this League. 
I never read but England. s Kings have had 
Large ſums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives! 
And our King Henry gives away his own, 
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+ match with her that brings no vantages. 
her Jett, and never heard before, 
7/2 nsouid demand a whole Fifteenth, 
2d Charges in tranſporting her: 
4 have ſtaid in France, and ſtarv'd in France 
ore 0 


Car. My Lord of Glo ſter, now ye grow too hot: 


It was the Pleaſure of my Lord the King. 


Glo. My Lord of Wincheſter, I know your Mind. 

V is not my Speeches that you do miflike;z | 

But tis my Preſence that doth trouble you. 

Rancour will out, proud Prelate; in thy Face 

] iee thy Fury; It I longer ſtay, 

We ſhall begin our ancient Bickerings. 

Lordings farewel, and {ay when I am gone, OY 

I prophefi'd,” France will be loſt ere longs — Exit 
Car. So there goes our Protector in a Rage; 

*Tis knownto you he is mine Enemy; 

Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 

And no great Friend, I fear me, to tne King. 

Conſider, Lords, he is the next of Blood, 

And Heir apparent to the Engliſb Crown: 

Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 

And all the wealthy Kingdomsof the WeR, 

There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleas d at it: 

Look to it, Lords, let not his ſmoothing Words 


' Bewitch your Hearts, be wiſe and circumſpect. 


What though the common People favour him, 

Calling him Humphry, the good Duke ef Gloſter, 

Clapping their Hands, and crying with loud voices 

Jeſu maintain ycur Royal Excellence, 1 

With God preſerve the good Duke Humpbry. 

I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering Gloſs, 

He will be found a dangerous Protector. 8 
Buck. Why ſhould he then protect our Sovereign, 

He being of age to govern of himſelf? 

Couſin of Somerſet, join you with me. 

And altogether with the Duke of Suffolk, 

We'll quickly hoiſe Duke Humphry from his Seat. 

Car. This weighty Buſineſs will not brook delay. 
L'll to the Duke ef Suffolk preſently. - | Exits 
A. 4 Lam · 
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8 Som. Couſin of Buckingham, though HMumpbry's Pride p 
And greatneſs of his Place be Grief to us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal: 
His Inſolence is more intolerable 
Than all the Princes in the Land beſide; 
If Gloſter be diſplac'd, he'll be Protector. : 
Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerſet, will be Protector, 
Deſpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal. „ 
: [ Ex. Buckingham and Somerſet. 
: Sal. Pride went before, Ambition follows him. 
While theſe do labour for their own Preferment, 
Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. VE 
I never ſaw but Humpbry Duke of Gloſter, 
Did bear him like a noble Gentleman: 
Oft have I ſeen the haughty Cardinal, 
More like a Soldier than a Man o'th' Church, 
As ſtout and proud as he were Lord of all, | % 
Swear like a Ruffian, and demean himſelf 
Unlike the Ruler of a common-weal.. 
Warwick my Son, the Comfort of my Age, 
Thy Deeds, thy Plainneſs, and thy Houſe- keeping, 
Have won the greateſt Favour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humphry. 
And Brother Terk, thy Acts in Ireland, 
In bringing them to civil Diſcipline; | 
Thy late Exploits done in the Heart of France, 
When thou wert Regent for our Sovereign, 
Have made thee fear d and honour'd of the People: 
Join we together for the publick Good, 
In what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſs 
The Pride of Suffolk, and the Cardinal, 
With Soxver/et's and Buckingham's Ambition, 
And as we may, cheriſh Duke Humphry's Deeds, 
While they do tend the Profit of the Land. 
War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the Land, 
And common Profit of his Country, | 
Terk. And ſo ſays York, 
For he hath greateſt Cauſe. 
Sal. Then let's make haſte away, 
And look unto the main. 
War, Unto the main? 
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Oh Father, Main is loſt, | 
That Main, which by main Force Warwick did win, 
And would have kept, ſo long as Breath did laſt: 
Main-chance, Father, you meant,” but I meant Main, 
Which I will win from France, or elſe be ſlain. 
- Ex. Warwick and Salisbury. Manet Vork. 
Pr. Anjou and Main are given to the French, 
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„ Paris is loſt, the State of Nimandy 


Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone ; 
Suffolk concluded on the Articles, 

The Peers agreed, and Henry. was well pleag'd,. 
To change two Dukedoms for a Duke's fair Daughters. 
I cannot blame them all, what is t to them? 

"Tis thine they give away, and not their own. | 
Pirates may make cheap penny worths of their Pillage; 
And purchaſe Friends, and give to Curtezans, 

Still revelling like Lords till all he gone, 

While as the filly Owner of the Goods. 

Weeps over them, and. wrings his hapleſs Hands, 


And ſhakes his Head, and trembling ſtands aloof, 
While all is ſhar'd, and all is born away, 


Ready to ſtarve, and dare not touch his own. 

So Prł muſt ſit, and fret, and bite his Tongue, 
While his own Lands are bargain'd for, and ſold: 
Methinks the Realms of England, France and Ireland, 
Bear that proportion to my Fleſh. and Blood, | 
As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 

Unto the Prince's Heart of Calidan: 

Anjou and Main both given te the French! 

Cold News for me:.For I had hope of France, 

Even as I have of fertile England's Soil. 

A Day will come, when Tyr ſhall claim his own,'. 


And therefore I will take the Nevzlls. parts, 


And make a thew of Love to proud Duke Humphriys . 

And when I ſpy Advantage claim the Crown; 

For that's the golden. Mark I feek to hit: 

Nor-fſhall proud Lancaſter uſurp my Right, 

Nor. hold the Scepter in his childiſh Fiit, _ 

Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head, 

Whele Church-like Humour fits not for a Crown. 

Then Pk be ill a while, till Time do lerve: 
. Watcly: 
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Watch thou,, and wake when others be aſleep, 
To pry into the Secrets of the State, | . 
Till Henry ſurfeiting in joys of Love, 
N ith his new Bride, and England's dear-bought Queen, 
And Humphry with the Peers be fall'n at Jars. 
Then will I raiſe aloft the Milk-white Roſe, 
With whoſe ſweet {mell the Air ſhall be pei ſum'd, 
And in my Standard bear the Arms of Jork, 
To grapple with the Houſe of Lancaſter, | 
And force perforce I'll make him yield the Crown, 
Whole Bookiſh Rule hath pull'd fair England down. 
e bo: [ Exit York, 
Enter Duke Humphry, and his Wiſe Eleanor. 
Clean. Why droops my Lord, like oyer-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the Head at Ceres plenteous Load'? | 
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his Brows, 
As frowning at the Favours of the World? 
Why are thine Eyes fixt to the ſullen Earth, 
Gazing at that which ſeems to dim thy Sight ? 


What ſeeſt thou there? King Henrys Diadem, 


Inchac'd with all the Honours of the World? 

If fo, gaze on, and grovel on thy Face, 

Until thy Head be circled with the ſame. | 
Put forth thy Hand, reach at the glorious Gold. 
What, is't too ſhort? I'll lengthen it with mine. 


And having both together heay'd it up, 


We'll both together lift our Heads to Heaven, 
And never more abaſe our Sight ſo low, 
As to vouchſafe one Glance unto the Ground. 

Glo. O Nell, fxweet Nell, if thou doſt love thy Lord, 
Bariſh the Canker of Ambitious Thoughts: 

And may that Thought, when I imagine III 

Againſt my King and Nephew, virtuous Henry, 

Be my laſt breathing in this Mortal World. 

My troublous Dreams this Night do make me ſad, 

Elean. What dream'd my Lord? tell me, and Il] re- 

quite it | | 
With {weet Rehearſal of my Morning's Dream, 

Glo. Methought this Staff, mine Office-badpe in Court, 
Was broke in twain; by whom, I have forgot, 
But as I think, it was by th' Cardinal. 

And on the Pieces of the broken Wand = 
| | Were 
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Were plac' d the Heads of Edmond Duke of Somerſet. 
And William de la Pole, firſt Duke of Suffolk, 
This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows. 
Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, 
That he that breaks a Stick of Glo ſter's Grove, 
Shall loſe his Head for his Preſumption.. 
But liſt to me, my Humpbry, my ſweet Duke: 
Methought I ſate in Seat of Majeſty, 
In the Cathedral Church of Weſtminſter, 
And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were crown'd, . 
Where Henry and Margaret kneel'd to me, 
And on my Head did ſet the Diadem, 
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then muſt I chide outright :: 
Preſumptuous Dame, ill-natur'd Eleanor, 
Art thou not ſecond Woman in the Realm? 
And the Protector's Wife, beloy'd of him? 
Haſt thou not worldly Pleaſure at command, 
Above the reach or compaſs of thy Thought? 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering Treachery, 
To tumble down thy Husband and thy elf, 
From top of Honour, to Diſgrace's Feet ? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more. 
Elean. What, what, my Lord, are you ſo Chole:ick: 
With Eleanor for telling but her Dream? 
Next time I'll keep my Dreams unto my ſelf, 
And not be check'd. 58 
Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas d again. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. My Lord Protector, tis his Highneſs Pleaſure, 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, 2 
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to Hawk. 
Glo, I go: Come Nel, thou wilt ride with us? 
| | [Exit Glee 
Elean. Yes, my good Lord, I'll follow-pretently. . 
Follow I muſt, 1 cannot go before, 
While Glo ſter bears this baſe and humble Mind. 
Were I a Man, a Duke, and next of Blood, 
I would remove thele tedions ſtumbling Blocks, 
And ſmooth my way upon their headlels Necks. 
And being a Woman, I will not be ſlack 
To play my Part in Fortune's Pageant, 
| Where 
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Where are you there? Sir John; nay fear not, Man, 
We are alone, here's none but thee and I. | 
| | Enter Hume. 
Hume, Jeſus preſerve your Royal Majeſty. 
Elean. What ſay'ſt thou? Majeſty : I am but Grace. 


Hume, But by the Grace of God, and Hume's Advice, 


Your Grace's Title ſhall be multiply'd. | 
Elean. Wharſay'ſt thou, Man? Haſt thou as yet conferr'd 

With Margery Jordan, the cunning Witch, 

With Roger Bullingbrock, the Conjurer, 

And will they iindertake to do me good? 

Hume. This they have promiſed to ſhew your Highneſs 

A Spirit raiſed from the depth of under Ground, | 

T hat ſhall make anſwer to ſuch Queſtions, 

As by your Grace ſhall: be propounded to him. 

Eklean. It is enough. I'll think upon the Queſtions: 

When from St. Albans we do make return; 

We'll ſee thoſe things effected to the full. 

Here Hume, take this Reward, make merry Man 

With thy Confederates in this weighty Cauſe. 


[Exit Eleanor. 
Hume. Hume muſt make merry with the Ducheſs's Gold: 


Marry and ſhall; -but how now, Sir John Hume ? 
Seal up your Lips, and give no Words, but Mum ; 
The Buſineſs asketh filent Secrecy. . 

Dame Eleaucr gives Gold, to bring the Witch : 
Gold cannot come amiſs, were the a Devil. 

Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaſt :- 

I dare not ſay, from the rich Cardinal, 

And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk; 
Yet I do find it ſo: For, to be plain, | 
They (knowing Dame Eleancr's aſpiring Humour) 
Have hired me to undermine the Dutcheſs, 

And buz theſe Conjurations in her Brain, 
They ſay, a crafty Knave does need no Broker; 
Yet am I Suffelb's, and the Cardinal's Broker, 
Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near 
To call them both a pair of crafty Knaves. 

Well, ſo it ſtands; and thus I fear at laſt, 
Hume's Knavery will be the Dutcheſs's Wrack, 
Ard her A:tainture will be Humpbry's Fall; 
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Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. [ Exits 
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorer's Man being one. 
t Pet. My Maſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Protector 
will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver 
our Supplications in the Quill, | | 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good. 
Man, Jeſu bleſs him. | 

5 Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 

1 Pet. Here a comes methinks, and the Queen with. 
him: Fl] be the firſt ſure. 

2 Pet. Come back, Fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk, and 
not my Lord Protector. 

Suff. How now, Fellow; would' ſt any thing with me > 
| I Pet. I pray my Lord, pardon me, I took ye for my 


Lord Protector. 


©. Mar. To my Lerd Protector, [reading] Are your Suppli-- 


cations to his Lordſhip? let me {ee them; what is thine? 


1 Pet. Mine is, and't pleaſe your Grace, againſt John 
Goodman, my Lord Cardinal's: Man, for keeping my 
Houſe, and Lands, and Wife, and all from me. 

Suf. Thy Wife too? That's ſome wrong indeed. What's 
yours? What's here? [Reads] Againſt the Duke of Suf- 
tolk, for incloſing the Commons of Meiford, How now, 
Sir Knaye? 

2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of our 
whole Townſhip.. | | 

3 Pet. Againſt my Maſter, Thomas Horner, for ſaying, 
That the Duke of Work. was rightful Heir to the Crown. 

2. Mar. What ſay ſt thou? did the Duke of Terk ſay, 


he was rightful Heir to the Crown? 


3 Pet. That my Miſtreſs was? No, forſooth; my Ma- 
ſer ſaid, that he was; and that the King was an Uſurper. 
Suf, Who is there p. | 
| Enter Servant. | 
Take this Fellow in, and ſend for his Maſter with a Pur- 
ſuivant preſently; we'll hear more of your Matter before 
the King. 3 | [ Exit. Serv. 
E. Mar. And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the Wings of our Protector's Grace, 
Begin your Suits anew, and ſue to him. | 
| | [Tears the Supplications. 
Away 
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Away, baſe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go. 
All, Come, let's be gone. 

©. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, ſay, is this the ; viſe? 
Is this the Faſhion in the Court of England? 
Is this the Government of Britaiy's lile > 
And this the Royalty of Albion's King? 
What, ſhall King Henry be a Pupil ſtill, 
Under the ſurly Glo'fter's Governance? | - 
Am I a Queen in Title and in Style, | 
And mult be made a Subject to a Duke? 
J tell thee, Pool, when in the City Tours 
Thou ran'ſt a Tilt in Honour of my Love, 
And ſtol'ſt away the Ladies Hearts of France; 
I thought King Henry had reſembled thee 
In Courage, Courtſhip, and Proportion: 
But all his Mind is bent to Holineſs, 
To number Ave Marzes on his Beads: | 
His Champions are the Prophets and Apoſtles, . 
His Weapons Holy Saws of lacred Writ, 
His Study is his Tilt-yard, and his Loves 
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints. 
I would the College of the Cardinals 
Would chuſe him Pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And ſet a Triple Crown upon his Head; 
That were a State fit for his Holineſs. 

Suf. Madam, be patient; as I was the cauſe. 
Your Highnels came to England, ſo will 1 
In England work your Grace's full Gontent.. 


2.Mar. Beſide the haughty Protector, have we Beauſcrd, 


The imperious Churchman; Somerſet, Buckingham, 
And grumbling Terk; and not the leaſt of thele, 
But can do more in England than the King. 

Stef. And he of theſe that can do moſt of all, 
Cannot do more in England, than the Nevils 
Salisbury «rd Warwick are no ſimple Peers 

2. Mar. Not all theſe Lords do vex me half ſo much, 
As that proud Dame, the Lord Pratector's Wife: 
She ſweeps it through the Court with Troops of Ladies, 
More like an Emprels, than Duke Humphry's Wife: 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen; 
She bears a Duke's Reyenues on her Back, © 


[ Exeunk. .. 
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And in her Heart ſhe ſcorns our Poverty: 


Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her? 

Contemptuous baſe-born Callot as ſhe is, 

She vaunted mongſt her Minions t'other Day, 

The very train of her worſt wearing Gown 

Was better worth than all my Father's Lands, 

Till Suffelk gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter. 
Suf. Madam, my ſelf have lim'd a Buſh for her, 


And plac'd a Quire of ſuch enticing, Birds. 


That ſhe will light to liſten to their Lays, 
And neyer mount to trouble you again. 
So let her reſt; and, Madam, liſt to me, 
For I am bold to counſel you in this; 
Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 
Yet muſt we join with him, and with the Lords, 
Till we have brought Duke Humphry in Diſgrace. 
As for the Duke of Tk, this late Complaint 
Will make but little for his Benefit; | 
So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt, 
And you your ſelf ſhall ſteer the bappy Helm. 
Enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal, Buckingham, 
| York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Ducheſs, 
K. Henry, For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Somerſet, ar Work, all's one to me. 
Jork. If Prł have ill demear'd himſelf in France, 
Then let him be deny'd the Regentſhip. 
Som. If Somerſet be unworthy of the Place, 
Let Jork be Regent, I will yield to him. | 
Var. Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpute not that, PDrł is the worthier, 
Car. Ambitious Warwzck, let thy Betters ſpeak. 
War. The Cardinal's not my Better in the Field. 
Buck, All in this Preſence are thy Betters, Warwick. 
War, Warwick.may live to be the beſt of all. 
Sal. Peace, Son; and ſhew ſome reaſon, Buckingham, 
Why Somerſet ſhould be prefer'd in this? 
C. Mar. Becauſe the King forſooth will have it ſo, 
Gle. Madam, the King is old enough himſelf 
To give this Cenſure : Theſe are no Woman's Matters. 
£, Mar. It he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence? 4 
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Slo. Madam I am Protector of the Realm, 
And at his Pleaſure will reſign my Place. 

Suf. Reſign it then, and leave thine Inſolence. 
Since thou wert King, as who is King, but thou? 
The Commonwealth hath daily run to wrack. . 
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm 
Have been as Bond-men to thy Sovereignty. 


Car. The Commons haſt thou rack d, the Clergy's Bags: 


Are lank and lean with thy. Extortions. 


Som, Thy ſumptuous Buildings, and thy Wife's Attire, . 


Have coſt a Maſs of publick Treaſure... 
Buck, Thy Cruelty in Execution. 
Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law, 
And left thee. to the Mercy: of the Law. 
£. Mar. Thy ſale of Offices and Towns in France, 
If they were known, as the ſuſpect is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 


Giye me my Fan; what, Minion can ye not ? 


[ She gives the Dutcheſs a box on the Ear. 


I ery you Mercy, Madam; was it you? | 
Elean. Was t. I? yea, I it was, proud French-w:man : 
Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails, 
I could ſet my Ten Commandments in your Face. 
K. Henry, Sweet Aunt, be quiet, twas againſt her Will. 
Elean. Againſt her Will, good King, look to't in time, 
She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like à Baby: 
Though in this place moſt Maſters wears no Breeches, 
She ſhall not ſtrike Dame Eleanor unreyenged, 


[ Exit Eleanor. 


Buck. Lord Cardinal, I will follow. Eleaner, 
And liſten after Humphry, how he proceeds: 
She's tickled now, her Fume can need no ſpurs, 
She'll gallop far enough to her Deſt ruction. 


[Exit Buckingham. 


Enter Humphry. 15 

Glo. Now, Lords, my Choler being over-blown, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talk of Common- wealth Affairs. 
As for your ſpighttul falſe Objections, 


[ Exit, Glo, 
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Prove them, and I lye open to the Law: 
But God in mercy deal fo with my Soul, 


As I in Duty love my King and Country. 
But to the Matter that we have in hand : 


I ſay, my Sovereign, Tork is meeteſt Man 


To be your Regent in the Realm of France. 
Suf. Before we make Election, give me leave 
To. ſhew ſome reaſon, of no little force, 
That Prł is moſt unmeet of any Man. | 
Nrk. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why Tam unmeet 
Firſt, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride; 
Next, if 1 be appointed for the Place, 
My Lord of Somerſet will keep me here, 
Without Diſcharge, Money, or Furniture, 
*Till France be won into the Dauphin's Hands, 
Laſt time I danc'd attendance on his Will, 
Till Paris was beſieg'd, famiſh'd and loſt. 
War. That I can witneſs, and a fouler Fact 
Did never Traitor in the Land commit. 
Stef. Peace, head-ſtrong Warwick, | 
War. Image of Pride, why ſhould I hold my Peace? 
Enter Horner the Armorer, and his Man Peter. 


Suff. Becauſe here is a Man accus'd of Treaſon, + 


Pray God the Duke of Prł excuſe himſelf. 

Tk. Doth any one accuſe PDrł for a Traitor? 

K. Henry. What mean ſt thou, Suffolk ? tell me, what are 

Suf. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, this is the Man (thele ? 
That doth accule his Maſter of High Treaſon : 
His Words were theſe; that Richard Duke of Tork, 
Was rightful Heir unto the Engliſp Crown, | 
And that your Majeſty was an Uſurper. 

K. Henry. Say, Man, were theſe thy Words? 
Arm. An't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty, I never ſaid nor 
thought any ſuch Matter; God is my witneſs, I am falſty 
accus'd by the Villain. | | 
| Peter. By theſe ten Bones, my Lord, he did ſpeak 
tem to me in the Garret one Night, as we were ſcow' ring 
my Lord of Tork's Armour. 

Jork. Baſe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical, 
Il have thy Head for this thy Traitor's Speech: 
I do beſeech your Royal Majeſt,, - 1 


* 
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Let him have all the rigor of the Law. 
Arm. Alas, my Lord, hang me if ever I ſpake the 
Words: my Accuſer is my Prentice, and when I did 
correct him for his Fault the other Day, he did vow upon 
his Knees he would be even with me. I have good wit- 
'nels of this: therefore I beſeech your Majeſty, do not 
calt away an honeſt Man for a Villain's Accuſation. - - 
K. Henry. Uncle, what ſhall we ſay to this in Law? 
Glo. This doom, my Lord, if I may judge: 
Let Somerſet be Regent o'er the French, 
Becauſe in Terk this breeds ſuſpicion z 
And let theſe have a Day appointed them 
2 For ſingle Combat, in convenient place, 
For he hath witnels of his ſervant's Malice: | 
1 his is the Law, and this Duke Humphrey's doom. 

Sem. I humbly thank your Royal Majeſty, 

Arm. And I accept the Combat willingly. BY 

Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fight; for God's fake 
pity my Caſe; the {pight of my Maſter prevaileth a- 
gainſt me. O Lord have mercy upon me, I ſhall never 
be able able to fight a blow: O Lord, my Heart. 

Glo, Sirrah, or you muſt fight ; or elſe be hang d. 

K. Henry. Away with them to Priſon; and the day of 
Combat, ſhall be the laſt of the next Month. Come o- 
znerſet, we'll tee thee ſent away. I | Exeunt, . 

 Flouriſh, Enter Mother Jordan, Hume, Southwel, 8 
and Bullingbrook. . 

F 

E 


Hume. Come, my Maſters, the Dutcheſs, I tell you, 
expects performance of your Promiſes. 
Bulling. Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided: 
Will her Ladyſhip behold and hear our Exorciſms? 
Hume, Ay, what elſe? Fear you not her Courage. 
Baulling. I have heard her reported to be a Woman of an 
- invincible Spirit; but it ſhall be convenient, Maſter Hume, B. 
that you be by her aloft, while we be buſie below; and ſo, W 
I pray you, go in God's Name, and leave us. Exit Hume. A 
Mother Jordan, be proſtrate, and grovel on the Earth; M 
Jobn Southwell, read you, and let us to our Work. Se 
f Enier Eleanor above. 55 
Elan. Well ſaid, my Maſters, and welcome to all: Ir 
To this geer, the ſooner the better. | | 
v1 Bu ing. 
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Buling. Patience, good Lad y, Wizards know their times: 


Deep Night, dark Night, the ſilent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was ſet on Fire, 


The time when Screech-owls-cry, and Ban-d gs howl; 


When Spirits walk, and Ghoſts break up their Graves ; 

T hat time beſt fits the Work we have in hand, 

Madam, fit you, and fear not; whom we raile 

We will make faſt within a hallow'd Verge. 

[ Here they do the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 
Bullingbrook, or Southwel reads, Conjuro te, Ct. le 
Thunders and Lightens terribly ; then the Spirit riſeth. 
Spirit, Adſum. | 
M. Ford. Aſmath, by the eternal God, 

Whoſe Name and Power thou trembleſt at, 

Anſwer that I ash: For till thou ſpeak, 

Thou ſhalt not paſs from hence. 5 5 
Spirit. Ask what thou wilt. That J had ſaid, and done 
Bulling. Firſt of the King: What ſhall of him become. 
Spirit. The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe: 

But him out- live, and die a violent Death, 

| [ As the Spirit ſpeaks they write the Anſwer. 

Bulling, What Fates await the Duke of Suffolk? 

Spirit, By Water ſhall he die, and take his End. 

Bulling. What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet? 

Spirit. Let him ſhun Caſtles. 

Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plains, 

Than where Caſtles mounted ſtand, 

Have done, for more I bardly can endure. 

Bulling, Deſcend to Darkneſs, and the burning Lake, 
Falle Fiend avoid. [Thunder andLightning,Spirit deſcends. 
Enter the Duke of York and the Duke of Buckingham, 

with their Guard, and break in. „ 

Nrk. Lay Hands upon theſe Traitors and their traſh, : 
Beldam, I think we watch'd you at an Inch. 
What, Mad am, are you there? The King and Common-weal 
Are deep indebted for this piece of Pains; | 
My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 

See you well guerdon d for theſe good deſerts. 

Elean. Not half ſo bad as thine to England's King, 
Irjurious Duke, that threatn'{t where's no cauſ. 

Buck, True, Madam, none at all: What call you pin 4 

| way 
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Away with them, let them be clap'd up eloſe, 
And kept aſunder: You Madam ſhall with us. 
Stafford, take her to thee, | 

We'll ſee your Trinkets here forth-coming all. 


Away ¶¶Exeunt Guard with Jordan, Southwel, &c. 


Trk, Lord Buckiugham, methinks you watch'd her well; 
A pretty Plot, well choſen to build upon. | 
Now, pray my Lord, let's ſee the Devil's. Writ. 
What have we here? [ Reads, 
The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depiſe : 
But him out-live, and die a violent Death. 
Why, this is juſt, Aio te ZacidemRomano svincere p. 
Well, to the reſt : | 
Tell me what Fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk? 
By Water ſhall be die and take his End. 
M hat ſhall betide the Duke of Somerſet 2 
Tet him ſhun Caſtles, 
Safer ſhall he be upon the ſandy Plains, - ax vey 
Than where Caſtles mounted ſtand. | 
Come, come, my Lords, 
T hele Oracles are hardly attain'd,. 
And hardly underſtood. 8 
The King is now in progreſs towards St. Albans, 
With him the Husband of this lovely Lady: 
T hither go theſe News, = 
As faſt as Horſe can carry them: | 
A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord Protector. 


Buck. Your Grace ſhall give me leave, my Lord of Nrk, 


To be the Poſt, in hope of his Reward. 
Fork. At your Plealure, my good Lord. 
Who's within there, hoe? 
—— Enter a Serving- Man. 
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, — 


To ſup with me to morrow Night, Away. [ Exewunrt.. 
Enter King Henry, Queen, Protector, Cardinal, and Suffolk, 


with Faulkners hollowing, | 
Q. Mar. Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook, 
I {aw no better Sport theſe ſeven Years Day; 
Let by your leave, the Wind was very high, 
And ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. | 
K. Hen. But what a point, my Lord, yourFaulcon made, 


And 
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And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt : 


'To ſee how God in all his Creatures works, 


Vea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. 
Suyf. No maryel, and it like your Majeſty, 

My Lord Prote&or's Hawks do towre ſo well; 

They know their Maſter loves to be aloft, 

And bears his Thoughts above his Faulcon's pitch. 

.Glo, My Lord, 'tis but a baſe ignoble Mind, 

That mounts no higher than a Bird can ſoar. 
Car, I thought as much, he would be above the Clouds. 
Glo. Ay, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that? 

Were it not good, your Grace would fly to Heay'n ? 

K. Henry. The Treaſury of everlaſting Joy. 
Car. Thy Heaven is on Earth, thine Eyes and Thoughts 

Beat on a Crown, the Treaſure of thy Heart, 

Pernicious Prote&or, dangerous Peer, 

That ſmooth'ſt it ſo with King and Commonweal. 

Glo. What, Cardinal?! 

Is your Prieſthood grownſo peremptory ? 

Tantane animis Celeſtibus ira? Churchmen ſo hot? 

Good Uncle, hide ſuch Malice: | — 

With ſuch Holineſs can you do it? | 

Sf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 


So good a Quarrel, and ſo bad a Peer. 


Glo. As who, my Lord? 
Suf. Why, as you, my Lord, 

An't like your Lordly Lord Prote&orſhip. | 
Gle. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine inſolence, 
2. Mar, And thy Ambition, Glo ter. 

K. Henry, I prithee peace, good Queen, 
And whet not theſe too too furious Peers, 
For bleſſed are the Peace-m akers on Earth. 

Car. Let me be bleſſed for the Peace I make, 

Againſt this proud Protector, with my Sword. 
Glo. Faith, Holy Uncle, would 'twere come to 
Car. Marry, when thou dar'ſt, [that 
Glo. Make up no factious Numbers for that 

In thine own Perſon anſwer thy abuſe. [ matter. > 4þde. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar'ſt not peep ; 

And if thou dar'ſt, this Evening, 

On the eaſt ſide of the Grove. 


K. Henry. 
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K. Henry. How now, my Lords? | 

Car. Believe me, Couſin Gloſter, 

Had not your Man put up the Fowl ſo ſuddenly, 
We had had more ſport | 

Come with thy two-Hand Sword. [Aſide to Glo. 
Glo. True, Uncle, are ye advis d? 

The Eaſt ſide of the Grove: 

Cardinal, I am with you. 
K. Henry. Why how now, Uncle Gloſter ? | 
Glo. Talking of Hawking, nothing elſe, my Lord. 

Now by God's Mother, Prieſt, 2 

I'll ſhave your Crown for this, 

Or all my Fence ſhall fail. [LAſde. 
Car. Aſide. | Medice cura teipſam, Protector ſee too t well, 
K. Henry. The Winds grow high, (protect your ſelf. 

So do your Stomachs, Lords. 8 | 

How irklome is this Muſick to my Heart? 

When ſuch Strings jar, what hope of Harmony ? 

I pray, my Lords, let me componnd this ſtrife 

| Enter One, crying A Miracle, 
Glo. What means this Noile ? 

Fellow, what a Miracle do'ſt thou proclaim ? 

One. A Miracle, a Miracle. i 

Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what Miracle. 

One. Forſooth, a blind Man at St. Albaz's Shrine, 
Within this half hour hath receiy'd his fight, 

A Man that ne'er ſaw in his Life before. 

E. Henry. Now God be prais'd, that to belieying Souls 

Gives Light in Darkneſs, Comfort in Deſpair. 

Enter the Mayor of St. Alhans, and his Brethren, bearing 
Simpcox between two in a Chair, Simpcox's Wife fol- 
lowing. 

Car. Here comes the Townſmen on proceſſion, 

To preſent your Highneſs with the Man. | 
K. Henry. Great is his Comfort in this earthly V ale, 

Although by his ſight his Sin be multiplied. 

Glo. Stand by, my Maſters bring him near the King, 
His Highneſs pleaſure is to talk with him. 

K. Henry. Good-fellow, tell us here the Circumſtance, 
That we for thee may gloriſie the Lord. 
What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reftor'd ? 

Sim. Born blind, and't pleaſe your Grace. 
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Viſe. Ay, indeed was he. . | 
Suf. What Womanis this? a 
Wife, His Wife, and't like your Worſhip. 5 
Glo. Hadſt thou been his father, thou couldſt haye 
better told. go Fe | 
K. Henry. Where wert thou born? | | 
Simp. At Berwick in the North, and't like your 
Grace. 3 
K. Henry. Poor Soul, 
God's Goodneſs hath been great to thee: 
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed paſs, 
But ſtill remember what the Lord hath done. 
Dueen. Tell me, Good-fellow, . 
Cam'ſt thou here by Chance, or of Devotion, 
To this holy Shrine? 
Simp. God knows of pure Devotion, 
Being call'd a hundred times, and oftner, 
In my Sleep, by good Saint Alban. 
Who ſaid ; Simon, come, come offer at my Shrine, 
Ard I will help thee. | | 
Wife, Moſt true, forſooth; | 
And many a time and oft my ſelf have heard a Voice, 
To call him ſo. | | 
Card, What art thou lame ? 
Simp. Ay, God ng 44 help me. 
Suf, How cam'ſt thou ſo? | 
Simp. A fall off a Tree, 
Mife. A Plum-tree, Maſter, 
Glo. How long haſt thou been blind? 
8744p. O born ſo, Maſter, 
Glo. What, and would'ſt climb a Tree? 
Simp. But that in all my Life, when I was a Youth. 
Wife. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Glo. Maſs, thou lov'ſt Plums well, that would'ſt ven- 
ture o.. | | 
imp. Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſome 
Damſons, and made me elimb, with Danger of my Life. 
Glo, Aſubtle Knave, but yet it ſhall not ſerve: 
Let me ſee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them, 
In my Opinion, yet thou ſeeſt not well. | 
imp. Yes, Maſter, clear as day, I thank God and 
Saint Alban 7 . 
. 


— 
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Glo. Say ſt thou me ſo; what Colour is this Cloak of? 
Simp. Red, Maſter, red as Blood. 

. 47 Why that's well ſaid: What Colour i is ny (own 
of i RT 

; Si mp. Black, forſooth, . as Tet. | 

K. Henry. Why then, thou know ſt what colour Jet is of? 

Suf. And yet, L think, Jet he did never ſe. 

Glo. But Cloaks and Gowns, before this Day, a many. 

Wife. Never before this Day, in all his Life. 

Glo. Tell me, Sirrah, what's my Name? 

Simp. Alas Maſter, I know not. 

Glo, What's his Name ? 

Simp. 1 know not. 

Glo, Nor his? 

Simp. No indeed, Maſter. 

Glo. What's thine own Name? 

Simp. Saunder Simpcex, and if it pleaſe you, Maſter 


Glo. Then 8 aunder, ſit there, Y 
The lyingſt K nave in Chriſtendom, 
If * hadſt been born blind, 
Thou might'ſt as well have had known all our Names, | 
As thus to know the ſeveral Colours we do wear. A 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours: | Ui 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, | O. 
It is impoſſible. | TI 
My Lords, Saint Alban here hath done a Miracle : H: 
And would ye not think that Cunning to be great, de 
That could reſtore this Cripple to his Legs * 8 WI 
Simp. O Maſter, that you could? Ra 
Glo. My Maſters of Saint Albans, 151 De 
Haye you no Beadles in your- Town, Ane 
And things call d Whips 2 _ As 
Mayor. Ves my Lord, if it pleaſe your ez” | C 
Glo. Then ſend for one preſently. You 
Mayor. Sirrah,go fetch the Beadle hither trait, ¶ Exit. Thi 
Glo. Now fetch-me a Stool hither by and by. " Th 
Now Sirrah, if you mean to ſave your ſelf from Whipping, | 
leap me over this Stool, and run away, | G 
Simp Alas Maſter, I am not able to ſtand alone : : Sorr 
You g0 about to torture. me in yain. 8 And 
Enter à Beadle with Whips. | Ort 


Glo. Well Sir, we muſt haye youfind your Legs. 
SirraÞ 


— 
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Sirrah Beadle, whip him till he leap over that ſame Stool. 
Bead. I will my Lord. EE 
Come on Sirrah, off with your Doublet, quickly 
1 _ Alas, Maſter, what ſhall Ido? I am not able to 

A UAE oe 5 | 

[ After the Beadle hath hit him once, be leaps over the Stool, 

and runs away; and they ſo ow, ani cry, A Miracle, 
King Henry. O God, ſeeſt thou this, and beareſt fo long! 
Queen. It made me laugh to ſee the Villain run. | 
Glo. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. - 

Glo. Let him be whipt through every Market Town, 

Till they come to Berwick, from whence they came. 

| Exit Beadle. 
Car. Duke Humphry has done a Miracle to day. 
'Suf. True, made the Lame to leap, and fly away, 
Glo. But you have done more Miracles than I; 
You made in a Day, my Lord, whole Towns to fly, 
| Enter Buckingham. 7 
K. Henry. What Tidings with our Couſin Buckingham ? 
| Buck, Such as my Weart doth tremble to unfold :; 

A fort of naughty Perſons, lewdly bent, 

Under the Countenance and Confederacy 

Of Lady Eleanor, the Protector's Wife, 

The Ring-leader and Head of allthis Rout, 

Have pra&is'd dangerouſly againſt your State, 

Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers, 

Whom we have apprehended in the Fact, | 

Raiſing up wicked Spirits from under Ground, 

Demanding of King Henrys Life and Death, 

And other of your Highnels Privy-Counſel, 

As more at large your Grace ſhall underſtand. 

Car. And ſo, my Lord Protector, by this means 

Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London. a 
This News, I think, hath turn'd your Weapon's edge. 


D 


| Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour. 


| [ 4fide to Gloſter, 
Glo. Ambitious Church man, leave to afflict my Heart: 
Sorrow and Grief have vanquiſh'd all my Powers; 
And vanquiſh'd as I am, I yield to thee, 


Or to the meaneſt Groom. | 
i; 1 9 B X. Heary 
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K. Henry. O God, what Miſchiefs work the wicked Ones, 
Heaping Confuſion on their own Heads- thereby? 
Qusen. Gloſter, ſee here the Tainture of thy Neſt, 
And look thy ſelf be faultleſs, thou wert beſt, 
Glo. Madam, for my ſelf, to Heav'n I do appeal, 
How I have lov'd my King, and Commonweal : 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry am I to hear, what I have heard; 
Nob e ſhe is; but if ſhe have forgot 
Honour and Virtue, and convers d with ſuch, 
As like to Pitch, defile Nobility; 
I baniſh her my Bed and Company, 
nd give her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 
That hath diſhonoured Glo ſter's honeſt Name. | 
K. Henry. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us kere 
To morrow toward. Londen, back again, | 
Io look into this Buſineſs thoroughly, 
And call theſe foul Offenders to their anſwers; 
And poiſe the Cauſe in Juſtice equal Scales, 
Whole Beam ſtands ſure, whole rightful cauſe prevails. 
[ Exeunt, 
Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick. 20 
Trk. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwick, 
Our {imple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walk to ſatisfe my ſelf, 
In craving your Opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible to England's Crown. 
Salis. My Lord, I long to hearſit thus at full. 
Mar. Sweet Jork begin; and if thy Claim be good, 
The Nevils are thy Subjects to command. | 
Pk. Then thus: ; 
Edward the Third, my Lords, had ſeven Sons: 
"The firſt, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of ales; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Tionel Duke of Clarence; næxt to whom, 
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaſter; 
The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke of Terk; 
The ſixth, Thomas Woodſt:ck, Duke of Gli ſter; 
William of Windſor was the ſeventh and laſt. 
Edward the Black Prince dy'd before his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his only Son, 
Who after Edward the Third's Death, reign'd King, 


Till 
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Till Henry Bullingbroke, Duke of Lancaſter, 

The eldeſt Son and Heir of John of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the Name of Henry the Fourth, _ 

Selz d onthe Realm, depos'd the righttul King, 
Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence ſhe came, 


And him to Pomfret; where, as all you know, 


Harmleſs King Richard was murthered traiterouſly. 
Var. Father, the Duke hath told the Truth; 

Thus got the Houſe of Lancaſter the Crown. 1 
Wk. Which now they hold by force, and not by rights 


For Richard, the firſt Son's Heir, being dead, 


The Iſſue of the next Son ſhould have reign'd. 

Fal. But William of Hatfield dy d without an Heir. 
Vr. The third Son, Duke of Clarence, 

From whoſe Line I claim the Crown, 

Had iſſue Phillip, a Daughter, | 

Who married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March, 

Edmond had Iſſue, Roger Earl of March: 

Roger had Iſſue, Edmond, Aune, and Eleanor. 
Sal. This Edmond, inthe reign of Bullingbrook, 

As I have read, laid claim unte the Crown, | 

And, but for Owen Glendbur, had been King; 

Who kept him in Captivity, till he dy cd. 

But, to the reſt. [10 fs; 1 
Trk. His eldeſt Siſter, Anne, 

My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown, 


Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 


Who was Son to Edmond Langley, + 
Edward the Third's fiſth Son's Son; 


By her I claim the Kingdom. 


She then was Heir to Roger, Ear! of March, 
Who was the Son of Edmond Mortimer, 
Who married Phillip, ſole Daughter 


Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence. 


So, if the Iſſue of the elder Son; 

Succeed before the younger, Lam King. 1 
War. What plain proceeding is more plain than this?“? 

Henry doth elaim the Crown from John of Gaunt, 

The fourth Son; Terk claims it from the third: 

Till Lionel Iſſue fail, his ſhould not Reign. 

It fails not yet, but Alouriſheth in thee, 
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And in thy Sons, fair Slips of ſuch a Stock. 
Then Father Salisbury, kneel we together, 
And in this private Plot be we the firſt, 
That ſhall ſalute our rightful Sovereign 
Wich 'honour of his Birth- right to the Crown. 
Both. Long live our Soveraign Richard, England's King. 
Port. We thank you, Lords: Fo 21128 
But I am not your King, till I be crown'd; 
And that my Sword be ſtains dd 
With Heart blood of the Houſe of TLancaſfſer: 
And that's not ſuddenly to be perform' d, 
But with Advice and ſilent Secrecy. _ 
Do you, as I do, in theſe dangerous Days. 
Wink at the Duke of Suffoll s Inſolence, 
At Beauford's Pride, at Somerſet's Ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all the Crew of them, 
Till they have ſnar'd the Shepherd of the Flock, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry : 
*Tis that they ſeek; and they, in ſeeking that, 
Shall find their Deaths, if Dr can Propheſie. 
rt My Lord, here we break off, we know your Mind 
at full. * N e 
War. My Heart aſſures me, that the Earl of Varwicł 
Shall one day make the Duke of Pra King. 
Terk, And Nevil, this I do aſſure my ſelf. 

Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of Warwick 7 
The greateſt Man in England, but the King. [ Exeunt. 
Sound Trumpets, Enter King Henry, and State, with 

l Guard, to baniſh the Dutebeſ. 
K. Henry. Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Glofter's Wife. 74 | 
In fight of God, and us, your Guilt is great, 
Receive the Sentence of the Law for Sin, 
Such as by God's Book are adjudg'd to death. 
You four from hence to Priſon, back again; 
From thence unto the Place of Execution; 
The Witch in S mitbſield ſhall be burn'd to Aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallows, 
You Madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Deſpoyled of your Honour in your Life, 
Shall after three Days open Penance done, 
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Live in your Country here, in Baniſhment, 
Wirh Sir Yen Stanly, in the Iſle of Man. ; 
Elean. Welcome is Baniſhment, welcome were my 
Death. | „ | | 
Glo. Eleanor, the Law thou ſee hath: judged the; 
I cannot juſtifie, whom the Law condemns. Fay 
Mine Eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Ah Humphry, this diſhonour in thine Age, 
Will bring thy Head with Sorrow to the Ground. 
I beſeech your Majeſty give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would ſolace, and my Age would eaſe. 
K. Henry. Stay Humphry Duke of Gloſter ; 
Ere thou go, give up thy Staff, | I 6 
Henry will to bimſelt Prote&or be, 1 | 
And God ſhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Guide, 
And Lanthorn to my Feet. | 
And go in peace, Humphry, no leſs belov'd, 
Than when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
Mar. i ſee no reaſon, why a King of Years 
Should be Protected like a Child | 
God and King Henry govern Englands Realm: 
Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm, 
Gh. My Staff, Here, noble Henry, is my Staff: 
As willingly do I the ſame reſign, $ 
As e er thy Father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willingly at thy Feet I leave it, 


As others would ambitiouſly receive it. 


Fare wel good King; when am dead and gone, 
May honourable Peace attend thy Ihrene. Exit Glo'ſter. 
£, Mar. Why now is Heary King, and Margaret Queen. 
And Humphry, Duke of Gloſter,. ſcarce himſelf, 
That bears ſo ſhrew'd a maim; two Pulls at once; 
His Lady baniſh'd, and a Limb loft off, 
This Staff of Honour raught, there let it ſtand, 
Where beſt it fits to be, in Henry's Hand. 
Suf. Thus droops this lofty Pine, and hangs his ſprayes, 
Thus Eleanor's Pride dies in her younger Days. | 
Tr. Lords, let him go; Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the Combat, ; 
And ready are the Appellant and Deſendant, 
The Armourer and his 1 * to enter the Liſts, p 
| * 80 
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So pleaſe your Highneſs to behold the Fight. 
. Mar. Ay, good my Lord, for purpoſely therefore 
Left 1 the Court, to ſee this Quarrel try d. 
K. Henry. A God's Name iee the Liſts and all things fit, 
Herelet themend it, and God defend the Right, 
TNrk. I never ſaw a Fellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant, 
The Servant of the Armourer, my Lords. | 
Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drinking 

to him ſo much, that he is drunk; and he enters with a 

Drum before him, and his Staff with a Sand bag faſtned 

fo it; andat the other Door his Man, with a Drum and 

a Sand bag, and Prentices drinking to him. 

1. Neigb. Here, Neighbour Herner, I drink to you in 
a Cup of Sack; and fear not, Neighbour, you ſhall do 
well enough. | | C 

2 Neigh, And here, Neighbour, here's a Cup of Char- 
neco. % | „ 
3 Neigb. And here's a Pot of good double Beer, Neigh- 

bour; drink, and fear not your Man. | 

Arm. Let it come i' faith, and I'll pledge you all, and 
a Fig for Peter, 5 ror ut 

1 Pren. Here Peter, I drink to thee, and be not afraid. 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Maſter; fight 
for the Credit of the Prentices. | 

Peter. 1 thank you all; drink, and pray for me, I pray 
you, for I think, I have taken my laſt Draught in this 
World, Here Rebin, it I die, I give thee my Apron; and 
ill, thou ſhalt have my Hammer; and here Im, take 
all the Money that IJ have. O Lord blels me, I pray God, 
for I am never able to deal with my Maſter, he hath learn'd 
ſo much to fence already, © 1098 

Sal. Come, leaye your drinking, and fall to blows, 
Sirrah, what's thy Name? eee 

Peter. Peter, forſooth. 

Sal. Peter? what more? 2 

Peter. Thum. 5 | 2 | 

Sal. Tbump? Then ſee thou thump thy Maſter well. 

Arm. Maſters, Tam come hither as it were upon my 
Man's Inſtigation, to prove him a Knave, and my ſelf an 
honeſt Man: And touching the Duke of Tk, I will take 

| my 
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my Death I never meant him any ill, nor the K ing nor the 
Queen, and therefore Peter haye at thee with a dowh-right 
Blow. ; | 
Trk. Diſpatch, this Knave's Tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, . Alarum to the Combatants, | 
[ ITbey fight, and Peter ſtrikes him down, 
Arm. Hold Peter, hold; I confeſs, I confeſs Treaſon. 
Tri. Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, and 


the good Wine in thy Maſter's way. 


Peter. O God, have I overcome mine Enemy in th's 
preſenee? O Peter, thou haſt. prevail'd in right. 

K. Henry. Go, take hence the Traitor from our Sight, 
For by his Death we do perceive his Guilt. 9 9 
And God in Juſtice hath reveal'd to us 
The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 

Which he had thought to have murder'd wrongfully; 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward, ¶Exeunt. 
Enter Duke Humphry and his Men, in Moeurning Cloabs. 
Glo. Thus ſometimes bath the brighteſt Day a Cloud; 


And after Summer, evermore lucceds | 


Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold; 
So Cares and Joys abound, as Seaſons fleet. 
virs, what's a Clock? 
Serv. Ten, my Lord, 
Glc. Ten is the Hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming ef my punith'd Dutcheſs: 
Unneath may ſhe endure the flinty Streets, 
To tread them with her tender- feeling Feet. 
Sweet Nell, ill can thy Noble Mind a- brook 
The abject People gazing on thy Face, 
With envious Looks ſtill laughing at thy Shame, 
That erſt did follow thy proud Chariot, Wheels, 
When thou didſt ride in Triumph thro? the Streets. 
But ſoft, I think ſhe comes, and I'll prepare · 
My Tear-ſtain'd Eyes, to ſee her Miſeries. 
Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, and a Taper burning 
in her Hand, with a Sheriff and Officers. 
Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, we'll take her from theSheriff. 
Glo. No, ſtir not for your Lives, let her pals by. 
Elean. Come you, my Lord; to ſee my open Shame? 
New thou doſt Penance too. Look how they gaze, 
B 4 | See 
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See how the giddy multitude do point, 


And nod their Heads, and throw their Eyes on thee; 


Ah Gl#fter, hide thee from their hateful Looks, 
And in thy Cloſet pent up, rue my Shame, 
And ban our Enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this Grief, 


Elean. Ah Gloſter, teach me to forget my ſelf: 


For whilſt I think I am thy married Wife, 
And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land, 
Methinks I ſhould not thus be led along, 
Maii'd up in ſhame, with Papers on my Back, 
And follow'd with a Rabble, that rejoice 

To ſee my Tears, and hear my dcep-fet Groans. . 
The ruthleſs Flint doth cut my tender Feet, 

And when I ſtart the envious People laugh, 
Aud bid me be adviſed how I tread. 

Ah Humphry, can I bear this ſhameful Voak? 
Troweſt thou, that e er I'll look upon the World, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the Sun? 


No: Dark fhall be my Light, and Night my Day. 


To think upon my Pomp, ſhall be my Hell, 
Sometime I'll ſay I am Duke Humphyy's Wife, 
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land : 
Yet ſo he rub' d, and ſuch a Prince he was, 
As he ſtood by, whilſt I, his forlorn Dutcheſs, 
Was made a Wonder, and a pointing Stock 
To every idle Raſcal Follower, 
But be thou mild, and bluſh not at my Shame, 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the Ax of Death 
Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 
For Suffclk, he that can do all in all 
Witn her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, 
And Tork, and impious Beauford, that falſe Prieſt, 
Have all lim'd Buſhes to betray thy Wings, | 
And fly thou how thou can'ſt, they'll tangie thee : 
Put fear thou not until thy Foot be ſnar'd, 
Nor ever ſeek preyention of thy Foes, 

Gle, Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeſt all awry... 
TI muſt offend betore I be attainted : | 
And had I twenty times ſo many Foes, | 
Ard each of them had twenty times their Power, 


All 
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All theſe could not procure me any ſeathe, * 2 
So long as lam Loyal, True, and Crimeleſfſss. 
Wouldit haye me reſoue thee from this Reproach? 
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip'd away, 
But I in danger for the breach of Law. | 
Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I pray thee ſort thy Heart to patience, _ 
Theſe few Days een will be quickly worn. 
Enter a Herald. 

Her. I Nane your Grace to his Majeſty's Parliament 
Holden at Bum, the firſt of this next Month. 

Glo. And my Conſent ne' er ask d herein before uf 
This is cloſe dealing. Well, I will be there; 

My Nell, I take my leave: And Maſter Sheriff, 
Let not her Penance exceed the King's Commiſſion, 

Sher. And't pleaſe your Grace, here my Sn {tz vs 
And Sir John Stanly is appointed now. on 
To take her with him to the e of Mane, ITE 

Glo. Muſt you, Sir John, protect my Lady has. 2 
_ Stanly. So am given in charge, may t pleaſe your Grace. 

Glo, Entreat her not the worſe, in that I pray | 
You uſe her well; the World may laugh again, 

And I may live to do you kindneſs, if you do it her: 
And fo, Sir Fohn, farewel, 
Elean, What gone, my Lord, and bid me not fare wel? 
Glo. Witneſs my Tears, I cannot Kay, to ſpeak... 
| U xit Glouceſter. 5 
Elean. Art chou gone too? all Comfort 40 with thees.. 
For none abides with me; my Joy is Death; 
Death, at whoſe Name J oft have been afear d, 
Becauſe | wiſh'd this World's Eternity. | 
Stanly, I priehee: go, and take me hence, 
care not whither,:for I beg no Favour; 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. _ 
Stan. Why Madam, that is to the Ile ef. ie) : 5 
There to he us d according to your State. $4 
Elean. That's bad enough, for Jam but Reprorck: 25 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachfully ?. _. 
Stan. No; like a Dutcheſs, and Duke Hun phiy's 8 Lady, 5 
According to that State you ſhall be us d. 


Elean, Sheriff fare wel, and better, than I. fare; 1 
B 5 | Althou, 47 
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Although thou haſt been Conduct of my She me. 
Sher, It is my Office, and, Madam, pardon me. 
Elean. Ay, ay, farewel, thy Office is diſcharg'd. 
Come Stanly, ſhall we go? een, Þ 
Stan. Madam, your Penance done, 
Throw off this Sheet, 84 | 
And go we to attire you for our Journey. 
Elean. My Shame will not be ſhifted with my Sheet: 
No, it will hang upon my richeſt Robes, 
And ſhew it {elf}, attire me how I can. | | 
Go, lead the way, I long to ſee my Priſon, {| Exeunt. 
Enter King Henry, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- 
ingham, Salisbury, and Warwick, to the Parliament. 
K. Henry. I muſe my Lord of Glo ſter is not come : 
*Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt Man, 
 Whate'er occaſion keeps him from us now. | 
Q. Mar. Can you not ſee ? or will ye not obſerve 
The ſtrangeneſs of his alter d Countenance? 
With what a Majeſty he bears himſelf, | 
How inſolent of late he is become, a 
How proud, how peremptory and unlike. himſelf! 
We know the time ſince he was Mild and Affable. 
Ard if we did but glance a far-off Look, | 
Immediately he was upon his Knee, 
"That all the Court admir'd him for Submiſſion, 
But meet him now, and be it in the Morn, 
When every one will give the time of Day, 
e knits his Brow, and ſhews an angry Eye, 
And paſſeth by with ſtiff unhowed Knee; 
Diſdaining Duty that to us belongs. 
Small Curs are not regarded when they grin, 
But great Men tremble when the Lion roars, 
And Humpbry is no little Man in England. 
Firſt note, that he is near you in Delcert, 
And: ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount, 
Mie ſeemeth then, it is no Policy, 
| Reſpe&ing what a Rancorous Mind he bears, 
And bn 2 untgge following your deceaſe, | 
That he ſhould come about your Royal Perſon, 
Or be admitted to your Highneſs Council. 
By Flattery bath he won the Commons Hearts: 


And 
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And whenhe pleaſe to make Commotion, 


Tis to be fear d they all will follow him. 


Now tis the Spring, and Weeds are ſhallow rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'll o'er-grow the Garden. 
And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry. 
The reverent Care I bear unto my Lord, 
Made me collect theſe dangers in the Duke. 
If it be fond, call it a Woman's fear; 
Which fear, if better Reaſons can ſupplant, _ 
Iwill ſubſcribe, and ſay I wrong'd the Duke. 
My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and Jork, 
Reprove my Allegation, if you can, 
Or elſe conclude my Words effectual. 

Saf. Well hath your Highneſs ſeen irto this Duke. 
And had I firſt been put to ſpeak my Mind, 


I think I hould have told j our Grace's Tale. 


The Dutcheſs, by his Subornation, + | 
Upon my Life began her deviliſh Practices: 
Or if he were not privy to thoſe Faults, 

Yet by repeating of his high Deſcent, 

As next the King, he was ſucceſſive Heir, 
And ſuch high Vaunts of his Nobility, | 
Did inſtigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutcheſs, 


By wicked means to frame our Sovereign's Fall. 


Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is desp, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. - 
The Fox barks not when he would ſteal the Lamb. 


No, no, my Sovereign, Glo ſter is a Man 


Unſounded yet, and full of deep Deceit. 

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of Law, 
Deviſe ſtrange Deaths, for fmall Offences done ? 
Pk. And did he not, in his Protectorſhip, 

Levy great Sums of Mony through the Realm, 
For Soldiers pay in Frante, and never ſent it? 

By means whereof the Towns each day revoled. _ 
Buck, Tut, thele are petty faults to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light in ſmooth Duke Humphry. 

K. Henry, My Lords at once; the care you have of us, 
To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy Praiſe ; but ſhall I ſpeak my Conivience, 
Our Kinſman Glo ſter is as innocent 044 
From 
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From meaning Treaſon to our Royal Perion, 

As is the ſucking Lamb, or harmleſs Dove: 

The Duke is virtuous, mild, and tao well given, 

To dream on Evil, or to work my Downfal. - [afhance? 
2. Mar. Ah! what's more dangerous, than this fond 

Seems he a Dove? His Feathers are but. borrow'd, 

For he's diſpoſed as the hateful Rayen.. rt 

Is he a Lamb? His Skin is ſurely lens him, 

For he's inclin'd as is the ravenous Wolf, 


Who cannot ſteal a ſhape, that means deceit? 


Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us all, 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraudful Man-. 
| Enter Somerſet. bo 
Sim. All Health unto my gracious Sovereign. [ France? 
K. Henry, Welcome, Lord Somerſet; what News from 
Som. I hat all our Intereſt in thoſe Territories, 
Is utterly bereft you; all is loſt. be done. 
K. Henny. Cold News, Lord Semerſet; but God's Will 
Trb. Cold News for me: for I had hope of France, 
As firmly as J hope for fertile England. 
Thus are my Blefſoms blaſted in the Bud, 
And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. | 
But will remedy this gear ere long, + 
Or ſell my Title for a glorious Grave. CLAſdb. 
| - Enter Glouceſter. | 
Glo. All happineſs unto my Lord the King: 
Parden my Liege, that I have ſtaid ſo long, 
Suſe Nay, Glo ſter, know that thou art come too ſoon, 
Ynle!is thou wert more Loyal than thou art; 
Ido arreſt thee of High Treaſon here. | 
Glo. Well Suffolk, yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my Countenanee for this Arreſt: 


A Heart unſpotted is not eaſily daunted. 


The pureſt Spring is not ſo free from Mud, 

As I am clear from Treaſon to my Sovereign. 

Who can accuſe me? wherein am I guilty ?- 
Vr. Tisthought my Lord, 


K "E hat you took. Bribes of France, 


And being protector, ſtaid the Soldiers Pay, 


By means whereofhis-Highneſs hath loſt Frances 


Slo. Is it but thought ſo? | 
| What 


Lance? 
S fond. 


Mg. 


I know, their Complot is to have my Life: 
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What are they that think it? 


I never robb'd the Soldiers of their Pay, 

Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. 

So help me Ged, As I have watch'd the Night, 

Ay, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for England. 
That Doit thate'er I wreſted from the King, 


Or any Groat I hoarded to my uſe, 


Be brought againſt me at my Trial day. 

No; many a Pound of my own proper ſtore, 

Becauſe I would not tax the needy Commons, 

Have I disburſed to the Garriſons 

And never ask d for Reſtitution, | 
Car, Tt ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay ſo much. 
Glo. I ſay no more than Truth, ſo help me God. 

Tk. In your ProteRorſhip you did deviſe 

Strange Tortures for Offenders never heard of, 

That England was defam'd by Tyranny. ; 5 
Glo. Why tis well known, that whiles I was Protector, 

Pity was all the fault that was in me: | 


For I ſhould melt at an Offender's Tears, 


And lowly Words were ranſom for their fault: 

Unleſs it were a bloody Murtherer, 

Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec'd poor Paſſengers, 

I never gave them condign Puniſhment. _ 

Murther indeed, that bloody Sin, I tortur'd 

Above the Felon, or what Treſpaſs elſe. SED 
Su,. My. Lord, thele faults are eaſie, quickly anſwer d:. 

But mightier Crimes are laid unto your Charge, 

Whereof you cannot eaſily purge your ſelf. f 

I do arreſt you in his Highneſs Name, 

And here commĩt you to my Lord Cardinal 

To keep, until your further time of Trial. | 
K. Henry. My Lord of Gloſter, tis my ſpecial hope, 

That you will clear your ſelf from all ſuſpicion, _ 

My Conſcience tells me you are Innocent. Hs 
Glo. Ah gracious Lord, theſe days are dangerous: 

Virtue is.choak'd with foul Ambition, 

And Charity chac'd hence by Rancer's Hand; 

Foul Subornation is predominant, . | 

And Equity exil'd your Highnels Land. 


And 
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And if my Death might make this Iſland happy, 
And prove the period of their Tyranny, 
I would expend it with all willingneſs. 
But mine is made the Prologue to their Play: 
For thouſands more, that yet ſuſpect no peril, F 
Will not conelude their plotted Tragedy. 2 
Beaufcrd's red ſparkling Eyes blab his Heart's malice, 
And Suff. It's cloudy Brow his ſtormy hates 
Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his Torgue 
The envious load that lyes upon his Heart? 
And dogged Tork, that reaches at the Moon, --1 
Whoſe over-weening Arm I have pluck d back, 8 0 
By falſe accuſe doth level at my Life. 
And you, my Sovereign Lady, with the reſt, 
Cauleleſs have laid Dilgraces on my Head, 
And with your beſt cn; pad have ſtirr d up 
My liefeſt Liege to be mine Enemy 
Ay, all of you have laid your Heads together, 
My ſelf had notice of your Conventicles 
And all to make away my guiltleſs Life. 
I ſhall not want falſe Witneſs to condemn me, 
Nor ſtore of Treaſons to augment my Guilt: 
The ancient Proverb will be well effected, 
A Staff is quickly fund to beat a' Dog. 
Car. My Liege, his railing is intolerable. 
If thoſe that care to keep your Royal Perſon _ 
From Treaſon's ſecret Knife, and Traitor's Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, l 
And the Offender granted Scope of Speech, 
Twill make them cool in Zeal unto your Grace. 
Suf. Hath he not twit eur Sovereign Lady here 
With ignominious Words, though Clarkly coucht? 
As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to {wear 
Falſe Allegations to o'erthrow his State, 
©, Mar. But I can give the Loſer leave to chide, 
Glo. Far truer ſpoke than meant; I loſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play d me falſe; 
And well ſuch Loſers may have leave to ſpeæk. 
Buck, He'll wreſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Priſoner. 5 1 45. 
Car. Sirs, tak? away the Duke, and guard him ſure.) 
5 l. 
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Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 


Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body; 

Thus is the Shepherd bearen from thy tide, 

And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gnaw thee firſt, 
Ah that my fear were falſe, ah that it were: 

For good King Henry, thy Decay I fear. 


Exit. 


K. Henry. My Lords, what to your Wiſdom ſeemeth beſt, 


Do or undo, as if our ſelf were here, 


C. Mar. What, will your Highneſs leave the Parliament? 
K. Henry, Ay Margaret: My Heart is drown'd with Grief. 


Whole Flood 8 to flow within my Eyes; 
My Body round engirt with Miſery; 

For what's more miſerable than Diſcontent? 

Ah Uncle, Huzphry, in thy Face I ſee 

The Map of Honour, Truth, ard Loyalty : 

And yet good Humphyy, is the hour to come, 
That &'er I prov'd thee falſe, or fear d thy Faith. 
What lowring Star now envies thy eſtate? 
That theſe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen, 
Do ſeek ſubverſion of thy harmleis Life, | 


That never didſt them wrong, nor no Man wrong: 


And as the Butcher takes away the Calf, 
And binds the Wretch, and beats it whenit ſtrays, 
Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houſe; 
Even fo remorſleſs have they born him hence: 
And as the Dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmleſs young one went, 
And can do nought but wail her Dart s loſs; 
Even ſo myſelf bewail good Gloſter's caſe, 
With ſad unhelpful Tears; and with dim'd Eyes, 
Look after him, and cannot do him good: 
So mighty are his vowed Enemies. | | 
His Fortunes I will weep, and 'twixt each Groan, 
Say, who's a Traitor? Gloſter he is none. 

Mar. Free Lords: | 
Cold Snow melts with the Sun's hot Beams, 
Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Affairs, 
Too full of fooliſh pity; and Glo/ter's ſhew 
Beguiles him, as the mournfu} Crocodile 
With ſorrow ſnares relenting Paſſengers : 


Or as the Snake, rod in à flowry Bank, 


Exit. 


With 
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With ſhining checker d Slough, doth ſting a Child, 

That for the Beauty thinks it excellent. 

Believe me, Lords, were none more wiſe than I, 

And yet herein I judge my own Wit good, | 

This Glo ſter ſhould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. That he ſhould die, is worthy policy, 

But yet we want a colour for his Death : 

Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of Law. 

Siu. But in my Mind, that were no policy; 

The King will labour ſtill to ſave his Life, + 

The Commons haply riſe to fave. his Life; 

And yet we have but trivial Argument, _ 

More than Miſtruſt, that ſhews him worthy Death. 
Tork. So that by this, you would not have him die. 
Suf. Ah Dek, no Manalive, ſo fain as I, 

Jork. Tis Pt, that hath more reaſon for his Death, 
But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk, 
Say as you think, and ſpeak it from your Souls: 
Wer'tnot all one, an empty Eagle were ſet 
To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kite, 

As place Duke Hamphm for the King's Protector? 
E. Mar. So the poor Chicken ſhould be ſure of Death. 
Sf. Madam, tis true; and wer't not madneſs then, 

To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold? 

Who being accus d a eraftʒ Murtherer, 

His Guilt. ſnould he but idly. poſted over, 

Becauſe his pur poſe is not executed. 

No; let him die, in that he isa Fox, .,_ | 

By Nature prov'd an Enemy tothe Flock, . 

Before his Chaps be ſtain'd with Crimſon Blood, 

As Humphry prov'd by Reaſons to my Liege. 

And do not ſtand on Quillets how to (lay him: 

Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtilty, 
Sleeping, or waking, tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. 
E. Mar. Thrice nohle Suffolk, tis reſolutely ſpoke. 
Suf. Not reſolute, except, ſo much were dene; 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom. meant; 
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue, _ 
2 2 . Seeing 
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Seeing the deed is meritorious, | 
And to preſerye my Sovereign from his Foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieſt. 


Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suff It, 


Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieſt : 

Say you conſent, and cenſure well the Deed, 

And ['II provide his Executioner, 

tender ſo the ſafety of my Liege. | 
Suf. Here is my Hand, the Deed is worthy doing. 
©. Mar. And ſo ſay I. 1 | 
Vrk. And I; and now we three have ſpoke it, 

It skills not greatly, who impugns our doom. 

Enter a Poſt. | 

Poft; Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amain 

To ſignifie that Rebels there are up, 

And put the Engliſhmen unto the Sword: 

Send Succours, Lords, and ſtop the Rage betime, 

Before the Wound do grow incurable; 

For being green, there is great hope of help. | 
Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient ſtop. 

What Counſel give you in this weighty Caule ? 
Trk. That Somerſet be ſent a Regent thither : 

'Tis meet that lucky Ruler be employ'd, 

Witneſs the Fortune he hath had in France. 
Som, If Trk, with all his far-fet Policy, 

Had been the Regent there, inſtead of me, 

He never would have ſtaid in France ſo long. 
Tork. No, not to loſe it all, as thou haſt done. 

I rather would have loſt my Life betimes, 

Than bring a burthen of Diſhonour home, 

By ſtaying there ſo long, till all were loſt. 

Shew me one Scar character'd on thy Skin: 

Mens Fleſh preſerv'd ſo whole, do ſeldom win. 


Q. Mar. Nay then, this ſpark will prove a raging Fire, 


If Wind and Fuel be brought to feed it with : 
No more, good Pré; (weet Somerſet be ſtill. 
Thy fortune, Terk, hadſt thou been Regent there, 
Might haply have prov'd far worſe than his. 


Trk. What, worſe than naught ? nay, then a ſhame take all. 


Som. And inthe number, thee that wiſheſt Shame. 
Gar, My Lord of Prł, try what your Fortune is. 
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Th uncivil Kerns of /reland are in Arms, 
And temper Clay with Blood of Engliſhmen. 
To treland will you lead a Band of Men, 
Collected choicely, from each County ſome, 
And try your hap againſt the 1riſhazen ? 
Terk, I will, my Lord, to pleaſe his Majeſty. 
Suf. Why, our Authority is his Conſent, . 
And what we do eſtabliſh he confirms; q 
Then, Noble Terk, take thou this task in hand. 
Nr k. lam content: Provide me Soldiers, Lords, 
Whiles I take Order for mine own Affairs. $i 
S. A charge, Lord Terk, that I will ſee perform'd. 
But now return we to the falſe Nuke Humphry. 
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him, 
That henceforth he ſhall trouble us no more: 
And ſo break off, the Day is almoſt ſpent, 
Lord Syffolk, you and I muſt talk of that Event. 
Vr. My Lord of Suffelk, within fourteen Days 
At Br:/to] I expe& my Soldiers, 
For there I'll Ship them all for Ireland, 
Suf. I'Il ſee it truly done, my Lord of Drłk. [ Exeuni. 
1 | Manet York, | 
Vr. Now Pk, or never, ſteel thy fearful Thoughts, 
And change Miſdoubt to Reſolution: 5 
Be that thou hop'{t to be, or what thou art 
Refign to Death, it is not worth th' enjoying: 
Let pale- fac d Fear keep with the mean born Man, 
And find, no harbour in a Royal Heart. 


Faſter thanSpring-time ſhowers,comes thought on thought, 


Ard not a thought, but thinks on Dignity. | 
My Brain, more buſie than the labouring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies. 

Well Nobles, well; tis politically done, 

To ſend me packing with an Hoſt of Men: 

I fear me, you but warm the ſtarved Snake, 
Who cheriſh d in your Breaſts, will ſting your Hearts. 
Twas Men I lack d, and you will give them me; 
I take it kindly; yet be well aſſur d, 

You put ſharp Weapons in a mad Man's Hands. 
Whilſt I in Ireland nouriſh a mighty Band, 

J will tir up/in England ſome black Storm, 


Shall 
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Shall blow ten thouſand Souls to Heavenor Hell. 
And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Until the golden Circuit on my Head 
Like to the glorious Sun's tranſparent Beams, 
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain'd Flaw, 
And for a Miniſter of my intent, | 
| have ſeduc'd a headſtrong Kentiſh Man, 
John Cade of Aſhford, 1 
To make Commotion, as full well he can, 
Under the Title of John Mortimer. 
In ſreland have I ſeen this ſtubborn Cade 
Oppoſe himſelf againſt a Troop of Kerns, 
And fought ſo long, till that his Thighs with Darts 
Were almoſt like a tharp quill d Porcupine: 
And in the end being, reicued, I have ſeen 
Him caper upright, like a wild Moriſco, 
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells, 
Full often, like a thag-hair'd crafty Kern, 
Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 
And undiſcovered come>to me again, 
And given me notice of their Vilanies, 
This Devil, here, ſhall be my Subſtitute ; 
For that John Mortimer, which is now dead, 
In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth reſemble. 
By this I ſhall perceive the Commons Mind, 
How they affect the Houſe and Claim of Work. 
Say he be taken, rack d and tortured ; 
I know no pain they can inflict upon him, 
Will make him ſay, I mov'd him to thoſe Arms. 
Say that he thrive, as tis great like he will, HE 
Why then from Ireland come I with my ſtrength, 
And reap the Harveſt which that Raſcal ſow'd ; 
For Humphrey, being dead, as he ſhall be, 3 
Ard H-nry put a- part; the next for me. [ Exit. 
Enter two or three running over the Stage, frow the Mur- 
ther of Duke Humphry. 
1. Run to my Lord of Suffolk; let him know 
We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded, 
2, Oh that it were to do: What ha re we done? 
Didſt ever hear a Man ſo penitent? 
| Enter Suffolk. 
1. Here comes my Lord. 
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Suſ. Now, Sirs, Have you diſpatche this thing? 
1. Ay, my good Lord, he's dead. 1 

Suf. Why, that's well ſaid, Go get you to my Houle, 
J will reward you for this yenturous Deed : 
The K ing and all the Peers are here at Hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed? are all things well; 
According as I gave Directions? 

1. Yes my good Lord. i 

Suf. Away, be gone. | [ Exeunt, 
Eater King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, Somer- 

ſet, with Attendants, _ 5 

K. Henry. Go call our Uncle to our preſence ſtraight: 
Say we intend to try his Grace to day, 
If he be guilty, as tis publiſhed, 

Sf. II 


Proceed no ſtraiter gainſt our Uncle Gloſter, 
Than from true Evidence of good eſteem, 
He be appprov'd in practice culpable. 
2. Mar. God forbid any Malice ſhould preyai!, 
T hat faultleſs maycondemn a Nobleman , 
Pray God he may acquit bim of Suſpicion. 
K. Hen. I thank thee Nell, theſe Words content me much. 
Enter Suffolk. | | 
How now ? why look'ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 
Where is our Uncle? what's the matter, Suffolk 2 
Suf. Dead in his Bed, my Lord, Gloſter is dead. 
C. Mar, Marry God forfend. 5 
Car. God's ſecret Judgment: I did dream to Night, 
TheDuke was dumb, and could not ſpeak a wordſ K.ſwoons 


C. Mar. How fares my Lord? HelpLords, the K ing is dead. 


Sem. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Noſe. 

C. Mar. Run, go, help, help: Oh Henry, ope thine Eyes, 

Sf. He doth revive again, Madam be patient. 

K. Henry. O Heavenly God ! 12 

L. Mar. How fares my gracious Lord? | 

Saf. Comfort my Sovereign, gracious Henry comfort. 

K. Henry, What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me? 
Came he right now to ſing a Raven's Note, 
Whole diſmal tune bereft my vital Powers : 
And thinks he, that the chirping ofa Wren, 


| call him preſently, my Noble Lord. [ Exit. 
K. Henry. Lords take your Places; and I pray you all 


oule, 
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By crying Comfort from a hollow Breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived Sound? 

Hide not thy Poyſon with ſuch ſugar d Words, 

Lay not thy Hands on me? forbear, I ſay, 

Their touch aftrights me asa Serpent's Sting, 

Thou baleful Meſſenger, out of my fight : 

Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny 

Sits in grim Majeſty, to fright the World. 

Look not upon me, for thine Eyes are wounding; 

Yet do not go away; come Bafilisk, | 

And kill the innocent Gazer with thy ſight : 

For in the ſhade of Death, I ſhall find ]oy ; 

In life, but double Death, now Glofter's dead. 
. Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus? 

Although the Duke was Enemy to him, 

Yet he moſt Chriſtiar-like laments his Death; 


. 5 - 


As for my ſelf, Foe as he was to me, 
Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groans, 
Or blood-conluming Sighs recal his Lite : _ 
I would be blind with weeping, ſick with Groans, 
Look pale as Primroſe, with bloed-drinking Sighs, 
And all to haye the Noble Duke alive, 
What know i how the World may deem of me? 
For it is known we were but hollow Friends: 
It may be judg d i made the Duke away, . 
So ſhall my Name with Slander's Tongue be weunded, 
And Princes Courts be filled with Reproach : 
This get 1 by his Neath: Aye me unhippy, 
Jo be a Queen, and row d with Infamy. | 

K. Henry. Ah woe is me for Glo ſter, wretched Man? 

Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 

What, doſt thou turn away and hide thy Face? 
Iam no loathſome Leper, look on me. 
What, art thou like an Adder waxen deaf? 
Be poyſoneus too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Is all thy Comfort thut in Gloters Tomb? 
Why then Dame Margaret was ne er thy Joy. 
Erect his Statue, and do worſhip to it, 
And make my Image but an Ale-houſe Sign. 
Was! for this nigh wreckt upon the Seas, 


Droye 
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Drove back again unto my Native Clime ? 

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning Wind 
Did ſeem to fay, ſeek not a Seorpion's Neſt, 
Nor ſet a footing on this unkind Soar. 
What did I then ? but curſe the gentle Guſts, 
Ard he that loos d them from their Brazen Caves, 
Ard bid them blow towards England's bleſſed Shoar, 
Or turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock?: 

Yet Zolus would not be Murtherer, 

But left that hateful Office unto thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus d to drown me, | 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhoar 
With Tears as ſalt as Sea, through thy unkindneis. 
The ſplitting Rocks cower'd inthe ſinking Sands, 

And would not daſh me with their ragged Sides, 
Becauſe thy flinty Heart, more hard than they, 
Might in thy Palace periſh Margaret: E 

As far as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffs, 

When from thy Shoar the Tempeſt beat us back, 
I ſtood upon the Hatches in the Storm . 

And when the dusky Sky began to rob 

My earneſt gaping fight of the Land's view, 

I took a coftly Jewel from my Neck, 

A Heart it was, bound in with Diamonds, 1 

And threw it towards thy Land; the Sea receiy'd it, 
And fo I wiſh'd thy Body might my Heart: 

And even with this I loſt fair Englands view, 

And bid mine Eyes be packing with my Heart, 

And call'd them blind and dusky Spectacles, 

For loſing ken of Albzon's wiſhed Coaſt. 

How often have I tempted Syffolt's Tongue 
(The Agent of thy foul Inconſtancy) 
To fit and watch me, as Aſcanius did, 

When he to madding Dido would unfold . 

His Father's Acts, commenc'd in burning Troy.” 
Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falſe like him? 

Ah me, I can no more: Dye Margaret, | 
For Henry weeps, that thou didſt live ſo lopg. 
Noiſe within, Enter Warwick, and many Commons. 
War, It is reported, mighty Sovereign, wi 

That good Duke Humphyy traiterouſly is murther'd 
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By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beauford's means: 
The Commons, like an angry Hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, ſcatter up and down, 
And care not who they ſting in his Reyenge, 
My {ſelf have calm'd their ſpleenful Mutiny, 
Untill they hear the order of his Death. 
K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis too true, 
But how he died, God knows, not Henry: 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſs Corps; 
And comment then upon his fudden Death. 
War, That I ſhalldo, my Liege: Stay Salisbum, 
With the rude Multitude, till 1 return. 
K. Henry. O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my Thoughts; 
My Thoughts, that labour to perſuade my Soul, 
Some violent Hands were laid on Humphyy's Life: 
If my ſuſpect be falſe, forgive me God, 
For Judgment only doth belong to thee. 
Fain would I go to chate his paly Lips, 
With twenty thouſand Kiſſes, and to drain 
Upon his Face an Ocean of ſalt Tears, 
To tel] my Love unto his dumb deaf Trunk, 
And with my Fingers feel his Hand unfeeling : 
But all in vain are theſe mean Obſequies. 5 
| [ Bed with Glo ſter's Body put forth. 
And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Image: | 
What were it but to make my Sorrow greater ? 
Far. Come hither, Gracious Sovereign, view this Body. 
A. Henry. That is to ſee how deep my Grave is made; 
For with his Soul fled all my worldly ſolace ; | 
For ſeeing him, I fee my Life is Death. | 
Har. As ſurely as my Soul intends to live 


With that dread King that took our State upon him, 


To free us from his Father's wrathful Curſe, 
do believe that violent Hands were laid, 
Upon the Lite of this thrice-famed Duke. 
Suf. A dreadful Oath, {worn with a folemn Tongue? 
What inſtance gives Lord Warwick for his Vow ? 
Var. See how the Blood is ſettled in his Face. 
Oft have I ſeen a timely parted Ghoſt, 
Ofaſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodlels,. 


Beirg all deſcended to the labouring Heart, No | 
| | 0 
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Who in the Conflict that it holds with Death, 
Attracts the ſame for aidance gainſt the Enemy, 
Which with the Heart there cools, and ne'er returnetl 
To bluſh and beautify the Cheek again. 
But ſee, his Face is black, and full of Blood, 
His Eye- balls further out, than when he lived, 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ſtrangled Man; 
His Hair up rear'd, his Noſtrils tretch'd with ſtruggling, 
His Hands. abroad diſplay d, as one that graſpt - 
And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrength ſubdued. 
Look on the Sheets, his Hair, you fee is ſticking; 
His well-proportion'd Beard, made rough and rugged, 
Like to the Summer's Corn by Tempelt lodged : 
It cannot be but he was murdered here, 
The leaſt of all theſe ſigns were probable. | 
Suf. Why Warwick, who ſhould do the Duke to death ? 
My ſelf and Beau ford had him in protection, | 
And we, I hope, Sirs, are no Murtherers. 
War. But both of you have yow'd Duke Humphry's death, 
And you, forſooth, had the good Duke to keep: 
"Tis like you would not feaſt him like a Friend, 
And tis well ſeen he found an Enemy, © 
Q. Mar. Then you belike ſuſpe& theſe Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humphry's timeleſs death. 
Mar. Who finds the Heifer dead, and bleeding freſh, 
And ſees faſt by a Butcher with an Ax, 5 
But will ſuſpect twas he that made the ſlaughter? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttock's Neſt, 
But may imagine how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kite ſoar with unbloodied Beak? 
Even ſo ſuſpicious is this Tragedy, 
. Mar. Are you the Butcher, Suffolk? where's the Kniſe? 
Is Beauſord turn'd a Kite? where are his Talons? 
Suf. I wear no Knife, to ſlaughter ſleeping Men, 
But heres a vengeful Sword, ruſted with eaſe, 
That ſhall be ſcoured in his rancorous Heart, 
That ſlanders me with Murther's Crimſon Badge, 
Say, if thou dar'it, proud Lord of Warwickſhire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humpbrys death, 
War. What dares not Warwick, if falſe Suffolk dare him. 
C. Mar, He dare not calm his contumelious „ 
or 
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Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant Controller, 
Tho* Suffolk dare him twenty thouſand times. 
Mar. Madam be ſtill; with reverence may I ſay, 
For every word you fpeak in his behalf, 
Is!lander to your Royal Dignity. | 
Suf. Blant-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanour, 
Ifever Lady wrong d her Lord ſo much, | 
Thy Mother took into her blameful Bed 
Some ſtern untutor d Churl; and noble Stock _ 
Was graft with Crab-tree ſlip, whole Fruit thou art, 
And never of the Nævil's Noble Race. | 
War. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
Ard ſhould I rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand Shames, 
And that my Sovereign's Preſence makes me mild, 
I would, falſe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy paſſed Speech, 
And ſay, it was thy Mother that thou meant'ſt; 
That thou thy ſelf was born in Baſtardy : 
And after all this fearful Homage done, 
Give thee thy hire, and ſend thy Soul to Hell, 
Pernicious Blood-ſucker of ſleeping Men. | 
f. Thou ſhalt be waking, while I ſhed thy Blood, 
If trom this Preſence thou dar'ſt go with me. | 
Var. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence, 
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee, 
And do ſome ſervice to Duke Humphry's Ghoſt, | Exeunt. 
K. Henry. What ſtronger Breait-plate than.a Heart un- 
tainted ? | Sa | 
Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his Quarrel juſt ; 
And tie but naked, though lockt up in Steel, 
Whole Conſcience with Injuſtice is corrupted, - 
| | [ A noiſe within, 


2. Mar, What noiſe is this? | 
Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their Nrapeus drawn. 
H. Henry, Why how now, Lords? | 
Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 
Here in our Preſence! Dare you be ſo bold ? 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 
Suf. The trait'rous Warwick with the Men of Bury, © 
det all upon me, mighty Sovereign. i 
Z 1 Eos * 6 Enter 
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Could ſend ſuch Meſſage to their Sovereign: 


| Yet did I purpoſe as they do entreat; 
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| Enter Salisbury. 


Sal. Sirs, ftand apart, the King ſhall 8 your Mi 
Dread Lord, the Qommons ſend you word by me, nd, 


' Unleſs Lord Suffolk ſtrait be put to death, 


Or baniſhed fair England's Territories, | 

They will by violence tear him from your Palace, | 
And torture him with grievous lingring death, 

They lay, by him the good Duke Humphry dy'd; 

They ſay, in him they fear your Highneſs death; 
And mere inſtin& of Love and Loyalty, | 
Free from a ſtubborn oppoſite intent. | 
As being thought to contradi& your liking, | 
Makes them thus forward in his Baniſhment, - 
They ſay, in care of your moſt Royal Perſon, | 
That if your Highneſs ſhould intend to fleep, 


And charge that no Man ſhould diſturb your ret, + | 
In pain of your Diſſike, or pain of Death; 
Yet notwithſtanding fuch a ſtrange Edict, 

Were there a Serpent ſeen with forked Tongue, 
That flyly glided towards your Majeſty, | ] 
It were but neceſſary you were wak d; : 
Leſt being ſuffer d in that harmleſs lumber, ; 
The mortal Worm might make the Sleep Eternal. 

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, ; 


That they will guard you -whe're you will or no, 


From ſuch fell Serpents as falſe. Suffolk is; | ] 

With whoſe invenomed and fatal Sting, 

Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth, ; 

They ſay, is ſhamefully bereft of Lite, [| Sal/sbury. 
Commons within, An Aniwer from the King, my Lordof 
Sf. Tis like the Commons, rude unpolitht Hinds, 


But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ d, 

To ſhew how quaint an Orator you are. | 

But all the honour Salisbum hath won, 

Is, that he was the Lord Ambaſſador _ 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 
Within, An anſwer from the King, or we will all break in. 
K. Henry. Go Salisbury and tell them all from me, 

I thank them for their tender loving care; 

And had I not heen cited ſo by them, 
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For ſure my Thoughts do hourly propheſie 141 
Miſchance unto my State by Suffolk's' mean. | 
And therefore by his Majeſty I twear, 
Whole far-unworthy Deputy I am, 
He ſhall not breathe Infection in this Air, 
But three Days longer on the pain of Death. 80 1h 
2. Mar. Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle Saffoll. 
K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk. 
No more, I ſay; if thou doſt plead for him, T6 
Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my Wrath. 
Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my Word; 
But when I ſwear it is irrevocabee !: 
If after three Nays ſpace thou here be'ſt found, |. 
Or any Ground that I am Ruler of, | 
The World ſhall not be Ranſome for thy Life. 
Come Warwick, come good Warwick, gonvith me; 
Ihave great matters to impart to the. Exit. 
2. Mar. M iſchance and Sorrow go along with you, 
Hearts Diſcontent, and four Affliction, 
Be Play-fellows to keep you company; 
There's two of you, the Devil make a third, 
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your Steps. 
Suf. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, theſe Execrations, 
And let thy Suffotk take his heavy leave. 
Q. Mar. Fie. coward Woman, and ſoft-hearted Wretch, ' 


Haſt thou not Spirit to curſe thine:;Enemy.? 1 3 1 | 
Suf. A Plague upon them; ' wherefore-ſhould I curſe 
them? bf wrt „„ 


Would Curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan 
I would invent as bitter ſearching terms 4 

As curſt, as harſh,” and horrible to hear, 

Deliver d ſtrongly through my fixed Teeth; Atte 
With full as many ſigns of deadly Hate 
As lean- fac d Envy in her loathſome Cave 
My Tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneſt Words, 
Mine Eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diftraft t:: 
Ay, every Joint ſhould ſeem to Curſe and Ban, 
And even now my burthen d Heart would break, 
Should I not curſe them. Poiſon be their Drink 


Gall, worſe than Gall, the daintieſt that they taſte, 
N 8 Their 
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| Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Grove of Cypreſs Trees, 
Their chiefeſt Proſpe&,\murd'ring Baſiliskes 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lizards ſtings, 
Their Muſick, frightful as the Serpents hiſs, - 
And boading Screech-Owls; make the Conſort full. 
All the foul Terrors in dark ſeated Hel! | | 
. Mar. Enough, ſweet Suffolk, thou torment” 't thy ſelf. 
And thieſe dread Curſes, like the Sun gainſt Ns; 3p 
Or like an overcharged Gar, tecoil, T7 
And turn the force of them upon thy ſelf. 1120 
Suf. You: bad me ban, and will you bid me leave 7 > 
Now by the Ground that I am baniſni d from 
Well could I curſe away a Winter's Night, 
Though ſtand ing: naked on a Mountain top, 
Where biting Cold would never let Grals; grow, 
And thirł it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 


E. Mas. Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe, give me th yHand, | 


That I may dew:it with my mournful lears ; 

Nor let the Rain of Heay'n wet this place, 

To waſh away my woful Monuments, | 

Oh, could this kiſs be printed in thy Hand, 

That thou might ſt think upon theſe by the Seal, 

22 whom a thouſand Sighs are breath d for che. 
So get thee gone, that Imay know my Gee 

Is but ſurmiz d vhilſt thou art ſtanding by, 

As one that Surfeits, thinking 00:4 wank © . ton 

] wilbrepeal tlie, or be well aſſur d, 

Adventure to be baniſhed my ſelf. | pI; 

And baniſhed] am, if but from thee r 

Go, ſpeak not to me; even now be goneñxẽ˖?»² 

Oh go not yet Even thus, two Friends condemn d 

Embrace, and kiſs, and take ten thouſand Leaves, E 

Loather a hundred times to part than die: 163 

Yet now fare wel, and farewel Lite with the. 
Suff. Ius is poor Suffolb ten times baniſhed, - Tere) 

Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee, 

*Tisnot the Land: I care for, wert W hence, 

A Wilderneſs is populous enough, i 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly Gene l. 1 

For where thou 9 ! is che World it eig 
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With every ſeveral Pleaſure in the World -: 


And where thou art not Deſolation. - | j | 

I eanno more Live thou to joy thy Life; | 1 
1 
0 


My ſelf no Joy in ought, but that thou liy'i{t. - 
| 03 1040) Babe age: too) oaen 0 
9. Mar. Whither goes Vaux ſo faſt? what News, I 


prithee? i nn FRI ILS 

Vaux. To ſignifie unto his Majeſty, | 
That Cardinal Beauferd is at the point of Death: x | | 
For ſuddenly a grievous Sickneſs took him, it 
That makes him gaſp, and ſtare, and catch the Air, 1 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing Men on Earth, ; if 


Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humphry s Ghoſt 
Were by his ſide; ſometimes he calls the King, 
And whiſpers to his- Pillow, as to him, . 
The ſecrets of his over- charged Soul: 

And I am lent to tell his Majeſty,” 

Then even now he criesaloud for him. MERE! 

2. Mar. Go tell this heavy Meſſage to the King. 

Ay me! what is this World? what News are theſe? 
But wherefore grieve Iat an hour's poor loſs, 

Omittipg Suffelk's Exile, my Souls Treaſure ?. 

Why only Suffelk, mourn I not for thee, | 

And with the Southern Clouds, contend in Tears, 

Theirs for the Earths increaſe ; mine for my Sorrows» 

Now get thee hence, the King thou know ſt is goming, 

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Suf, If I depart from thee, I cannot live, 

And in thy ſight to die, what where it elſe, 

But like a pleaſant Slumber in thy Lap? 

Here could I breath my Soul into the Air, 

As mild and gentle, as the Cradle - babe, 

Dying with Mother's Dug between its Lips. 
Where, from thy Sight, I ſhould be raging Mid, 
And cry out for thee to cloſe. up mine Eyes; 

To have thee with ty Lips to ſtop my Mouth; 
So ſhouldſt thou either turn my flying Soul, 

Or ſhould breath it ſo into thy Body, 

And then it liv'd in ſweet Ehſium. 

To die: by thee, were but 15 die in jeſt, 
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From * to die, were torture more than Death; 
Or let me ſtay, befal what may befal. 

£. Mar. Away; though parting be a frerful Corroſive, 
It is applied. to adeathful Wound. | | 
To France, ſweet Suffolk; let me hear from thee: 
For wherelioefer thou art imthis World's Globe, 
I'll have an Iris that mall find thee out. 

Suff. I g0. : a 

©. Mar. And take my Hearewith thee, 

Suff. A jewel lock d into the wofub ſt Casket 
T hat ever did contain a thing of worth, 
Even as a ſplitted Bark, ſo ſunder we; 


T his way fall Ito death. 

Q. Mar. This way for m. [ñExeuni ſeverally. 

Euter King Henry, Salisbur ga _ Warwick, tothe curdiua 
_ 7/4 Be . 


: K, Henry. How fares my Lord; ? Speak Beauſerdo thy 
Soveraign. 
Car. If thau beeſt Dear, L l give thee ng land sTreaſure, 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iſland, 
So thou. wilt let me live, and feel no pain, 
K. Henry. Ab, hat. a ſign it is of evil Life, 
Where Death 5: approach i is ſeen ſo terrible 
Mar. Beaufcrd, it is thy Soyeraign ſpeaks to thee, 
Car. Bring me unto my Trial when you will, 
D yd he not in his Bed? where ſhould he die? 
6 _ make Men live where they will or no? 
Oh torture me no more, I Will conſeſs 
Alive again? Then ſhew me where he is: 
V'il give a thouſand Pound to look upon him 
He hath no Eyes, the Duſt hath blinded them: 
Comb down his Hair; look, look, it ſtands upright, 
Like Lime twigs ſet to cateh my winged Soul: 
Give me ſonie drink, and bid th' Apothecary 
Bring the ſtrang Poiſun that I bought of him. 
K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the Heav'ns, 
Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch, 
O beat away the buſſe med ling Fiend, . 
That lays ſtrong Siege unto this Wretch's Soul, | 
And from his Bolom purge this black deſpair. | 
War. See how the — . 7 
157 Sal. 
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Sal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. 1 
K. Heury. Peace to his Soul, if God's good Pleaſure be. 
Lord Card' nal, if thou think ſt on Heav'n's bliſs, . | 
Hold up thy Hand, make ſignal of thy Hope. 
He dies, and makes no Sign! Oh God forgive him. 
War. So bad a Death argues a monſtrous Life. 
K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are Sinners all, 


Cloſe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain cloſe, | 1: 
And let us all to Meditation. | [ Exeunt. | 
Alarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off, Enter Captain, j 
Whitmore, and other Pirates, with Suffolk and others i. 
Priſoners. | | 
Cap. The gaudy blabbing and remorſeful Day E | 
Is crept into the Boſom of the Sea: I: 


That drag the Tragick melancholy Night: 
Who with their drowlie, flow, and flagging Wings 
Cleap dead Mens Graves; and from their miſty Jaws, 
Breath foul contagious darkneſs in the Air: | 
Therefore bring forth the Soldiers of our Prize, 
For whilſt our Pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here ſhall they make their Ranſom on the 5and, 
Or with their Blood ſtain this diſcoloured ſhore. 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee. 
And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this: 
The other, Valter Whitmore, is thy ſhare. 
1 Gen. What is my Ranſom, Maſter, let me know. 
Mast. A thouſand Crowns, or elſe lay down your Head. 
Mate, And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 
I/hit, What, think you much to pay 2000 Crowns, 
And bear the Name and Port of Gentlemen? 
Cut both the Villains Throats, for die you ſhall : 
Nor can thoſe Lives which we have loſt: in fight, 
Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty Sum. 
1 Gent. I'll give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my Life, 
2 Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight. 
bit. I loſt mine Eye in laying the Prize aboard, 
And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou die; {| To Suffolk. 


C 4 And 


And now loud howling Wolves arouſe the Jades 8 | 
| 
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And ſo ſhould theſe, if I mighthave my Will. 
Cap. Be not ſo raſh, take Ranfom, let him live. 
Suff. Look on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid. 
hit. And ſo am I; my name is Walter Whitmore. 


How now ? why ſtart'ſt thou? what, doth death affright? 
Suf, Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is Death. 


A cunning Man did calculate my Birth, 

And told me, that by Water I ſhould die: 

Vet let not this make thee be Blood y-minded, 

Thy name is Gaultier, being rightly ſounded, 

hit. Gaultier or Walter, which it is I care not, 

Ne'er yet did bale diſhonour blur our Name, 

But with our Sword we whip'd away the blot, 

Therefore, when Merchant-like I ſell Revenge, 

Proke be my Sword, my Arms torn and defac'd, 

Ard I proclaim'd a Coward through the World. 
Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Pritoner is a Prince, 

The Duke of Suffolk, William de 1a Pole, 

Mbit. The Luke of Suffolk muffled up in Rags! 
Suf. Ay, but theſe Rags are no part of the Duke. 
Cap. But Jobe was never ſlain as thou ſhalt be, 

Obſcure and lowſie Swain- King Henry's Blood ! 


Suf. The honourable Blood of Lancaſter © 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groom: 
Haſt thou notkiſs*'d thy Hand, and held my Stirrop? 
Bare- headed plodded by my Foot<cloth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when I ſhook my Head, 
How often haſt thou waited at my Cup, 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd down on the Board, 
W hen | have feaſted with Queen Margaret? 
Remember it, and let it make thee Creſt-faln, 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive Pride: 
How inour voiding Lobby baſt thou ſtood, 
And duly waited for my coming forth? 
This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 
And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotous Tongue. 
Whit. Seak Captain, ſhall I tab the forlorn Swain? 
Cap. Firſt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 


Sf. Baie Slave, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou 


| Cap. | 
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Cap. Convey him hence, and on our Long-boat's fide, 
Strike off his Head. 5 | 
Suf. Thou dar'ſt not for thy own. 
Cap. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord? 
Ay kennel—puddle—ſink, whoſe filth and dirt | 
Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks: 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning Mouth, 
For ſwallowing up the Treafure of the Realm. 
Thy Lips that kiſsd the Queen; ſhall ſweep the Ground! 
And thou that ſmil'dſt at good Duke Humphry's Death, 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs Winds ſhalt grin in vain, 
M ho in contempt ſhall hils at thee again. 
And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell, 
For daring to afte a mighty Lord 
Unto the Daughter of a worthleſs King, 
Having nor Subject, Wealth nor Diadem: 
Ey deviliſh Policy art thou grown great, 
And like ambitious Sa over-gorgd. 
With gobbets of thy Mother's bleeding Heart. 
By thee Anjou and Main were ſold to Fance. 
The falſe reyolting Nor mans, thorough thee, 
Diſdain to call us Lord, and Picardie | 
Hath ſlain their Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts, 
And ſent the ragged Soldiers wounded home 
The Princely Warwzck, and the Nevits all, 
Whoſe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain; 
As hating thee, are riſing up in Arms. © 
And now 'the Houle of Pré thruſt from the Crowns. 
By ſhameful Murther of a guiltleſs King, 
And lofty proud incroaching Tyranny, _ | ; 
Burns with revenging Fire, whoſe hopeful Colours 
Advance a halt-fac'd dun, ſtriving to ſhine ; 
Under the which is writ, Invitis nubibus. __ 
The Commons Here in Kent are up in Arms, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggar y 
Is crept into the Palace of our King. 
And all by thee; away, convey him hence. 
$f; O that I were a God, to fhoot forth Thunder 
Upon thele paltry, ſervile, abject Drudges 
small Things make baſe Men proud. This Villain here, 
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k eing Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more 

Than Bargulus, the ſtronz Mrian Pyrate, 
Drones luck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-hives. 
It is impoſlible-that1 ſhould die | 

By ſuch a lowly Vaſſal as thy ſelf, 

Thy Words move Rage, and not Remorſe in me: 

J go of Meſſage from the Queen to France. 


I charge thee waft me ſafely croſs the Channel. , 
Cap. Walter ws 4 0 
Whit, Come Suffolk, I muſt waft thee to thy Death. 
Suf. Geli dus ti mor cccupat artus, it is theel fear. ; 
Whit. Thou ſhalthave caule to fear before I leaye thee. 8 


W hat, are you daunted now? Now will you ſtoop ? 
1 Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; ſpeak him fair. 1 
Su,. Suffelk's, Imperial Tongue is ſtern and rough; 

Us' d to command, untaught to plead for favour. 


Far be it, we ſnould honour ſuch as theſe == 1 
With humble ſuit ; no, rather let my Head 

Stoop to the Block, then theſe Knees. bow to any, L 
Save to the God of Heay'n, and to my King; ri 
And fooner dance upon a bloody Pole, | ö 
Than ſtand uncover d to the vulgar Groom. * 
True Nobility is exempt from fear: _ | 
More can I bear, than you dare execute. FT 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more; 


Come Soldiers, ſhew what Cruelty ye can. D 
Suf, That this my Death may never be forgot. | 
 Creat Men oft die by vile Bezenzans. : 
A Roman Sworder, and Bandetto Slave - tl 
Murder'd ſweet Tully. Brutus Baſtard Hand . 
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by Pirates. 
Exit Walter Whitmore with Suffolk. 
Cap. And as for theſe, whoſe Ranſom we have ſer, D. 
It is our Pleaſure one of them depart; B 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. = 
| 1 Ex. Captain and the reſt. | 
Manet the firft Gent. Enter Whitmore with the Body. | 
bit. There let his Head and liveleſs Body lye. 5 
v mtil the Queen his Miſtreſs bury it. [ Exit Whitmore. *. 
1 Gert, O barbarous and bloody Spettacle ! | 


His 


ties Threat cut like a Calf, 
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His Body will L bear unto the King: 


Tf he revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 


So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [LExit. 
Enter Beyis and John Holland. 

Bevis. Come and get thee à Sword, though made of a 
Lath; they have been up theſe two Days. 

Hol. They have the more need to ſleèp now then. 

Beis. I tell thee Fack-Cade. the Clothier mears t...drefs 
the Commonwealth, and tur n it, and ſet a new Nap * 
on it. 

„Hel. Ko be had. * *tis e Well, 1 fy, 
it was neyer a merry World i in Ealing, ance Gentlemen 
came up. 1 

Be vis. O miſerable Age! Virtue is not regarded i in 
Hand ycraſts Men. 

Hol. The Nobility thipk ſcorn to go. in Leather Aprons. 

Bevig. Nay more, the King S Comes are no good 
Workmen. 

Hel. True, and yet it is ſaid, Labour i in ; thy. Vicatien; 
which is as much as to ſay, let the Magiſtrates he Jabou- 
ring Men; and therefore ſhould we be Magiſtrates, - . 

. Bevis, Thou: haſt hit it; for there's no better ſign of a 
brave Mind, than a hard Hand. 

Hel. I. ſee them; I fee them, chere 5 Beff $ Son, the 8 
1 anner of Hingbam. 

Bevis. He mal have the San ol our Enemies to . 
Dog's Leather of. 

Hol. And Dick the Butcher, 10 

Bevis. Then is Sin ſtruck down like an : Ox, and Ini 
Hol. And Smith the Weaver. 2 
Bevis. Argo, their thread of Life i is ſpun. 

Hol. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 


Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher, Smith the Wea: 


ver, and a Sawyer, with infinite Number. 
. Cade. We JobniCade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſed Father, 
Dick. Or rather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 
Cade. For our Enemies ſhall Fall beſore us, inſpired 
wi.h.the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes; com- 
mand Silence. | 


Dick. 
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Dick. Silence. 
' Cade, My Father was a Mortimer? 

Dick. He was an honeſt Man, and a good Brieklayer; 
Cad. My Mother a Plantagenet— 

Dick. I knew her well, ſhe was a Midwife. | 
Cad. My Wife deſcended: of the Lacie 

Dick, She was indeed a Pedlar's Daughter, and ſold 
many Laces. 


wav. But now of late, not able to travel with her 


furr'd Packs, ſhe waſhes Bucks here at home. 

: Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable Houſe. 

Dick. Ay by my Faith the Field is honourable, and 
there was he born, under a Hedge; for his Father had 
zeyer a Houle but the Cage. 

Cade; Valiant I am: | | 

Weave A muſt needs, for Beggary i is valiant. 

Cade, I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No queſtien of that; for 1 have ſeen him whipt. 
three Market Days together. e 

Cade. I fear neither Sword nor Fire, | 

3 He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat i is of 
proo 


Dia. But tn he ſhould ſtand i in fear of Fire, | 


1 burnt i'th' hand for ſtealing of Sheep. 
Cane. Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and 
vows Reformation. There ſhall be in England (even half 
penny Loaves ſold for a penny: the three hoop'd Pot ſhall 
have ten Hoops, and I will make it Felony to drink ſmall 
Beer. All the Realm ſhalb be in Common, and in Cheap- 
fide thall my Palfry go to Graſs; — when I am King, 
as King I will be 

All. God ſave your Majeſty. 

Cade, I thank you good People. There ſhall. be no. 
Mony, all ſhall eat and drink upon my: Score, and I will 
apparel them all in one Livery, that they may agree liks 
Brothers, and worſhip me their Lord. 

Dick. The firſt thing we do, let's Tall all the Law- 
vers. | 
Cad. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this alamentable 
thing, that the Skin'of an innocent Lamb, ſhould be made 
Parchment; that Parchment being (cribled O er, N 

undo 


ani 
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undo a Man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, but I fay, tis 

Bees Wax; for I did but ſeal once to a thing, ard I was 

neyer my own Mar fince. How now? Who is there? 
Enter a Clerk. 

Weave The Clerk of Chatham; he can Write and Read, 
and caſt Accompt. 
Cade, O monſtrous! 

eau. We took him ſetting Boys Copies: 

Cade. Here's a Villain, 

I/eav. H'as à Book in his Pocket with red Letters i in't. 

Cade. Nay, then he is a Conjurer. 

1 Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court: 
an 

Cade, I am forry fort: : The Man is a proper Man of 
mine Honour; unleſs I find him Guilty, he ſhall not die. 
Come hither, Sirrahz I e examine thee: What is thy 
Name ? . | 

Clerk. Emanuel. 

Dick. They uſe to write it on the top of Letters 1 
*T will go hard with you. 

Cades Let me alone: Doſt thou uſe to write he 
Name? Or haſt thou a Mark to thy ſelf, like an honeſt 
plain-dealing Man? 
 -Clevhs Sire I thank God, I have been ſo well brought 
up, that I can write my Name. 

All, He hath SEE; away with him; he i is a Villain, 
and a Traitor. 

Cade. Away with him; I ſay: Hang him with his Pen 
and Ink-horn about his Neck. | Exit one with the Clerk. 
Enter Michael. 

Mich. Where is our General? 

Cade, Here I am, thou partieular Fellow. 

Mich, Fly, fly, fly, Sir Humphry Stafford and his Bro- 
ther are hard by with the King's Forces. 

Cade, Stand Villain, ſtand, or F ll fell thee down; he 
ſhall be encountred with a Man as good as himſelf; He is 
but a Knight, is a? 

Mich. No. 

Cade, To equal him I will make my ſelf a Knight 
preſently ; riſe up, Sir Jbn Mortimer. Now have at 


* 
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Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with 

3 Drum and Soldiers. 
Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and ſcum of Kent, 

Mark d for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 

Home to your Cottages, forſake this Groom, 

The King is merciful if you revolt. 
N. Staff. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to Blood, 

If you go forward; therefore yield or die. 


" - A 


Cade. As for theſe filken-coated Slaves I paſs not, 
It is to you good People, that I ſpea, 
Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign: 
For I am rightful Heir unto the Crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy Father was a Plaiſterer, 
And thou thy ſelf a Shearman, art thou not ? 

Cade. And Adam was a Gardener, 

NL. Staf. And what of that? 1 

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, mar- 
ried the Duke of Clarence s Daughter, did he not? 

Staf. Ay, Sir. s 

Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth. 


3 Staf. That's falſe, _ 


Cade. Ay, there's the Queſtion; but I ſay, tis true: 


The elder of them being put to Nurſe, 


as by a Beggar-woman ſtoln away, 
And ignorant of his Birth and Parentage, 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 


deny it not. %%% 114-3 7345 -- | 
. Staf. And will you credit this baſe Drudge's Worde, 
that ſpeaks he knows not Whats 

All. Ay marry will we, therefore get you gone. 


Cade. He lies, for I invented it my felf. Go too, Sirrab, 


tell the King from me, That for his Father's ſake, He; 
the Fifth (in whole time Boys Went to Spap-counter for 


French Crowns) I am content he ſhall reign, but I'll be 
Protector over him. . 
1K: 


T Staf. Jack Cade, the Duke of Tri hath taught you 


E Ses > 


©S. 


gn "FM 
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Diek. And furthermore, we'll have the Lord Says 
Head, for ſelling the Dukedom of Main. 

Cade, And good reaſon; for thereby is England maim'd, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my Puiſſance holds it 
up: Fellow Kings, I tell you that Lord Say hath gelded the 
Common-wealth, and made it an Eunuch; and more than 
that, he can ſpeak French, and therefore he ts a Traytor. 

Staf. O groſs and miſerable Ignorance. 

Cade, Nay, anfwer if you can, the Frenchmen are our 
Enemies ; go to then: I ask but this, Can he that ſpe#ks 
with the Tongue of the Enemy be a good Conncellor 
or nos. ST | 

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 

J. Staf. Well, ſeeing gentle Words will not prevail, 
Aſſail them with the Army of the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade z 
That thoſe which fly before the Battel ends, 

May, even in their Wives and Childrens fight, 
Be hang'd up for Example at their Door; 1 
And you that be the King's Friends follow me. [ Exit. 

Cade. And you that loye the Commons tollow nie; 

Now ſhew your ſelves Men, tis for Liherty. 

We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman; 

Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted Shoone, 

For they are thrifty honeſt Men, and ſuch 

As would (but they dare not) take our Parts. | 

Dick, They are all in order, and march towards us. 

Cade, But then are we in order, -when we are moſt out 
of order. Come, march forward. 

Alarum to fight, wherein both the Staffords are ſlain. 

Enter Cade and the reſt. EY 

Cade, Where's Dick, the Butcher of Aſhford? 

Di. k. Here, Sir. 

Cade, They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and 
thou behaved'ſt thy (elf, as if thou hadſt been in thine own 
Slaughter-houſe: Therefore thus I will reward thee, the 
Lent ſhall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt have a 
Licenſe to kill for a hundred lacking one. | 
Dick. I deſire no more. | ; 

| Cade, And to ſpeak Truth, thou deſery'ſt no leſs. This 
Eh : Monument 


— 
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Monument of the Victory will I bear, and the Bodies ſhall 
be dragg'd at my Horle's heels, till I do come to London, 
where we will have the Mayor's Sword born before us. 
Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break open the 

Gaols, and let out the Priſoners. - | 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's march 
towards London. | [ Exeunt.. 


Enter King Henry with a Supplication, and Queen Marga- 


ret with Suffolk's Head, the Dake of Buckingham, aud 

the Lord Say. 8 | 
. Mar. Oft have I beard that Grief ſoftens the Mind, 

And makes it fearful and degenerate. 5 

Think therefore on Revenge and ceaſe to weep, 

But who can ceaſe to weep, and look on this? 

Here may his Head lie on my throbbing Breaſt : 

But where's the Body that I ſhould imbrace ? 


Buck. What Anſwer makes. your Grace to the Rebels 


Supplication ? RRP 
K. Henry. I' ſend ſome Holy Biſhop to intreat ;. 

For God forbid ſo many ſimple Souls | 

Should periſh by the Sword. And I my ſelf, 

Rather than bloody War ſhould cut. them ſhort, 

Will parly with Fack Cade their General.. 

But ſtay, I'll read it. over once again. 
2. Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath this lovely Face 

- Rul'd like a wandring Planet over me, 

And could it. not enforce them to. relent, 

That. were unworthy. to behold the ſame ?. | 

N . Lord Say, Jack Cad? hath ſworn to have thy 
cad, | 

Say. Ay, but I hope your Highneſs ſhall have his. 
K. Henry, How now, Madam ? | ; 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffoll's Death? 

I fear me, Love, if that I had been dead, 15 

Thou wauld*it not half have mourn'd ſo much for me. 

. Mar. No, my Love, I ſhould not mourn, but die. 

5 3 | | | [ for thee. 
| | Enter a Meſſenger. Tour 
K. Henry, How now? what News? Why com ſt thou. 
5 [ in ſuch haſte? 
Meſ. The Rebels are in Southwark; fly, my Lord: 


Jack 
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Jack Cade poem himſelf Lord Mortimer, 
Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence's Houle, 
And calls your Grace Ulurper openly, 
And vows to crown himlelt in Weſtminfer. 
His Army isa ragged Multitude 
Of Hinds and Peaſants, rude and mercileſs : 
Sir Humphryy Stafford, and his Brother's Death, 
Hath given them Heart and Courage to proceed: 
All Schollars, Lawyers,. Courtiers, Gentlemen, 
They call falſe Caterpillers, and intend their death. | 
R. Henn. O graceleſs Men they know not what they do. 
Buck, My gracious Lord, retire to Killing worth, 
Until a Power be rais'd to put them down, | 
2. Mar. Ah! were the Duke of Suffolk no wealive, 
Thele Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoon appeas d. 
K. Henry. Lord Say, the Traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with us to Killingwortb. 
Say. So might your Grace's Perſon be in danger: 
The ſight of me is odious in their Eyes; 
And therefore in this City will I tay, | * 
And live alone as ſecret as I may. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 
2 Meſ. Jack Cad: hath gotten London- bridge, 
The Citizens fly him, and forſake their Houſes: 
The Raſcal People, thirſting after prey, 
Join with the Traitor, and they jointly ſwear 
Jo ſpoil the City, and your Royal Court. | 
Buck, Then linger not, my Lord; away take Horſe. 
K. Henry. Come Margaret, God, our hope, will ſuccour 
, us. 3 
. Mar. My hope is gone, now S«ffelk is deceas d. 
K. Henry. Fare wel, my Lord, truſt not to Kentiſh Rebels. 
Buck. Truſt no Body, for fear you be bet ray'd. 
Say. The truſt I have is in mine Innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and reſolute. _ [ Exeurt. 
Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walki ng. Then enter 
| two or three Citizens below, 
Scales, How now ? Is Jask Cage Alain ? 
L Cit. No, my Lord, nor like to be lain : 
For they have won the Bridge, : 
Killing all choſe that withſtand them: 2 
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TheLord Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower, 
To defend:the City from che Rebels. . 
Scales. Such Aid as I can {pare you ſhall command, 
But I am troubled here with them my ſelf. | | 
The Rebels have aſſay d to win the Tower. | 
But get you into S mithfield, and gather Head, 
And thither will I ſend you Matthew Gf. 
Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 
And ſo farewel, for I muſt hence again. ¶[Exeunt. 
Enter Jack Cade and the reſt, andſtrikes his Sta in 
fog London Stone. | | 
Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 

And here fitting upon London Stone. 
I charge and command, that ot the City's coſt 
The pifling Conduit run nothing but Claret Wine 
The firſt Year of our Reign. e He Ny 
And now henceforward it thall be Treaſon for any 
That calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter à Soldier running. 

Gol. Fack Cade, Jack Cade. 1 ; 

I ki him. 


Cade. Knock himdown there. 
Weau. Ifthis Fellow be wiſe, he'll never call you Jack 

Cade more, I think he hath a very fair warning. 
Dick. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together in 

. i CO C 
Cade. Come, then, let's go fight with them: 

But firſt, go and ſet London Bridge on Fire, 

And, if you can, burn down the Tower too. 
Come, let's away. BED TT Exeunt Omne?, 
Alarum. Matthew Goff is ſlain, and all the reſt. Then 

enter Jack Cade with his Company. - 
_ Cade, So, Sirs: Now go ſome and pull down the Savy : 
Others to the Inns of Courts, down with them all. 
Dick, L have a Suit unto your Lord ſhip _ 
Cade. Be it a Lordſhip, thou ſhalt haye it for that word. 
Dick. Only that the Laws of England may come out ol 


« 


your Maath. -... -*. e 5 
John. Maſs, *twill be fore Law then, for he was thruſt 
in the Mouth with a Spear, and tis not whole yet. 1 
S mith. Nay, Jobn, it will be ſtinking Law, for his 
breath ſinks with toſted Cheeſe, Bens 


| Cade 


7 
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Cade, J have thought upon it, it ſhall be fo. Away, 
burn all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth ſhal} be 
the Parliament of Enpland. - 

John. Then we are like to have biting Statutes, 
Unleſs his Teeth be- pull d out. ä 

Cade, And henceforward all things ſhall be in Com- 

mon. | 
Eneer a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here's the Lord Say 
which ſald the Town in France, he that made us pay one 
and twenty fifteens and one Shilling to the Pound, the 
laſt ſubſid y. > Si | 
| Enter George with the Lord Say. 

Cade. Well, he ſhall be beheaded for it ten times, Ah 
thou Say, thou Serge, nay, thou Buekram Lord, now art 
thou within point-black of our Juriſdiction Regal, What 
canſt thou anſwer to my Majeſty for giving up of Normans 
& unto Monſieur Baſimecu, the Dauphin of France? Be 
it known unto thee by theſe Preſents, even the preſence 
of Lord Mortimer, that I am the Beſom that muſt ſiveep 
the Court clean of ſuch filth as thou art: Thou haſt moſt 
tralterouſly corrupted the Youth of the Realm in erecting 
a Grammar-School; and whereas before, our Fore-fathe.s 
had no other Books but the Score and the-Tally, thou haſt 
cauſed Printing to be uſed, and contrary to the King, his 
Crown and Dignity, thou haſt built a Paper-Mill. It will 
be proy'd to thy Face, that thou haſt Men about thee, 
that uſually talk of a Neun and a Verb, and ſuch abomin- 
able Words, as no Chriſtian Ear can endure to hear. Thou 
haſt appointed Juſtices of the Peace, to call poor Men be- 
fore them about Matters they were not able 'to anſwer. 
Moreover, thou haſt put them in priſon, and becaule they 
could not read, thou haſt hang'd them, when indeed, on- 
ly for that cauſe they have been moſt worthy to live. 
Thou doſt ride on a foot- cloth, doſt thou not? | 

Say. What of that ? | | | 

Cade, Marry, thou ought'ſt not tolet thy Horſe wear 
a Cloak, when honeſter Men than tliou go in their -Hole 
and Doublets? _ oa 55 

Dick. And work in their Shirt too, as my ſelf for ex- 
ample, that am a Butcher, 5 
| | | | Sax. 


For your behoof. 
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duenne Kinds oe lags | 
. Dich, What ſay you of Kent? 2s 
Say. Nothing but this: Tis bona terra, mala gens. 
Cade. Away with him, away with him, he ſpeaks Latin, 
Say. Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me where you will: 
Kent, In the Commentaries.Czſar writ, PIR» 
Is term'd the civil'ſt place of all this Iſle ; 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of Pity. 
I fold not Main, I loſt not Nermandy, 
Yet to recover them would loſe my Life: 
Juſtice with favour havel always done; 
Prayers and Tears have moy'd me, Gifts could rever ;. 
W hen have I cught exacted at your Hands? 
Kent, to maintain, the King, the Realm and you; 
Large Gifts have I beſtow' d on learned Clerks, 
Becauſe my Book preferr'd me to the King: 
And ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we fly to Heaven, 
Unleſs you be poſſeſt with deviliſh Spirits, 
Me cannot but torbear to murther me: 
This Tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kings 
Cade, Tut, when ſtruck'ſt thou one Blow in the Field? 
Say. Great Men haye reaching Hands; oft have I ſtruck 
Thoſe that [ never ſaw, and (truck. them dead. 


Gecrge. O monſtrous Coward !' What, to come behind 


Folks ? | 


Say. Theſe Checks are pale with watching for your good. 
Cade. Give him a box o th' Ear, and that will make 


em red again. | | | 
Say. Long futing to deter mine poor Mens Cauſes, 
Hath made me full of Sickneſs and Diſeaſes. 
Cade. Ye ſhall have a hempen Caudle then, and the 


Help of a Hatchet. 


Dick, Why doſt thou:quiver;, Man? 
Say. The Palſie, and not Fear, proyokes me. 


' Cade, Nay he nods at us, as who ſhould ſay, I'Il be e- 


ven with you. I'll ſee if his Head will ſtand ſteadier on a 
Pole or no: Take him away, and behead him. | 


Say, 


Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended öl ? 
Have I affected Wealth or Honour? Speak. 
Are my Cheſts fill'd up with extorted Gold ? 
Is my Apparel ſumptuous to behold ? | 
W hom have I injur'd, that ye ſeek my Death ? 
Theſe Hands are free from guiltleſs Blood- ſhedding, 
This Breaſt from e foul deceitful Thoughts. 
O let me live. 


Cade. I feel remorſe in my ſelf with his Words; but-I'll. 


bridle it he ſhall die, and it be but for pleading. ſo well 
for his Lite. Away with him, he has a Familiar under 
his Tongue, he ſpeaks not a God's Name. Go, take him 


away I Tay, and ſtrike off his Head preiently, and then 


break into his Son- in-Law's Houſe, Sir James Cromer, and 
ſtrike off his Head, = bring them both upon two Poles 
hither. 

All. It ſhall be Ms 


Say. Ah Country-men, if e you make your Pray'rs, 


God ſhould beſo obdurate as your telyes, .  . 
How would it fare with your departed: Souls? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life. 


Cadę. Away with him. and do as I command ye: The 


proudeſt Peer of the Realm ſhall not wear a Head on his 
Shoulders, unleſs he pay me Tribute; there ſhall not a 


Maid be married, but ſhe ſhall pay me her Maidenhead 


eer they have it; Men ſhall hold of me in Capite. And 


we Charge and Command, that their Wives be as free 


as Heart can wiſh, or Tongue can tell. 

Dick. My Lord, ; 
When ſhall we go to Cheapf de, and take up Commodities 
upon our Bills; 

Cade, Marry preſently. 

All, O brave, 

Enter one with the Heads. 

.Cade But is not this brave? 
Let them kiſs one another; for they lov'd well 
When they-were alive : Now part them again, 
Leſt they conſult about the giving up 
Offome more Towns in France. Soldiers, 
Defer the ſpoil of the City until Night, 


For 
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For with theſe borne before us, inſtead of Maces, 

Will we ride through the Streets, and at every Corner 

Have them kiſs. Away. 3 [ Exeunf, 

Alarum, and Retreat, Enter again Cade, and all his 
— Rabblement. | 1 

Cade. Up Fiſbſtreet, down St. Magnes Corner, kill and 

knock down, throw them into Thames. | 
Sound a Parley 
What Noiſe is this I hear? 
Dare any be ſo bold to ſound Retreat or Parley, 
When! command them kill? 1 
Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will diſturb thee: 
Know, Cade, we come Ambaſſadors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haſt miſ-led, 

And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace. 
_Clif., What ſay ye, Country=men, will ye relent, 
And yield to Mercy, whilſt tis offered you, 
Or let a Rahble lead you to your Deaths? . 
Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon, 
_ Fling up his Cap, and ſay, God ſave his Majeſty ; 
Who hateth him, and honours not his Father, 
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his Weapon at us, and paſs b. 
Al. God ſave the King! God ſave the King! 
Cade, What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye ſo brave? 
And you, baſe Peaſants, do you believe him? will you 
needs be hang'd with your Pardons about your -Necks ? 
Hath my. Sword therefore broke through London Gates, 
that you ſhould leave me at the White-Hart in Southwath ? 
thought you would never have given out theſe Arms till 
you had recoyered your ancient Freedom: but you are 
all Recreants and Daſtards, and. delightto-live in Slavery 
to the Nobility. Let them break your Backs with Bur- 
thens, take your Houſes over your Heads, raviſh your 
Wivesand Daughters before your Faces. For me, 1 will 
make ſhift for one, and ſo God's Curſe light upon you al. 
All. We'll follow: Cade, © | 
Well follow Cade. . a 
Clif. Is Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth, as 
: : 1a 
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That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him? 
Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneſt of you Earls and Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to: 

Nor knows he ho to live, but by the Spoil, 
Unleſs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 

Wer't not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at jar, 


The feartul French, whom you late vanquiſhed, 


Should make a ſtart o'er. Seas, and vanquiſh you? 
Methinks already in this civil broil,- 
I ſee them Lording it in Londen Streets, 
Crying Villiago unto all they meet, 
Better ten thouſand baſe born Cades miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a Frenchmans Mercy. 
To France, to France, and ger what you have loſt; 
Spare England, for it is your native Coaſt. 
Henry hath Money, you are ſtrong and manly : 
God on our ſide, doubt not of Victory. 

All. A Clifford! a Clifford! 
We'll follow the King and Clifford. | 

Cade, Was ever Feather ſo lightly blown to and fro, as 
this multitude? The Name of Henry the Fifth hales them 
to an hundred Miſchiefs, and makes them leaye me de- 
folate. I ſee them lay their Heads together to ſurprize 
me. My Sword make way for me, for here is no ſtaying 3 
in deſpight of the Deyils ard Hell, haye through the yery 
midſt of you; and Heayens and Honour be Witneſs, that 
no want of Reſolution in me, but only my Followers 
baſe and ignominious Treaſons make me betake me to 
my Heels. : 977 5 [_Exit, 

Buck, What, is he fled? Go ſome and follow him. 
And he that brings his Head unto the King, 
Shall bave a thouland Crownsfor his Reward. , 

1 PE: ¶Exeunt ſome of them, 
Follow me, Soldiers; we'll deviſe a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the King. [ Exeunt omnes. 
Sound Trumpets, Enter king Henry, Lueen Margaret, 

and Somer iet cn the Terras. 3 

K. Henry. Was ever King that joy d an earthly Throne, 

And could command no niore Content than I ? 


* 


No 
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No looner was I crept out of my Cradle, 
But I was made a King at nine Months old : - 
Was never Subject long'd to be a King, N 
As I do long and wiſh to be a Subject. 
Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 
Buck, Health and glad Fidings to your Majeſty. 


K. Hen. Why Buckingham,isthe Traitor Cade ſurpriz'd > 


Or is he but retir'd to make him ſtrong? 
Enter Multitudes with Halte s about their Necks. 


Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his Powers do yield, 


And humbly thus with Halters on their Necks, 
Expect your Highneſs doom of Life or Death. 
K. Henry. Then, Heaven, ſet ope thy everlaſting Cates, 
To entertain my Vows of Thanks and praiſe. 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your Lives, 


And fhew'd how well you love your Prince and Country: 


Continue (tilt in this ſo good a Mind, 

And Henry, thou he be unfortunate, 

Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkind; 

And ſo with Thanks and Pardon to you all, 

I do diſmiſs you to your ſeveral Countries. 1 85 
All, God ſave the King, God ſave the King. 
. Enter Meſſenger. 8 05 
Meſ. Pleaſe it youg Grace to be advertiſed, 

The Duke of Trł is newly come from Ireland, 

And with a puiflant and mighty Power 

Of Gallow-glafles and ſtout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud Array: 

And ſtill proclaimeth, as he comes along, 

His Armsare only to remove from thee 

The Duke of Somerſet, he terms a Traitor. 

K. Henry. Thus ſtands my State, twixt Cade and P- 
Like to a Ship, that having *ſcap' d a Tempeſt. | diſtreſt, 
Is ſtraitway calim'd and boarded with a Pyrate, 
But now, is Cad? driven back, his Men diſpers'd, 
And now is Prł in Arms to lecond him. 

I pray thee Buckzngham, go and meet with him, 

And ask him what's the reaſon of theſe Arms: 

Tell him, Fll ſend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 

And Somerſet, we will commit thee thither, 


Until 


12 
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| For yet may England curſe my wretched Reign. 
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Until his Army be diſmiſt from him. 
Som. My Lord, | 
T'll yield my ſelf toPrifon willingly, 
Or unto Death to do my Country goed, 
K. Henry. In any caſe be not too rough in Terms, 
For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard Language. 
Buck, I will, my Lord, and doubt not ſo to deal, 
As all things ſhall redound unto your good. 
K. Henm. Come, Wife, let's in, and learn to govern better, 


[ Exeunt. 


Enter Jack Cade, 1 

Cade, Fy on Ambition; fy on my ſelf, that have a 
Sword, and yet am ready to famiſh, Theſe five Days 
have I hid me in theſe Woods, and durſt not peep out, 
for all the Country is laid for me: But now am I ſo hun- 
gry, that if I might have a leaſe of my Life for a thouſand 
Years, I could ſtay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick Wall 
have I climb'd into this Garden, to ſee it I can eat Graſs, 
or pick a Sallet another while, which is not amiſs to cool 
a Man's Stomach this hot Weather; and I think this word 
Sallet was born to do me good, for many a time but for a 
Sallet, my Brain-pan had been cleft with a brown Bill ; 
and many a time when have been dry, and bravely march- 
ing, it hath ſery'd me inſtead of a Quart- pot to drink in; 
and now the word Sallet muſt ſerve me to feed on. 

. Enter Iden. f 

Aen. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet Walks as theſe? 
This ſmall Inheritance my Father left me, 
Contenteth me, and's worth a Monarchy. 
I ſeek not to wax great by others waining, 
Or gather Wealth I care not with what Envy; 
Suffceth, that I have, maintains my State, 


And ſends the Poor well pleaſed from my Gate. 


Cade, Here's the Lord of the Soil come to ſeize me for 
a Stray, for entring his Fec-ſimple without leave. Ah 
Villain, thou wilt betray me, and get 1000/Crowns of the 
Kirg, by carrying my Head to him, but VI) make thee 
eat ron like an Oſtridge, and tiallow my Sword like a 
great Pin, ere thou and I part. 

175 D Iden. 
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Iden. Why, rude Companion, whatſoe'er thou be, 
I know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee ? 
Ist not enough to break into my Garden, 
And like a Thiet, to come to rob my Grounds, 
Climbing my Wallsin ſpight of me the Owner, 
But thouwilt braye me with theſe ſawcy Terms? 


Cade, Brave thee? Ay, bythe beſt Blood that ever was 


broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I have 
eat no Meat theſe five Days, yet come thou and thy five 
Men, and if I do not leave you as dead as a door Nail, I 
pray God I may never eat Graſs more, | 

Jaden. Nay, it ſhall n&er be ſaid, while England ſtands, 
That Alexander lden, an Eſquire of Kent, 5 
Took odds to combat a poor famiſh'd Man. 

Oppoſe thy ſtedfaſt gazing Eyes to mine, 

See if thou canſt out- face me with thy Looks : 

Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the leſſer: 

Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fiſt, 

Thy Leg a Stick compared with this Truncheon, 

My Foot ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, 

And if mire Arm be heaved in the Air, 

Thy Grave is digg'd already in the Earth: 

As for more Words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers Words, 


Loet this my Sword report what Speech forbears. 


Cade. By my Valour ; the moſt compleat Champion 
that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut 
not out the burly bon'd Clown in Chines of Beef, &er 
thou fleep in thy Sheath, I beleech Joue on my Knees 
thou may ſt be turned into Hobnails, 


Here they Fight, 


O lam flain! Famine and no other hath flain me, let ten 
thouſand Devils come againſt me, and give me but the 


ten Meals I have loſt, and I'd deke them all. Wither 
Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 


dwellin this Houſe, becauſe the unconquer d Soul of Cad: 


Jen. Ist Cade that I have lain, that monſtrous Traitor? 


Sword, 1 Will hollow thee for this thy Deed, 77 


And bang thee o'er my Tomb when J am dead. 
Ne er ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 


But 


ff hy a Jas 
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But thou ſhalt wear it as a Herald's Coat, | 
To emblaze the Honour which thy Maſter got. 

Cade. Iden farewel, and be proud of thy Victory: Tell 
Kent from me, ſhe hath loſt her beſt Man, and exhort all 
the World to be Cowards; for I that never fear d any, am 
vanquiſh'd by Famine, not by Valour. Dies. 

den. How much thou wrong ſt me, Heav'n be my judge; 
Die, damned Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee: 
And as I thruſt thy Body in with my Sword, 


So wiſh I, I might thruſt thy Soul to Hell. 


Hence will I drag thee headlong by the Heels. 
Unto a Dunghill, which ſhall be thy Grave, 
And there cut off thy moſt ungracious Head, 
Which I will bear in Triumph to the King, 


Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. [ Exit. 
Enter York, and his Army of iriſh, with Drum and 
| Colours, 


Trk. From Feland thus comes Terk to claim his Right, 
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry's Head. 
Ring Bells aloud, burn. Bonfires clear and bright, 
To entertain great England's lawful King. | 
Ah Sancta Majeſtes | who would not buy thee dear? 


Let them obey that know not how to Rule, 


T his hand was made to handle: nought but Gold. 

I cannot give due Action to my Words, 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 

A Scepter ſhall it have, have Ia Soul, 

On which 111 toſs the Flower-de-Luce: of France. 

1 Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here? Buckingham to diſturb me? 

The King hath ſent him ſure: 1 muſt diſſemble. 
Buck, Tirk, if thou meaneſt well, I greet thee well. 
Trk. Humphry of Buckingham, | accept thy greetings 

Art thou a Meſſenger, or come of Pleaſure? | 
Buck. A Meſſenger from Henry our dread Liege, 

To know the reaſon of theſe Arms in peace ? 

Or why, thou being a Subject, as I am, 

Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegiance ſworn, 

Should raiſe ſo great a Power without his Leave? 

Or dare to bring thy ou ſo near the Court? 


2 Terk, 
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Vr. Scarce ean I ſpeak, my Choler is ſo great. 
Oh, I could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint, 
T am ſo angry at theſe abje& Terms. 
And now like Ajax Telamonzius, ; 
On Sheep or Oxen could I ſpend my Fury. 
J am far better born than is the King: . 
More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. 
But I muſt make fair Weather yet a while, 
Till Henry be more weak, and I more ſtrong, 
O Buckingham! | prethee pardon me, 
That have given no Anſwer all this while; 
My Mind was troubled with deep Melarcholy. 
The cauſe why IL have brought this Army hither, 
Is to remove proud Somerſet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. | 
Buck, That is too much Preſumption on thy Part; 
But if thy Arms be to no other end, 
The King hath yielded unto thy Demand: 
The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower, 
Pri. Upon thine: Honour, is he Priſoner ? 
Buck, Upon mine Honour he is Prifoner, 
Pr. Then, Buckingham, I do diſmiſs my Powers. 
Soldiers, L thank you all; diſperſe your ſelypes; 
Meet me to morrow in St. Georges Field, 5 
Vou ſhall have Pay, and every thing you wi 
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Hen, 
Command my eldeſt Son, nay all my Sons, 
As pledges of my Fealty and my Love. 
I'll tend them all as willing as I livre, 
Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armour, any thing I have 
Is his to uſe, ſo Smerſet may di. 
Buck. York, I commend this kind Submiſſion, 
We twain will go into his Highneſs Tent. 
| Enter King Henry aud Attendants. 


That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm? 
Terk, In all ſubmiſſion and humility, Þ__ 
Tr doth prefent himſelf unto your Highneſs. 
K. Henn. Then what intend theſe Forces thou doſt bring? 
Wk, To have the Traitor Scmerſet from hence, : 
5 An 


[ Aides 


K. Henry, Buckingham, doth E-! intend no harm to us, 


hd Wl A 
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And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebel cade, 


V hom ſince I heard to be difcomfited. 


| Enter Iden with Cade's Head. 
den. If one fo rude, and of ſo mean Condition 

May pals into the Preſence of. a King; 

Lo, I preſent your Grace a Traitor's Head, 

The Head of Cade,. whom I in Combat flew. . 

k. Henry.. The Head of Cade ? great God! how juſt 
art thou 2 | 

O let me view his Viſage being dead, 

That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 

Tell me, my Friend, art thou the Man that flew him? 
Iden. I was, an't like your Majeſty. 

K. Henry. How art thou calld? And what is thy Degreea 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my Name, | 
A poor Eſquire of Kent that loves the King. 
Buck. So pleaſe it you, my Lord, twere not amiſs 
He were created Knight for his good Service. 
K. Henry. Iden, kneel down; riſe up a Knight: 
We give thee for Reward a thouſand Marks, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
Iden. May Iden live to merit ſuch 2 Bounty, 

And never live but true unto bis Liege. 
Enter Queen Margaret and Somerſet, | 
K. Henry. SeeBuckingham,Somerſet comes with the Queer; 

Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. | 

Mar. For thouſand Trks he ſhall not hide his Head, 

But boldly ſtand and front him to his Face. 

Vrk. How now? Is Somerſet at liberty? 

Then, Terk, unlooſe thy long impriſoned Thoughts, 

And let thy Tongue be equal with thy Heart. 

Shall. J endure the ſight of Somerſet? 

Falſe King; why halt thou broken Faith with me, 

Knowing how hardly I can brook abuſe? | 

King did 1 call thee ? No, thou art no King: 

Not fit to govern and rule Multitudes, 

Which durit not, no nor canſt not rule a Traitor. 

{hat Head of thine doth not become a Crown: 

Ihy Hand is made to graſp a Palmer's Staff, 

And not to grate an awful Princely Scepter. 

4 hat Gold: muſt round eogirt thele Brows of mine, | 

x. = Whoſe 
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W hoſe ſmile and frown, like to Achilles Spear, 
Ts able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a Hand to hold a Scepter up, 

And with the ſame to act controlling Laws: 

Give place; by Heay'n thou ſhalt rule no more 


O'er him whom Heav'n created for thy Ruler. 1 
Som. O monſtrous Traytor! J arreſt thee Nrk, 0 
Of Capital Treaſon gainſt the K ing and Crown; 1 
Obey, audacious Traytor, kneel for Grace. 1 
Nrk. Would'ſt have me kneel ? Firſt, let me ask of thee, L 
If they can brook, I bow a knee to Man! 
Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my Bail: 
I know, ere they will let me go to ward, A 
They'll pawn their Swords for my Enfranchiſement. 1 
Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amain, 
To ſay, if that the Baſtard Boys of Ert | R 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 1 
Nr. O Blood beſpotted Neapolitan, H 
Out-caſt of Naples, England's bloody Scourge; A 
The Sons of Terk, thy Betters in their Birth, If 
Shall be their Father's Bail, and bane to thoſe ; 
That for my Surety will refuſe the Boys. A 
3 Enter Edward and Richard. | 
See where they come, I'll warrant they'll make it good, 
| n Enter Clifford. | O! 
. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their Bail. - 
Cliff. Health and all Happineſs to my Lord the King. W 
Trk. I thank thee, Clifford, Say, what News with thee ? Ar 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry Look : | O] 
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again If 
For thy miſtaking A we pardon thee, | | W. 
Clif. This is my King, rk, I do not miſtake, W. 
But thou miſtak ſt me much to think I do; An 
To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad ? | WI 
K. Henry. Ay, Clifferd, a Bedlam and ambitious humour Or 
Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. Fo 
Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the lower, Th 
And crop away that fa&ious Pate of his. 
O. Mar. He is arreſted, hut will not obey; Th 


His Sons, he ſays, ſhall give their Words for him. * 
155 &. 
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Tok. Will you not, Sons? 
E. Plan. Ay, noble Father, if our Words will ſerve. 
R. Plan, And if Words will not, then our Weapons ſhall. 
Clif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here ? 
Pr. Look ina Glaſs, and call thy Image fo. 
Jam the King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor; 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 
That with the very ſhaking of their Chains 
They may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curs : 
Bid Salisbum and Warwick eome to me. 
Enter the Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 
Clif. Are theſe thy Bears? We'll beat thy Bearsto deaths 
And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, 
If thou dar'ſt bring them to the baiting place. 
R. Plan. Oft have I ſeen a hot o'er weening Cur 
Run back and bite, becduſe he was with-held, 
Who being ſuffer d with the Bear's fell Paw, 
Hath clapt his Tail betwixt his Legs and cry d: 
And ſuch a piece of Service will you do, 
If you oppoſe your ſelves to match Lord Warwzck.. 
; Clif. Hence, heap of Wrath, foul indigeſted Lump, 
As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape. 
Jork. Nay, we ſhall heat you thoroughly anon. 
Clif. Take heed, leſt by your heat you burn your ſelves, 
K. Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy Knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salisbury, ſhame tothy Silver Hair, | | 
Thou mad Miſ-leader of thy Brain-fick Son, | 
What, wilt thou on thy Death-bed play the Ruffian ? 
And ſeek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles? 
Oh where is Faith? Oh where is Loyalcy & 
If it be baniſh'd from the froſty Head, | 
Where ſhall it find a Harbour in the Earth? 
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War, 
And ſhame thine honourable Age with Blood ? 
Why art thou old, and want'ſt Experience? 
Or wherefore doſt abuſe it, if thou haſt it? 
For ſhame, in duty bend thy Knee to me, 
That bows unto the Grave with milky Age. 
Sal. My Lord, I have conſidered with my ſelf, 
The Title ofthis moſt renowned Duke, 


And 
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| And in m y Conſcience do repute his Grace, 


The rightſul Heir to England's Royal Seat. 
K. Henry, Haſt thou not (worn Allegiance unto me? 
Fal. I have, 


K. Henry, Canſt thou diſpence with. Heayen for ſuch an 


Sal. It is great Sin to ſwear unto a Sin; [Oatha 
But greater Sin to keep a ſinful Oath : ; 
Who can be bound by any ſolemn Vow. 


| To do a murd'rous Deed, to rob a Man, 
To force a ſpotlels Virgin's: Chaſtity, 


To reave the Orphan of his Patrimony, 
To wring the Widow. from her cuſtom'd Right, 


And have no other reaſon for his wrong, 
But that he was bound by a ſolemn Oath ? 


£2. Mar. A ſubtle Traitor needs no Sophiſter.. 

K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himſelf, 

T:rk. Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou haſt, 
J am refolv'd for Death or Dignity. 


Old Clif. The farſt, I.warrant thee; if Dreams prove true. 


War. You were beſt go to Bed, and dream again, 
To keep. thee from the I empeſt ofthe Field. 
OldClif. I am reſolv'd to bear a greater Storm, 
Than any thou canſt Conjure up to day: 
And that I'll write upon thy Burgonet, 


Mig bt. I but know thee by thy Houſe's Badge. 


Mar. Now by my Father's Badge, old Nevis Creſt; 
The rampant Bear chain 'd to the ragged Staff, 
This day i'll wear aloft my Burgonet, | 
As on a Mountain Top, the Cedar ſheiys, 

That keeps his Leaves in ſpight of any Storm, 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 
Old Clif. And from thy Burgonet I'll rend thy Bear, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. 
J. Clif. And ſo to Arms, victorious noble Father, 
To quel the Rebels and their Complices. 8 
R. Plan. Fie, Charity for ſhame, ſpeak not in ſpight, 
Por you ſhall ſup with Jeſu Chriſt to Night. 
J. Clif. — Stigmatick, that's more than thou canſt 
tell. 4 


R. Plan, 


SA 
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R. Plan. It not in Heay'n you'll ſurely ſup in Hell. 
| [ Exeunt. 
| Enter Warwick, 
War. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick calls; 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Bear. 
Now when the angry Trumpet ſounds Alarum, 
And dying Mens cries do fill the empty Air, 
Clifford, I ſay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarſe with calling thee to Arms. 
Enter York. 

War, How now, my noble Lord? what all a foot 2 

Pre. The deadly handed Cliffcrd flew my Steed: 
But match to match I have encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion, Kites and Crows, 
Even of the bonny Beaſt he low'd fo well, 

Enter Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. ] 

Tri. Hold Warwick: ſeek thee out ſome other Chaſe, 
For I my ſelf muſt hunt this Deer to death. 

Var. Then nobly Terk, tis for a Crown thou fight'ſt: 
As J intend, Clifford, to thrive to day, 2 : 
It grieves my Soul to leave thee unaſſail d. [Exit War. 

Cliff. What ſeeſt thou in me, Pe? 

Why doſt thou pauſe ? 

Erb, With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in Love, 
But that thou art ſo faſt mine Enemy. 

Clif. Nor ſhould thy Proweſs want praiſe and eſteem, 
But that 'tis ſhewn ignobly, and in Treaſon, 

Terk. So let it help me now againit thy Sword, 

As I inJuſtice, and true Right expreſs it. 

Cliff. My Soul and Body on the Action both. 

Pre. A dreadful lay, addreſs thee inſtantly. i 

Clif. La fin Corronne les æuvres. Dies. 

Trk., Thus War hath given thee peace, for thou art ſtill; 

Peace with his Soul, Heav'n, if it be thy will. 
| En er young Clifford. 

J. Clif. Shame and Confuſion, all is on the rout, 

Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds 


Where it ſhould guard. O War! thou Son of Hell, 
Whom 


A 
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Whom angry Heav'ns do make their Miniſter, Fig 


Throw in the frozen boſoms of our Part, 
Hot Ooals of Vengeance. Let no Soldiers flie. 
AN He that is tiuly dedicate to War | wh 
Hath no Self-loye ; nor he that loves himſelt, 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, 3 
The name of Valour. O let the vile World end, 8 | 
And the premiſed Flames of the laſt day, A Ne 
Knit Earth and Heav'n together. 1 
Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaſt, By 
Particularities, and_petty ſounds | 
To ceaſe. Waſt thou ordained, O dear Father, ; If 
Jo loſe thy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve Of 
The Silver Livery of adviſed Age. „ FE 
And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus | We 
To die in Rufhan Battel? Even at this fight, An 
My Heart is turn'd to Stone; and while tis mine, M 
It ſhall be tony. Pr not our old Men ſpares : 
Ne more will I their Babes, Tears V irginal, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire; | 0 
And Beauty, that the Tyrant oſt reclaims, I vi 
Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oil and Flax. But 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity, Rei 
Meet I an Infant of the Houſe of Pk, | | Aw 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it, | To 
As wild Medea, young Abſirtus did. Aw 
In Cruelty will 1 ſeek out my Fame. Ala 
Come thou new ruin of old Clifford s Houſe : | 
As did Zneas old Anchiſes bear, 1 
So bear | thee. upon my manly Shoulders; Th 
But then Æneas bare a living load:; | 1 
Nothing lo heavy as theſe woes of wine; [ Exit: A 8 
Enter Richard. Pla tagenet, and Somerſet to fight. 12 
R. Plan So, lye thou there: [Somerſet is kill d. mg 
For underneath an. Ale-houſe paltry Sign, Thr 
The Caſtie in St. Albans, Somerſet | Th 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his Death; re : 
Sword hold thy Temper ; Heart, be wrathful ill :- "Ig 


Prieſts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill. 


Fight, Ane 
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Fight, Excurſions, Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 

| | and others. ' 

9. Mar. Away, my Lord, you are flow, for ſhame a- 
way. | 
K. Henry. Can we out- run the Heay'ns? Good Mar- 
garet, ſtay. . 4 

2. Mar. What are you made of? You'll not fight nor fly: 
Now is it Manhood, Wiſdom, and Defence, 
T give.the Enemy Way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly: _ 

| P [ Alarum afar if. 

If you be ta'en, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 
Of all our Fortunes; but if we haply ſcape, 
As well we may, if not through your neglect, 
We ſhall to London get, where you are lov'd, 
And where this breach new in our Fortune's made, 
May readily be ſtopt. | 


Clif. But that my heart's on future Miſchief ſet. 
I would ſpeak Blaſphemy ere bid you fly; 
But fly you muſt: Uncurable diſcomfit 
Reigns in the Hearts of all our preſent parts. 
Away for your relief, and we will live 
To lee their Day, and them our fortune give. 
Away my Lord, away. [ Exeunt. 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Vork, Richard Plantagenet, Ware 
wick, and Soldiers with Drum and Colours. 


Vork. Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 
That Winter Lion, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contuſions, and all bruſh of time: 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, 
Repairs him with oecaſion. This happy day 
Is not itlelf, nor have we won one Foot, 
If Salisbury be loſt. 

R. Plan. My noble Father, © 
Three times to day I hope him to his Horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him ; thrice I led him off, 
Perſwaded him from any further Act: 
But till where Danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houle, 
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So was his Will in his old feeble Body. 
But noble as he is, look where he comes, 
35 Enter Salisbury. | 
Sal. Now, by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to day; 
By th Maſs ſo did we all. I thank you Richard, 
God knows how long it is 1 have to live; 
And it hath pleas'd him that threetimes to day 
You have deſended me from imminent Death. 
Well Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
*Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing Nature, 
Nr. I know our ſafety is to follow them, 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purſue him ere the Writs go forth. 
W hat ſays Lord Farwick, ſhall we after them? 
Par. After them! nay, before them, it we can: 
Now by my Hand, Lords, twas a glorious Day. 
St. Alban's Battel won by famous Jork, 
Shall beeterniz'd in all Age to come. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more ſuch Days as theſe to us befall. [ Exeunt. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


K ING Henry VI. 1 
1 Son to the King, and Prinee of Wales. 
Duke of Somerſet, if % 
oy * 1 
arl o or f . 
Tal of Exer . 5 Lords of King Henry's ſide. 
Earl of Weſtmoreland, 
Lord Clifford, 
Earl of Richmond, a Youth, afterwards Kin g Henry VII. | 
Richard, Duke of York. | | . 
FKdward, eldeſt Son to the Duke of York, afterwards King Edward IV. 
George, Duke of Clarence, ſecond Son- to the Duke of York. 
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Richard, Duke of Glouceſter, third Son to the Duke of Vork, af . 


} terwards King Richard III. | 
Edmund, Earl of Rutland, youngeſt Son to the Duke of York, 
Duke of Norfolk, | 
Marqueſs of Montague, 

Earl of Warwick, | | | 
Earl of Salisbury, Of the Duke of York's Party. 
Earl of Pembroke, | 

Lord Haſtings, 

Lord Stafford, 3 

Sir John Mortimer, | 3 

Sir Hug Mortimer, 5 © Vncle to the Duke of York, 

Sir William Stanly, afterwards Earl of Derby, 

Lord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray, 
Sir John Montgomery. | 
3 8 the Tower. 

Mayor of Coventry. 

Kaye: and 8 fl of York. : 
Humphry and Sinklo, two Huntſ{mep,” jj 


| | : 5 
Lewis King of France. bo ME yy 
Bourbon, Adniral af Francfte. FL 582 ky 
r N 
N ory 3 80 . 


Queen Margaret | i” On. 
Bona, Siſter to the French King. by, oe. LP af | 
Lady Gray, ” hae of Sir Richard Gray, afterwards Queen to Ed- 


Soldiers and other Attendants on King Henry, and King 
Edward. ; 


In Part of the Third Act the SCENE is 


laid in France, during all the reſt of the 


Play in England. 
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The Third PART of 

. 
king HENRTVL 
eee 

Ar 
Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Edward, 


Richard, Norfolk, Mountague, War- 
wick, and Soldiers. 


wonder how the King eſ- 
cap d our Hands? 

— 2 Terk. While we purſt d the 
w N | A. Horſemen ofthe North, 
He lily ſtole away, and left 
2 his Men: 
Whereat the great Lord of 
| l Northumberland, 

Whoſe warlike Ears could never brook Retreat, 
go I Chear'd up the drooping Army, and himſelf, 
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breaſt, = _ 
Charg'd our main Battel's Front; And breaking in 
8 Were by the Swords of common Soldiers ſlain. ; 
Edw. Lord Stafford's Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
6 either flain or wounded dangerous. 
I cleft his Beaver with a down-right blow: 
That this is true, Father behold his Blood, | 
A 2 d Mount, 
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1 The Third Part f 


' Mount. And, Brother, here's the Earl of A iltſbire'sBlood, 


Whom I encountred as the Battels join d. 
*. Rich, Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did, 

Nrk. Richard hath beſt delery'd of all my Sons: 
But is his Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſet? 

Norf. Such hope have all the Line of John of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to ſhake King Henry's Head, 

War. And ſo do I, victorious Prince of Tork. 
Before I ſee thee ſeated in the Throne, 

Which now the Houſe of Lancaſter uſurps, 

I yow by Heav'n, theſe Eyes ſhall never cloſe. 
This is the Palace of the fearful King, | 
And this the Regal Seat; poſſeſs it York, 

For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs. 

York, Aſſiſt me then, ſweet Warwick, and I will; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 
| 3 We ll all aſſiſt you, he that flies ſhall die. 

Tork. Thanks gentle Norfolk; ſtay by me my Lords, 
And Soldiers ſtay and lodge by me this Night. | 
| Ten ge . 
War. And when the King comes, offer him no violence, 
Unleſs he ſeek to thruſt you out by force. 

Tork. The Queen this Day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks we ſhall be of her Counſel; 

By Words or Blows here let us win our Right. 

Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within this Houſe, 
Mar. The bloody Parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
Unleſs Plantagenet, Duke of York, be King, 

And baſhful Henry depos d, whole Cowardiſe 
Hath made us by-words to our Enemies, 
Tork. Then leave me not, my Lords, be reſolute, 
I mean to take Poſſeſſion of my Right. | 

War. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beſt, 

The proudeſt He that holds up Lancaſter, 

Dares ſtir a Wing, if Warwick ſhake his Belliss. 

I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dare: 

Reſolve thee Richard, claim the Engliſh Crown. 

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weſtmor- 
land, Exeter, and others, i 

K. Henry. My Lords, look where the ſturdy Rebel ſits, 
Even in the Chair of State; belike he means, 

Back d by the Power of Warwick, that falſe Peer, 
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King HENRY VI. | 5 


To aſpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King, 
Earl of Northumberland, he ſlew thy Father, 
And thine, Lord CIifford, and you have both yow'd revenge 
On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
North. If I he not, Heav'ns be reveng' d on me. 
Cliff. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in Steel. 


Weſt. What, ſhall we ſuffer this? Let's pluck bim down. 


My Heart for anger burns, | cannot brook it. 
K. Hen, Be patient, gentle Earl of H eſt morland. 
Clif. Patience ts for Poltroons, and ſuch is he : 
He durſt not fit there had your Father liv! “. 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Let us afſai the Family of Vert. 1 55 
North, Well haſt thou ſpoken, Couſin be it ſo. 
K. Hen. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
Ard they have Troops of Soldiers at their beck? 
Weſt. But when the Duke is ſlain, they'll quickly fly. 


K. Fen. Far be the thought of this from Henry s Heart, 


To make a Shambles of thz Parliament Houſe, 

Coufin of Exeter, Frowns, Words, ard Threats, 

Shall be the War that Henry means to uſe, *- 

Thou fatiousDuke of York, deſcend my Throne. To the Duke 

And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 

Jam thy Soveraign. - | 
Hrk. Henry, I am thine. | 

1 For ſhame come down, he made thee Duke of 

ork, | 
Tork. It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was. 
Exe. Thy Facher was a Traitor to the Crown. 
Var. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crown, 

In following this uſurpirg Henry, | 
Clif. Whom ſhould he follow, but his natural King ? 
War. True Clifford, and that's Richard Duke of Verk. 
K. Hen. And ſhall I ſtand, and thou fit in my Throne? 
Tork. It muſt and ſhall be fo, content thy (elf, 

War. Be Duke of Lancaſter, let him be King. 

Weſt. He is both King and Duke of Lancaſter, 
And that the Lord of Veſtmerland ſhall maintain. 

War. And Warwick ſhall diſprove it. You forget 
That we are thoſe which chas'd you from the Field, 
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6 The Third Part of 


And flew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 

 March'd through the City to the Palace Gates. 

_  Nerth, Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my Grief, 

And by his Soul, thou and thy Houſe ſhall rue it. 

wefl, Plantaganet, of thee and theſe thy Sons, 

Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, I'll have more Livet 

Than drops of Blood were in my Father's Veins. 

Qt. Urge it no more, leſt that inſtead of Words 

I ſend thee, Warwick, ſuch a Meſſenger, : 

As ſhall revenge his Death before I ſtir. 
War. Poor Cliffcrd! how I ſcorn his worthleſs Threats, 
York. Will you, we ſhew our Title to the Crown? 

If not, our Swords ſhall plead it in the Field. 

K. Henry. What Title haſt thou, Traitor, to the Crown? 

Thy Father was, as thou art, Duke of Tork, 

Thy Grandfather Reger Mortimer, Earl of March, 

I am the Son of Henry the Fifth, + 

VM ho made the Dauphin and the French to ſtoop, 

And ſeiz d upon their Towns and Provinces 
War. Talk not of France, ſith thou haſt loſt it all. 

K. Henry. The Lord Protector loſt it, and not I; 

When wascrown'd I was but nine Months old. 

Rich. You are old enough now, 
And yet methinks you loſe: Bo 1 
Father, tear the Crown from the Uſurper's Head. 
E dw, Sweet Father do fo, ſet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, JE 

As thou lov'ſt and honoureſt Arms, 

Let's fight it out, and not ſtand caveling thus. 


Rich, Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King will 


l. Sons Peace. | 
K. Hen. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to ſpeak. 
ar. Plantagenet ſhall ſpeak firſt: Hear him Lords, 
And be you ſilent and attentive too, | 
For he that interrupts him, ſhall not live. 
K. Hen. I hink ſt thou that I will leave my kingly Throne, 
Wherein my Grandſire and my Father ſat? 
No ; firſt hall War unpeople this my Realm; 
Ay, and their Colours often born in France, 
And now in England, to our Hearts great Sorrow, 
Shall be my Winding-ſneet: Why faint you, Lords? 


My 
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King HENRY VI. "= 
My Title's good, and better far than his. 


War. But prove it, Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 
K. Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crown. 


# Trk. Twas by Rebellion againſt his King. 


K. Hen, I know not what ro ſay, my Title's weak: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ? 
Jerk. What then? | | 
K. Hen. And if he may, then am I lawful King 
For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
Reſign d the Crown to Hum the Fourth, 


Mhoſe Heir my Father was, and I am his. 


rk. He role againſt him, being his Soveraign, 
And made him to reſign his Crown perforce. 
War. Suppoſe, my Lords, he did it unconſtrain'd, 
Think you twere prejudicial to his Crown? | 
Exe. No; for he could not ſo reſign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir ſnould ſucceed and reign. 
K. Henry, Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter? 
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Tr. Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anſwer not? 
Exe. My Conſctence tells me, he is lawful King. 
K. Henry. All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 
North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou lay'ſt, 


Think not, that Hen y ſnall be ſo depos'd. 


Var. Depos d he ſhall be, in deſpite of all. 
Nerth. Thou art deceiy'd : 
Tis not thy Southern Power | 
Of Eſſex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 
Which makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, 
Can ſet the Duke up in deſpight of me. 3 
Cliff, King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 


Lord Clifford yows to fight in thy defence; 


May that Ground gape, and ſwallow mealive, 
Where I ſhall kneel to him that ſlew my Father. | 
K. Hen. Oh Clifford, how thy words revive my Heart. 


Jork. Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy Crown: 


What mutter you, or what conlpire you, Lords? 
War. Do right unto this princely Duke of Jork, 

Or I wih fill the Houle with armed Men. 

And o'ef the Chair of State, where now he its, 

Write/up his Title with uſurping Blood. 


[Heſtamps with his Foot, andthe Soldiers ſbe w themſees. 
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And die in Bands, 


8 De Third Part of 


EK. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word; 
Let me for thistime reignas King. 
erk. Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs, 
And thou ſhalt reign in quiet while thou liv'ſt. 
K. Hen y. I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceaſe. I 
Clif. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son? 
War. What good is this to England, and himſelf? 
Weft, Baſe, tearful, and deſpairing Henry ! 
if. How haſt thou injur d both thy ſelf and us! 
Weſt. I cannot ſtay to hear theſe Articles. | 
Nerth. Nor J. 


Clif. Come Couſin, let us tell the Queen theſe News. 


Veſt. Fare wel, faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whoſe cold Blood no ſpark of Honour bides. 
North, Be thou a res unto the Houſe of York, 
or this unmanly deed. 
Clif. In dreadful War, may'ſt thou be overcome, 
Or live in Peace abandon'd and deſpis d. 
U Exeunt Nor, Cliff. Weſtm, 
War, Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not. 
Exe. They ſeek revenge, and therefore will not yield. 
K. Henry. Ah Exeter | now 
War. Why ſhould you ſigh, my Lord? 


Ei. Henry. Not for my felt, Lord Warwick, but my Son, 
Whom U unnturally ſhall diſinherit. 
But be it as it may; | here entail 


The Crewn to thee, and to thine Heirs for ever: 

Conditionally, that here thou take an Oath, 

To ceaſe this Civil War; and whilſt I live, 

To honour me asthy King and Soveraign: 

Neither by Treaſon nor Hoſtility, - 

To ſeek to put me down, and reign thy ſelf, | 
Tork. This Oath I willingly take, and will perform. 


War. Long live King Henry : Plantagenet, embrace him. 


K. Hen. And long live thou, and theſe thy forward Sons. 

York, Now Tirk and Lancaſter are reconcil'd. 

Exe. Accurſt be he that ſeeks to make them Foes. 
Snet. Here they come down. 

York. Farewel, my gracious Lord, I'll to my Caſtle. 

War. And I'll keep London with my Soldiers, 

Nerf. And I to Nerfclt with my Followers. 


Mount. ; 
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King HEXXT VI. 9 
Mount. And I unto the Sea from whence I came. [Ex · 
K. Henry. And | with Grief and Sorrow to the Court. 


. Enter the Queen, and the Prince of Wales 


Exe. Here comes the Queen, 
Whoſe Looks bewray her Anger: 
II ſteal away. | 
K. Henry, Exeter ſo will I. | [ Goings 
Queen. Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee 
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ſtay. 
Queen. Who can be patient inſuch Extreams ? 
Ah wretched Man ! would I had dy'd a Maid, 
And never ſeen thee, never born thee Son, 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd fo unnatural a Father. 
Hath he deſerv'd to looſe his Birth-right thus? 
Hadſt thou but loy'd him half ſo much as I, 
Or felt that Pain which I did for him once, 
Or nouriſht him, as 1 did with my Bloed ; 
Thou wouldſt have left thy deareſt Heart-blood there, 
Rather than made that Savage Duke thine Heir, 
And difinkerited thine only Son. | 
Prince. Father, you cannot diſinherit me: 
If you be King, why ſhould not I ſucceed ? 
K. Henry, Pardon me Margaret, pardon me, ſweet Son; 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc'd me. 
£ueen. Enforce thee ? art thou King, and wilt be fore d; 
I ſhame to hear thee ſpeak; ah timorous Wretch 
Thou haſt undone thy ſelf, thy Son, and me. 
And given unto the Houle of Tirk ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt Reign but by their Sufferance, 
Ta entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 
What is it, but to make thy Sepulcher, 
And creep into-it far before thy time? 
Var wick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Cala, 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow Sas, 
The Duke is made Protector of the Realm, 
And yet ſhalt thou he fafe ? ſuch ſafety finds 
The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 
Had I been there, which am a filly Woman, | 
The Soldiers ſhould have tols'd me on their Pikes, 
Before 1 wou'd have granted to that Act. 
But thou preferr'it thy Lite before thine Honour: 
A 5 And 


10 _ The Third Part of 
And ſeeing thou doſt, I here divorce my (elf; 
Both from thy Table, Henm, and thy Bed, 
Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, 
Whereby my Son is difinherited,, | 
The Northern Lords, that have forſworn thy Colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they ſee them ſpread : 
And ſpread they ſhall be, to thy foul Diſgrrce, 
And utter ruin of the Houſe of rk, 
Thus do I leave thee ; come Son, let's away, 
Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them. | 
K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me ſpeak. 
Queen. T how haſt ſpoke too much already; get thee 
NE. 
| TN * Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ſtay with me? 
Queen. Ay, to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
Pnince. When J return with Victory from the Field, 
Ill ſee your Grace; till then I'll follow her. | 
Queen. Come, Son, away, we may not linger thus. 
¶Exeunt Queen and Prince. 


K. Henry, Poor Queer, 
Now love to me, and to her Son, | 
Hath made her break out into terms of Rage. 
Reveng'd may ſhe be on that hateful Duke, 
Whole haughty Spirit, winged with deſire, 
Will coſt my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 
Tire on the Fleſh of me, and of my Son, 
The loſs of thoſe three Lords torments my Heart; 
Ell write unto them, and intreat them fair; 
Tome, Couſin, you ſhall be the Meſſenger, 

Exe. And J hope ſhall reconcile them all. [Exit 

Enter. Richard, Edward, and Mountague. 

Rich. Brother, though I be youngeſt, give me leave. 

Edw. No, I can better play the Orator. 

Mount. But I have Realonsſtrong and forcible. 

Enter the Duke. of York. . 

Verk. Why, how now Sons and Brother, at a ſtrife? 
W hat is your Quarrel? how began it firſt? 

Edw. No Quarrel, hut a ſlight Content ion. 

Vr. About what ? | 

Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and us, 
The Crown of England, Father, which is yours. 

York, Mine, Buy? not till King Henry be dead, 
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It will out- run you, Father, in the end. 


Before a true and lawful Magiſtrate, 


Until the white Roſe that I wear be dy d 


Brother, thou ſhalt to London preſently, 


King HENRY VI. 11 


Nich. Your Right depends not on his Life, or Death. 
Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the Houſe of Lancaſter leave to breathe, 


Terk, I took an Oath, that he ſhould quietly Reign. 

E dw. But for a Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 

I would break a thouſand Oaths to Reign one Year. 
Rich, No; God forbid your Grace ſhouid be forſworn. 
Fork. I ſhall be if I claim by open War. | | +: 
Rich. Vl! prove the contrary, if you'll hear me ſpeak.. 
Tork, Thou cant not, Son, it is impoſſible. 
Rich. An Oath is of no moment, being not took. 


That hath Authority over him that Swears, 
Henry had none, but did uſurp the Place, 
Then ſeeing twas he that made you to depoſe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 0 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 10 
How ſweet a Thing it is to wear a Crown, | 
Within whole Circuit is Elyium, 

And all that Poets feign of Bliſs and Joy. 
Why do we linger thus? I cannotreſt, 


RO 


Even in the lukewarm Blood of Henry's Heart. 
Tork. Richard enough: I will be King, or die, 


And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. 

Thou, Richard, ſhall go to the Duke of Norfolk 

And tell him privily of our Intent. 

You, Edward, ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kentiſbmen will willingly rile.. 

In them I truſt; for they are Soldiers, 

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. 

While you are thus employ'd, what reſteth more, 

But that 1 feek Occaſion how to rite ? 

And yet the King not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the t:oule of Lancaſter. 1 

Enter Gabriel, 1 

But ſtay, what News? why com'ſt thou in ſuch pol ? 
Gab, The Queen, 

With all the Northern Earls and Lords, | I 

Intend here to beſiege you in your Caſtle. ö 
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She is hard by, with rwenty thouſand Men; 
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my Lord. 
Terk. Ay, with my Sword, 
What think'ﬆ thou that we fear them? 
Edward and Richard, you ſhall ſtay with me, 
My Brother Montague ſhall poſt to Londen. 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reſt, 
Whom we have leſt Protectors of the King, 
With powerful Policy ſtrengthen themſelves, 
And truſt not to ſimple Henry, nor his Oaths.' 
Mount. Brother I go: I'll win them fear it not. 
And thus moſt humbly I do take my leave. | 
5 | [Exit Mountague. 
Enter Sir John Mortimer, and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 
Pr. Sir Jobn, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy Hour. 8 
1 he Army of the Queen means to beſiege us. | 
Sir John, She ſhall not need, we'll meet her in the Field. 
Verk. What, with five thouſand Men? 
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Woman's General; what ſhould we fear? 


Edw. I hear their Drums: 
Let's ſet our Men in order, | 
And iflue forth, and bid them Battel ſtreight. 

Vril. Five Men to twenty, though the odds be great, 

I doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Battethaye I won in France, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one. 
Why ſhould I not now have the like Succeſs? 
| [Alarm. Exit. 
Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 

Rut. Ah, whither ſhall I flie to ſcape their Hands? 

Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes. 
Enter Clifford. 5 

Clif. Chaplain, away, thy Prieſthood ſaves thy Life; 
As for the Brat of this accurſed Duke, ; 

V hoſe Father flew my Father, he ſhall die. | 
Tuer. Ard, I my Lord, will bear him Company. 

Clif, Soldiers, away with him. 

Tutor. Ah Cliffo: d, murther not this innocent Child, 


Leſt thou be hated both of God and Man. [ Exit. 
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Clif. How now? He is dead already? 

Or is it fear that makes him cloſe his Eyes? 

I'll open them. | 
Rut. So looks the pent-up Lion o'er the Wretch, 

That trembles under his devouring Paws: : 

And ſo he walks, inſulting o'er his Prey, 

And ſo he comes to rend his Limbs aſunder. 

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword, 

And not with ſuch a cruel threatning Look. 

Sweet Clifford, hear me ſpeak before I die: 

I am too mean a ſubject of thy Wrath, 

Be thou reveng'd on Men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou ſpeak'ſt, poor Boy: 

My tather's Blood hath ſtopt the Paſſage 

Where thy Words ſhould enter. 

Rut. Then let my Father's Blood open it again, 

He is a Man, and Clifford cope with him. | 
Clif, Had I thy Brethren here, their Lives and thine - 

Were not revenge ſufficient for me: z 

No, if I digg'd up thy Fore-Fathers Graves, 

And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 

It could not flake mine Ire, nor caſe my Heart. 

The ſight of any of the Houſe of Terk, | 

Is as a Fury to torment my Soul: 

And *till I root out their accurſed Line, 

And leave not one alive, I liye in Hell. 

Therefore „% 3-44 55 

Kat. O let me pray before I take my Death: 

To thee, I pray ſweet Clifford pity me. 
Clif, Such pity as my Rapier's Point affords. 
Ret. I never did thee harm; why wilt thou ſlay me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath. e : 
Rut. But twas ere I was born. 


— 


Clif. No cauſe? thy Father flew my Father, therefore die. 


Rat. Dii faciant, laudis ſumma, ſit iſta tu, | Stabs him. 
Clif. Plantagenet, I come, Plantagenet. | 


And 
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And this thy Son's Blood cleaving to my Blade, 
Shall ruſt upon my Weapon, till thy Blood | 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. [ Exit. 
Alarum. Enter Richard Duke of York. 
Pr. The Army of the Queen hath got the Field: 
My Uncles both are ſlain in reſcuing me, 
And all my Followers, to the eager Foe - 
Turn back, and fly, like Ships before the Wind, 
Or Lambs purſu'd by hunger-ſtarved Wolves. 
My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them : 
But this I know, they have demean'd themſelves 
Like Men born to renown, by Life or Death. 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 
And thrice cry'd, Courage Farher, fight it out 
And full as oft cam: Edward to my Side, 
With Purple Falchion, painted to the Hilt 
In Blood of thoſe that had encountred him; 
And when the bardieſt Warriors did retire, | 
Richard ery d, Charge, and give no foot of Ground, 
And cry'd, a Crown, or elſe a glorious Tomb, 
A Scepter, or an earthly Sepulcher. 
With this we Charg'd again; but out alas, 
We bod g' d again; as I have ſeen a Swan 
With bootleſs labour ſwim againſt the Tide, 
And ſpend her Strength with over-matching Waves. 
| IA ſhort: Alarum wit bin. 
Ah hark, the fatal Followers do purſue, 
And I am faint, and cannot fly their Fury. 
And were I ſtrong, I would not ſhun their Fury. 
The Sands are numbred that.make up my Life, 
Here muſt I ſtay, and here my Lite muſt end. | 
Enter the Gueen, Clifford, Northumberland, the Prince 
| of Wales, and Soldiers. 
Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 
I dare your quenchleſs Fury to more rage: 
T am your Butt, and I abide your ſhot. - 
North. Yield to our Mercy proud Plantagenet. 
Clif. Ay, to ſuch Mercy as his ruthleſs Arm 
With downright payment ſhew'd unto my Father. 
Now Phaetcn hath tumbled from his Car, 
And made an Evening at the Noomtide Prick. 
Nrk, My Aſhes, as the Ph enix, may bring forth 


l 


it. 


. 


King Henxy VI. 15 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: | 
And in that hope I throw mine Eyes to Heav'n, 
Scorning whate'er you can affli& me with, 


Why come you not? what! Multitudes and fear? 


Clif, So Cowards fight when they can fly no farther, 

So Doves do peck the Falcons piercing Talons, 5 

So deſperate Thieves, all hopeleſs of their Lives, 

Breath out Invectives *gainſt the Officers. 
Terk, Oh, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 

And in thy thought o'er-run my former time: 

And if thou can, for bluſhing, view this Face, 

And bite thy Tongue that ſlanders him with Cowardice, 

Whole frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this. 
Clif. Iwill not bandy with thee Word for Word, 

But buckler with thee Blows twice two for one. | 
Queen. Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thouſand Cauſes 


I would prolong a while the Traitor's Life : 


Wrath makes him Deaf; ſpeak thou Northumberland. 
North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him ſo much, 


To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart, 


What Valour were it, when a Cur doth grin, 
For one to thruſt his Hand between his Teeth, 


When he might ſpurn him with his Foot away ? 


It is Wars prize to take all vantages, 

And ten to one is no impeach of Valour. | 
Clif. Ay, ay, ſo ſtrivesthe Woodcock with the Gin. 
North. So doth the Cony ſtruggle in the Net. : 
Pr. So triumph Thieves upon their conquer d Booty, 

Sotiue Men yield, with Robbers ſo o'er-matcht. 


-) INorth, What would yourGrace have done unto himnow?- 


Queen. Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand upon this Molz-hill here, 
That raught at Mountains with out-ſtretched Arms, 
Yet parted but the Shadow with his Hand. 
What, was it you that would be England's King? 
Was't you that revell d in our Parliament, 
And made a Preachment of your high Deſcent? 
Where are your meſs of Sons to back you now, 
The wanton Edward and the luſty George? 


And where's that valiant Crook- back Prodigy, 


Dich, your Boy, that with his grumbling Voice 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies? 


A Crown for Tort 
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Or with the reſt, where is your Darling Rutland ? 
Look Tk, I ſtain'd this Napkin with the Blood 


| That valiant Clifford, with the Rapier's Point, 


Made iſſue from the Boſom of the Boy; 
And it thine Eyes can Water for his Death, 
I give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. 
Alas, poor Terk, but that I hate thee deadly, 
1 ſhould lament thy miſerable State, 5 
I prithee grieve, to make me merry, Tork. . 
What, hath thy fiery Heart ſo parcht thine Intrails, 
That not a Tear can fall for Rutland's Death? 
Why art thou patient Man? thou ſhould'ſt be mad: 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus; 
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may ſing and dance. 
Thou would'dit be fee'd, I ſee, to make me ſport : 
Tort cannot ſpeak unleſs he wear a Crown. 
and, Lords bow low to him: 
Hold you his Hands, whilſt I do ſet it on. 
_ [Putting a Paper Crown on his Head, 
Ay marry, Sir, now looks he like a King : 
Ay, this is he that took King Henry's Chair, 
And this is he was his adopted Heir. 


But how is it, that great Plantagenet 


Is crown'd ſo ſoon, and broke his ſolemn Oath. ? 

As I bethink me, you ſhould not be King, | 
Till our King Henry had ſhook his Hands with Death. 
And will you pale your Head in Henry's Glory, | 
And rob his Temples of the Diadem, | 

Now in this Life againſt the Holy Oath ? 


Oh, tis a Fault too too unpardonable. 


Off with the Crown, and with the Crown his Head 
And whilſt we breath take time to do him dead. 
Clif. That is my Office, for my Father's Sake. 
Lueen., Nay ſtay, let's hear the Orizons he makes, 

Vr. She-Wolf of France, | 
But worſe than Wolves of Fance, 
Whoſe Tongue more poiſons than the Adder's Tooth: 
How ill-belceming is it in thy Sex, | 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 
Upon their Woes, whom fortune captivates ? 
Put that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with uſe of evil Deeds. 
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J would aſſay, proud Queen, to make thee bluſh 

To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whom deriv' d, 

Were ſhame enough to ſhame thee 

Wert thou not ſhameleſs: 

Thy Father bears the Type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils and Jeruſalem, 

Yet not ſo wealthy as an Engliſh Yeoman, 

Hath that poor Monarch taught thee to inſult ; 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Queen, 

Unleſs the Adage muſt be verify d, 

That Beggars mounted run their Horſe to Death. 

'Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, 

But God he knows, thy ſhare thereof is {mall. 

'Tis Virtue that doth make them moſt ad mir d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

'Tis Government that makes them ſeem Divine, 

The want thereof makes thee abomirable, 

Thou art as oppolite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the South to Septentr ien. | 

Oh Tyger's Heart, wrapt in a Woman's Hide, 

How could'ſt thou drain the Lite-blood of the Child, 

To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, 

And yet be ſeen to wear a Woman's Face ? | 

Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful and flexible; 

Thou ſtern, obdurate, fliſty, rough, remorſeleſs. 

Bidſt thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. 

Would'ſt have me weep? why now thou haſt thy will. 

For raging Wind blows up-inceſſant Show ers. 

And when the rage allays, the Resn begins. 

Theſe Tears are my ſweet Rutland's Obſequies, 

And every drop cries vengeance to his Death, — 

'Gainſt thee, fell Clifford, and thee, falle French Woman, 
North. Beſhrew me, but his Paſſions move me ſo, 
That hardly can I check mine Eyes trom Tears. 

Pk. That Face of his, | | 

The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, 

Would not have ſtain'd the Roſes juſt with Blood: 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 

Oh ten times more, than Tygers of Myrcanza. 

See, ruthleſs Queen, a hapleſs Father's Tears: | 

This Cloth thou dip'dſt in Blood of my ſweet Boy, 


And 
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And I with Tears do waſh the Blood away. 
Keep thou the Napkin, and go boaſt of this, 
And if thou tell'ſt the heavy Story right, 
Upon my Soul, the Hearers will ſned Tears: 
Tea, even my Foes will ſhed faſt-falling Tears, 
And ſay, alas, it was a piteous Deed. 


There take the Crown, and, with the Crown, my Curſe, 


And in thy need, ſuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel Hand. 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the World, 
My Soul to Heay'n, my Blood upon your Heads. 
Nerth, Had he been Slaughter-man to all my Kin, 
I ſhould not for my Life but weep with him, 
To ſo how inly Sorrow gripes his Soul. 
Queen, What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 
Think but upon the wrong he did usall, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. 
Clif. Here's for my Oath, here's for my Father's Death, 
Lucen. And here's to right our gentle-hearted King, 
3 | [ Stabbing him, 
Vork. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
MySoul flies through theſe Wounds, to ſeekout thee. [Dies. 
Queen. Off with his Head, and ſet it on Work Gates, 
So Jork may oyerlook the Town of Terk. [ Execunt. 
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WET SCENE I 
A March. Enter Edward, Richard, and their Power. 


ww | Wonder how our Princely Father ſcap'd ; 
Or whether he be ſcap'd away, or no, 
From Clifford 's and Northumberland's purſuit ? 
Had he been #a'en we ſhould have heard the News; 
Had he been lain we ſhould have heard the News; 
Or had he (cap'd, methinks we ſhould have heard 
The happy Tydings of his good 7 
How fares my Brother? why is he ſo ſad? 
Rich. I cannot joy, until I be reſolv'd, 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 
I {aw him in the Battle range about” 
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And watcht him how he ſingled Clifford forth, 
Methought he bore him in the thickeſt Troop, 


As doth a Lyon ina Herd of Neat : 
Or as a Bear encompaſs d round with Dogs, 


Who 2 a few, and made them cry, 


The reſt ſtand all aloof, and bark at him, 
So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 


So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 


Methinks tis prize enough to be his Son. 
See how the Morning opes her Golden Gates, 
And takes her fare wel of the glorious Sun. 
How well reſembles it the prime of Youth, 
Trim'd like a Yonker, pranching to his Love ? 
Edw. Dazzle mine Eyes? or do I ſes three Suns? 
Rich. Three glorious Suns, each one a perfect Sun, 
Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, | 
But ſeyer'd in a pale clear ihining Sky, 
See, ſee they join, embrace, and ſeem to kils, 
As if they vew'd ſome League inviolable : | 
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun, 
In this the Heaven figures ſome Event. | 
Edw. "Tis wondrous ſtrange, 
The like yet never heard of, 
I think it cites us, Brother to the Field, 
That we the Sons of braye Plantagenet, 
Each onealready blazing by our Meeds, f 
Should notwithſtanding join our Lights together, 
And over-ſhine the Earth, as this the World. 
Whate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my Target three fair ſhining Suns. 
Rich. Nay, bear three Daughters: 
By your leave, I ſpeak it, 
You love the Breeder better than the Male. 
5 Enter a Meſſenger. 5 
But what art thou, whoſe heavy Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue? 
Meſ. Ah one that was a woful looker on, 
Whenas the noble Duke of Work was ſlain, 
Your princely Father, and my loving Lord. | 
Edw. Oh, ſpeak no more! for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he dy'd, for I will hear it all. 


MN. Environed he was with many Foes, 2 
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Againſt the Greeks, that would have entred Tr, 
But Hercules himſelf muſt yield to odds; 
And many Stroaks, though with a little Ax, 
Hews down and fells the hardeſt timber'd Oak, 
By many Hands your, Father was ſubdu'd, 

But only ſlaughter d by the ireful Arm, 

Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen : 
Whocrowr'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
Laugh'd in his Face; and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthleſs Queen gaye him, to dry his Cheek, 
A Napkin, ſteeped in the harmleſs Blood | 
Of ſweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford ſlain: 
And after many Scorns, many foul Taunts, 

They took his Head, and on the Gates of Work 
They ſet the ſame, and there it doth remain, 
The ſaddeſt ſpectacle that e er I view'd.- 

Eaw. Sweet Duke of Tork, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay, | 
Oh Clifford, boiſt' rous Clifford, thou haſt ſlain 
The Flower of Europe for his Chivyalrys 
And treacherouſly haſt thou vanquiſh'd him, 

For Hand to Hand he would have vanquiſh'd thee, 
Now my Soul's Palace is become a Priſon: 

Ah, would ſhe break from henee, that this my Body 
Might in the Ground be cloſed up in reſt; : 
For never henceforth ſhall I joy again, 

Never, oh never ſhall I ſee more joy. ts 
Rzch. I cannot weep, for all my Body's moiſture 
Scarce ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning Heart: 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Heart's great burthen, 
For ſel-ſame Wind that I ſhould ſpeak withal, | 

Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Breaſt, 


And burn me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 
To weep, is to make leſs the depth of Grief: 


Tears then for Babes: Blows and Revenge for me. 
Richard, I bear thy Name, Ill venge thy Death, 
Ordie renowned by attempting it. 
Edw. His Name, that valiant Duke hath left with thee : 
His Dukedom, ard his Chair with me is left. 
Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagle's Bird, 
Shew thy deſcent, by gazing gainſt the Sun: 


For 


And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of Trey 2 
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For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom ſay, 


Either that is thine, or elſe thou wert not his. 


March. Enter Warwick, Marguiſs of Montague, and 


their Army. 


War. How now, fairLord? what fare? whatNews abroad? 
Rich. Great Lord of Varwicł, if we ſhould recount 


Our baleful News, and at each Word's deliverance 
Stab Poniards in our Flefh, till all were told, 


The Words would add more anguiſh than the Wounds 


O, valiant Lord, the Duke of Torł is ſlain. 

Edw. Oh, arwick! Warwick! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his Soul's Redemption, 
Is by the ſtern Lord Clifford done to Death. 


Mar. Ten days ago I drown'd theſe News in tears. 


And now to add more meaſure to your Woes, 

I come to tell you things ſith then befaln. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt Gaſp, 
Tidings, as ſwiftly as the Poſts could run, 
Were brought me of your Loſs, and his depart. 
 Ithenin Londen Keeper of the King, 
Mufſter'd my Soldiers, gather'd flocks of Friends, 
March'd towards St. Albans to intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along: 
For by my Scouts I was advertiſed 

That ſhe was coming, with a full intent 

To daſh our late Decree in Parliament, | 
Touching King Henry's Oath, and your Sueceſſion: 
Short Tale to make, we at St, Albans met, | 
Our Battles join'd, and both fides fiercely fought ; 
But whether 'twasthe coldneſs of the King, 

Who look d full gently on his Warlike Queen, 
That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleen 
Or whether 'twas report of her Succeſs, | 

Or more than common fear of Clifferd's Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captives Blood and Death, 

I cannot judge; but to conclude with Truth, 
Their Weapors like to Lightning, came and went: 
Our Soldiers like the Night-Ow!'s lazy flight, 

Or like a lazy Threaſher with a Flail,  —© 
Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their Friends, 

I cheer'd them up with Juſtice of our Cauſe, 


With 
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With Promiſe of high Pay, and great Reward: 
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight, 
And we, in them, no hope to win the Day, 
So that we fled ; the King unto the Queen, 
Lord George your Brother, Norfolk, and my ſelf, 
In haſte, Poſt-haſte, are come to join with you: 
For in the Marches here we heard you were, 
Making another Head to fight again. | | 
Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
Mar. Some ſix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers? 
And for your Brother he was lately ſent 
From your kind Aunt Dutcheſs of Burgundy, 
With aid of Soldiers to this needful War. 
Rich. *T was odds belike when valiant Warwick Aled ; 
Oft have I heard his Praiſes in Purſuit, | 
But ne'er, till now, his Scandal of Retire. 
War. Nor now my Scandal, Richard, doſt thou hear: 
For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right Hand of mine 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry's Head, 
And wring the awful Scepter from his Fiſt, 
Were he as famous, and as bold in War, 
And he as fam'd for Mildneſs, Peace and Prayer. 
Rich. I know it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
"Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me ſpeak. 
But in this troublous time what's to be done ? 
Shall we throw away our Coats of Steel, 
And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 
Numb ring our Ave Maries with our Beads? 
Or ſhall we on the Helmets of our Foes, 
Tell our Devotion with revengeful Arms? 
If for the laſt, ſay Ay, and to it Lords. 
Mar. Why therefore Varwick came to ſeek you out, 
And therefore comes my Brother Montague: 
Attend me Lords, the proud inſulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather many more proud Birds, 
Have wrought the eaſie melting King, like Wax; 
He ſwore conſent to your Succeſſion, 
His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 
And now to Tendn all the Crew are gone, 
To fruſtrate both his Oath, and what beſide 


May 
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May make againſt the Houſe of Lancaſter 

Their Power, I think, is thirty thouſand ſtrong : 
Now if the help of Norfolk, and my ſelf, 

With all the Friends that thou brave Earl of March, 
Amongſt the loving Welchmen, canſt procure, 

Will but amount to five and twenty thouſand, 
Why Via! to London will we march, 

And once again beſtride our foaming Steeds, 

And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 1 
But never once again turn back and fly. | '| 

Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Varwick ſpeaks 'Þ 
Ne'er may he live to ſee a Sun ſhine Day, ll 
That cries Retire if Warwick bid him ſtay. 9 

Eumw. Lord Warwick, on thy Shoulder will J lean, if 
And when thou fail' (as God forbid the Hour) ; 3 
Muſt Edward fall, whicb peril Heay'n forfend. i 

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of Tork : 

The next degree is Englands Royal Throne: 

For King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd 

In every Borough as we paſs along, 

And he that throws not up his Cap for Joy, 

Shall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 

But ſound the Trumpets, and about our Task. 

Rich. Then Clifford, were thy Heart as hard as Steel, 
As thou haſt ſhewnir flinty by thy Deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. | 

Edw. Then ſtrike up Drums, God and St. George for us. 

| Enter a Meſſenger. 

War, How now? What News? | 

Meſ. The Duke of Norfolk ſends you word by me, 

The Queen is coming with a puiſſant Hoſt, 
And crayes your Company for {ſpeedy Counſel. 

War. Why then it forts, brave Warriors let's away. 

2 Exeunt omnes. 
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Trumpets, 

* Welcome, my Lord, to this brave Town of Terk, 
Yonder's the Head of that Arch-enemy, 
That ſought to be encompaſt with your Crown. 

Doth not the Object cheer your Heart, my Lord? 
; K. Henry). 
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K. Henry. Ay, as the Rocks cheer them that fear their 


To ſee this ſight it irks my very Soul: [Wrack; 


With - hold Revenge, dear God *tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infring'd my Vow. 
Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity 
And harmleſs Pity muſt be laid aſide: 
To whom do Lions caſt their gentle Looks ? 
Not to the Beaſt that would uſurp their Den. 
Whoſe Hand isthat the Foreſt Bear doth lick ? 
Not his that ſpoils her young before her Face. 
Who {capes the lurking Serpent's mortal Sting? 
Not he that ſets his Foot upon her Back. 
The ſmalleſt Worm will turn, being trodden on, 
And Doves will peck in ſafeguard of their Brood. 
Ambitious Terk did level at thy Crown, 
Thou ſmiling, while he knit his angry Brows. 
He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 
And raiſe his Iſſue like a loving Sire; 
Thou being a King, bleſt with a goodly Son, 
Didſt yield conſent to diſinherit him; 
Which argued thee a moſt unloving Father. 
Unreaſonable Creatures feed their young, 
And tho? Mans Face he fearful to their Eyes, 
Yet in Protection of their tender ones, 
Who hath not ſeen them even with thoſe Wings, 
Which ſometimes: they have us d with fearful flight, 
Make War with him that climb'd unto their Neſt, 
Offering their on Lives in their Young's Defence? 
For Shame, my Liege, make them yoùr Preſident: 
Were it not pity, that this goodly Boy 
Should looſe his Birth-right by his Father's Fault, 
And long hereafter ſay unto his Child, 
What my great Grand father and Granſire got, 
My careleſs Father fondly gave away, 
Ah, what a Shame was this? Lock on the Boy, 
And let his manly Face, which promiſeth 
Succeſsful Fortune, ſteel thy melting Heart, 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Forces : 
But, Clifford, tell me, didſt thou never hear, 
That things il] got, had ever bad Succeſs, . 
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And happy always was it for that Son, 
Whoſe Father for his hoording went to Hell: 
J'n leave my Son my virtuous deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left me no more : 
For all the reſt is heid at ſuch a Rate, 


As brings a thouſand-fold more Care to keep, 


Than in poſſeſſion any jot of Pleaſure. 
Ah Couſin Di, would thy beſt Friends did knorv, 
How it doth grieve me that thy Head is here. | 
geen. MyLord,cheer up yourspirits, our Foes are nigh, 
And this ſoft Courage makes your Followers faint : 
You promis'd Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Unſheath your Sword, and dub him preſently. 
Edward kneel down. | 
King. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a Knight, 
And learn this Leſſon, draw thy Sword in right. 
Prince, My gracious Father, by your King'y Leave, 
I'll draw it as Apparent to the Crown, 
And in that Quarrel uſe it to the Death. | 
Clif, Why that is ſpoken like a toward Prince. 
| | Enter a Meſſenger. Er. 
Meſ. Royal Commanders, be in readineſs, 
For with a Band of thirty thouſand Men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of Nrk. 
And in the Towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 
Darraign your Battel, they are near at Hand. 5 
Clif, I would your Highneſs would depart the Ffe d, 
Ihe Queen hath beſt Succeſs when you are ablent, 
Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our Fortune. 
K. Hen. Why, that's my Fortune too, therefore Þ1] ſtay. 
Nerth. Be it with Reſolution then to fight. : 
Prince. My Royal Father, cheer theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your Defence: 5 
Unſiheath your Sword, good Father; cry St. George. 
March, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 
Edw. Now perjur d Henry, wilt thou kneel for Grace 
And ſet thy Diadem upon thy Head; 
Or bide the Mortal Fortune ef the Field? 
Queen. Go rate thy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in Terms, | 
„„ B | Before 
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Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King ? 
E dw. | am his King, and he ſhould bow his Knee; 

J was adopted Heir by his Conſent ; 

Since when, his Oath his broke: for as I hear, 

You that are King, though he do wear the Crown, 

Have caus d him, by new Act of Parliament, 

To blot out me, and put his own Son in. 

Clif. And reaſontoo: 5 | 
M ho ſhould ſucceed the Father, but the Son ? 

Rich. Are you there, Butcher? O, I cannot ſpeak. 
Ci. Ay, Crook-back, here I ſtand to anſwer thee, 
Or any he, the proudeſt of thy Sort. 

Rich, *I'was you that kill'd y&ung Rutland, was it not? 

Clif. Ay, and old Tork, and yet not ſatisfy'd, 

Rich. For God's ſake, Lords, give Signal to the Fight, 

ior W hat ſay'ſt thou, Henry, . 

Milt thou yield the Crown? hs 

Queen. Why, how now, long-tongu'd TParwzick, dare 
VM hen you and I met at St. Albans laſt, [ you ſpeak? 
Your Legs did better Service than your Hands, 

Mar. Then'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine, 
Clif. You ſaid fo much before, and yet you fled. © 

War. ' Twas not your Valour, Clifford drove me thence, 

Nerth, No, nor your Manhood that durſt make you ſtay. 

Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently, 

Break off the Parley, for ſcarce J can refrain 
The Execution of my big-{woln Heart 
Upon that Cl:fford, that ei uel Child-killer, 

Clif. I flew thy Father, call thou him a Child? 

Rich. Ay, like a Daſtard, and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou didſt kill our tender Brother Rat land: 

But ere Sun ſet, I'll make thee curſe the Deed, | 
K. Henry. Have done with Words, my Lords, and hear 
me ſpeak. 8 
Queen. Deſie them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy Lips. 

K. Henry. I prithee give no Limits to my Tongue, 
I ama King, and priviledg'd to ſpeak. 

Clif. My Liege, the Wound that bred this meeting here 
Cannot be cur'd by Words, therefore be til). | 

Rich. 1 hen, Execution, re-unſheath thy Sword: 

By him that made us all, I am reſoly'd 
That Cliffcrd's Manhood lyes upon his Tongue. 
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Edw. Say, K. Henry, ſhall T have my right, or no: 

A thouſand Men have broke their Faſts to Day, 

That ne'er ſhall dine, unleſs thou yield the Crown. 
War. If thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 

For Pré in juſtice puts his Armour on. 

Prince. If that be right, which Warwick ſays is right, 

There is no Wrong, but every thing is right · 

War. Who ever got thee, there thy Mother ſtands, 


For well I wot, thou haſt thy Mother's Tongue. 


many But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
Bur like a foul miſhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark'd by the deſtinies to be avoided, _ 
As venomous Toads, or Lizards dreadful Stings. 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſh Gilt, 

Whole Father bears the Title of a King, 
(As if a Channel ſhould bz call'd the Sea) 
Sham ſt thou not, knowing whence thou-art extraught, 
To let thy Tongue dete& thy baſe-born Heart. 

Edw. A Wiſp of Straw were worth a thouſand Crowns, 


To make this ſhameleſs Callet know her ſelf. 


Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Menelaus; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's Brother wrong' d 


By that falſe Woman, as this King by thee. 


His Father revell'd in the Heart of France, 


And tam the King, and made the Dauphin ſtoop : 


And had he match'd according to his State, 
He might have kept that Glory to this Day. 
But when he took a Beggar to his Bed, 

And grac'd thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day, 


Even then that Sun-ſhine brew'd a Shower tor him, 


That waſh'd his Father's Fortunes forth of France; 
And heap'd Sedition on his Crown at home : 
For what hath broach'd this Tumult but thy Pride? 
Hadſt thou been meek, our Title {till had ſlept, 
And we in Pity of the gentle King, 
Had [lipt our Claim until another Age. 
Cla. But when we ſaw our Sunſhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us no enere: ſe, 


WWMe ſet the Ax to thy ulurping Root; 


And though the Edge hath lomething hit our ſelves, 


Yet know thou, ſince we have begun to ſtrike, | 
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We'll never leave *till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thee growing with our heated Bloods. 
Edw. And in this Reſolution Þ defie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conference, 
Since thou deny'dſt the gentle King to ſpeak. 
Sound Trumpets. let our bloody Colours wave, 
And either Victory, or elſe a Grave. 
Queen. Stay Edward | | 
Edw. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no nger ſtay, 
Theſe Words will coſt ten thouſand Lives this Day. 
| Exe unt omnes. 
Alarm. Excurlicns. Enter Warwick. 
ar. Fore-ipent with Toil, as Runners with a Race, 
T lay me down a little while to breathe : 
For Strokes receiv'd, and many blows repaid, 
Have robb'd my ſtrong- knit Sine ws of their Strength, 
And ſpight of ipight, needs muſt I reſt a while. 
Enter Edward running. 
Edw. Smile, gentle Heav'n; or ſtrike, ungentle Death; 
For this World trowns, and Edward s Sun is clouded, 
War. How now, my Lord, what hap? What hope of 
good ? | 


Enter Clarence. 

Cla. Our Hap is Loſs, Our Hope but ſad deſpair, 
Our Ranks are broke, and Ruin follows us. 

What Counſel give you ? whither ſhall we fly? 

Edw. Bootleſs is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weak we are, and cannct ſhun purſuit. 

Enter Richard. 

| mr” — Warwick, why haſt thou withdrawn thy 

elf? | 
Thy Brother's Blood the thirſty Earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford Lance: 
And in the very Pangs of Death hecry'd, 
Like to a diſmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warwick, revenge; Brother, revenge my Death, 
So underneath the Belly of his Steeds, | 
That tain'd their Fetlocks in his ſmoaking Blood, 
The noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoſt. 

Var. I hen let the Earth be drunken with our Blood; 
I'Il kill my Horſe becauſe I will not fly: | | 
Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted Women here, 
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Or Fortune given me meaſure of revenge. 


I hou ſetter up and plucker down of Kings, 
 Beſeeching thee (if with thy Will it ſtands 


This is the Hand that ſtabb'd thy Father Trk. 
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Wailing our Loſſes, whiles the Foe doth rage. 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 

Were plaid in jeſt by counterfeiting Actors. 

Here on my Knee I vow to God above, 

'n never paufe again, never ſtand ſtill, | 
Till either Death hath clos'd theſe Eyes of mine, 


Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my Knee with thine, 
And in this Vow do chain my Soul to thine, 
Andere my Knee rife from the Earth's cold Face, 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee, 


That to my Foes this Body mult be prey) 

Yet that thy brazen Gates of Heav'n may ope, 

And give ſweet paſſage to my ſinful Soul, 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where: e'er it be, in Heav'n, or in Earth. 

Rich. Brother, | 

Give me thy Hand, and gentle Varwicł, 

Let me embrace thee- in my weary Arms: 

I that did never weep, now melt with woe; 

That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring-time ſo. 
War, Away, away: | 

Once more, {weet Lords, farewel, 

Cla. Yet let us altogether to our Troops; 

And give them leave to fly that will not ſtay ; 

And call them Pillars that will ſtand to us; | 

And if we thrive, promiſe them ſuch Rewards 

As Victors wear at the 0/ympran Games. 

This may plant Courage in their quailing reads, 

For yet is hope of Life and Victory; 

Fere-ſlow no longer, make we hence amain. [ Exeunte 
Excurſions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 
Rich. Now, Clifferd, I have ſingled thee alone, 

Suppoſe this Arm is for the Duke of Prk, | 

And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 

Wert thou environ'd with a brazen Wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone. 


And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the Heart that triumphs in their Death, 
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And cheers theſe Hands that ſlew thy Sire and Brother, 


To execute the like upon thy ſelf, 
And ſo have at thee, 


They fight. Warwick enters, Clifford flies, 
Rich. Nay Warwick, ſingle out ſome other Chace, 


For I my ſelf will hunt this Wolf to death. 
Alarum, Enter King Henry alone. 


[ Exeunt, 


K. Henry. This Battel fares like to the Morning's War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing Light, 


M hat time the Shepherd blowing of his Nails, 
Can neither call it perfect Day nor Night. 
Now ſways it this way, like the ſelf-ſame Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide to combat with the Wind: 
Now {ways it that way, like the ſelf ſame Sea, 
Forc'd to retire by fury of the Wind, 


Sometime, the Flood prevails, and then the Wind, 


Now, one the better, then another beſt, 
Both tugg ing to be Victors, Breaſt to Breaſt, 
Vet neither Conqueror, nor conquered; 

So is the equal poize of this fell War. 

Here on this Mole-hill will I fit me down, 

To whom God will, there be the ViRory : 
For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 

Have chid me from the Battel, {wearivg both, 
They proſper beſt of all when I am thence, 
Would 1 were dead, if God's good will were ſo 
For what is in this World, but Grief and Woe ? 
Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life, 

To be no better than a homely Swain, 

To fit upon a Hill, as I do now, 

To carve out Dials queintly, Point by Point, 

] hereby to ſee the Minutes how they run; 
How many makes the Hour full compleat, 
How many Hours bring about the Day, 

How many Days will finiſh up the Year, 

How many Years a mortal Man may live. 

WV hen this is known, then to divide the times: 
So many hours mult [ tend my Flock, 

So many hours mult I take my reſt, 

So many hours mult I contemplate, 

So many hours muſt I {port my ſelf, | 

So many Days my Ewes have been with youtg, 
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So many weeks ere the poor Fools will Ean, 

So many Months ere I ſhall ſheer the Fleece: 

So Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months and Years, 

Paſt over, to theend they were created, | 

Would bring white Hairs unto a quict Grave. 

Ah! what a Life were this? how [weet, how lovely? 

Gives not the Haw thorn Buſh a ſweeter ſhade 

To Shepherds, looking on their fally Sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider'd Canopy 

To Kings, that fear their Subjects treachery ? 

O yes, it doth, a thouſand-fold it doth, 

And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 

His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottel, 

His wonted ſleep, under a freſh Tree's ſhads, . 

All which fecure, and {ſweetly he enjoys, 

Ts far beyond a Prince's Delicates, 

His Viands ſparkling in a golden Cup, 

His Body couched in a curious Bed, 

When Care, Miſtruſt and Trealons wait on him. | 

Alarum. Enter a Son that had kill d his Father at one Decor, 
and a Father that had kill d bis Sen at ancther Door. 
Sn. Ill blows the Wind that profits no Body, 

This Man whom hand to hand | flew in Fight, 

May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crowns, 

And [I that, haply, take them from him now, 

May yet, ere Night, yield both my Life and them 

To ſome Man elle, as this dead Man doth me. 

M ho's this? Oh God! it is my Father's Face, 

Whom in this Conflict, I, unawares, haye kill'd : 

Oh heavy times! begetting ſuch Events. 

From London, by the King was I preſt forth, 

My Father being the Earl of Warwick's Man 

Came on the part of Terk, preſt by his Maſter : 

And I, who at his Hands rec2iv'd my Lite, 

Have by my Hands of Life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did; 

And pardon, Father, for I knew not thee, 

My Tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody Marks: 

And no more Words, till they have flow'd their fill. 
K. Henry. O piteous Spetazle ! O bloody Times! 

Whiles Lions War, and Battel for their Dens, 

Poor harmleſs Lambs abide their Enmity. 
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Weep, wretched Man, I'I] aid thee Tear for Tear, 
And let our Hearts and Eyes, like civil War, 
Ee blind with Tears, and break o'er-charg'd with Grief. 
Enter a Father, bearing of bis Scn. 
Fath, Thou that fo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, 
Give me thy Gold, if thou haſt any Gold: 
For I have bought it with an hundred Blows, 
But let me ſee: Is this our Foe-man's Face? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is my only Son. 
Ah Boy, if any Lite be left in thee, | 
T hrow up thine Eye; fee, ſee, what ſhowers ariſe, 
Blown with the windy Tempeſt of my Heart, 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine Eye and Heart. 
O pity, God, this miſerable Age! 
WV hat ſtratagems? how fell? how butcherly? 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget; 
O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life too ſoon, 
Ard hath bereft thee of thy Life too late, grief; 
K. Henry, Woe above woe; grief, more than common 
O that my Death would ſtay theſe rueful deeds : 
O pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. | 
The red Role and the white are on his Face, 
The fatal Colours of our ſtriving Houſes, 
T he one his purple Blood, right well reſembles, 
The other his pale Cheek, methinks, preſentetng: 
Wither one Roſe, and let the other flouriſn; 
If you contend, a thouſand Lives muſt wither. | 
Cen. How will my Mother, for a Father's Death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be ſatisfy d? 
Fath. How will my Wife, for ſlaughter of my Son, 
Shed Seas of Tears, and ne' er be ſatisfy d? 
K. Hen. How will the Country, for theſe woful chances, 
Miſs- think the King, and not be fatisfy'd ? 
Sen. Mas ever Son ſo rew'd a Father's Death ? 
Fath. Was ever Father {9 bemoan'd his Son? 
K. Hen, Wasever King lo griey'd for Subjects woe ? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times ſo much. 
Sen. Pl bear thee hence, where 1 may weep my fill. 
Fath. Theſe Arnis of mine ſhall be thy M ind ing- ſheet, 
My Heart, ſweet Boy, ſhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For from my Heart thine Image ne er ſhall go. 
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My ſahins Breaſt ſhall be thy Funeral Bell: 
And ſo oblequious will thy Father be, 
Sad for the loſs of thee, having no more 
As Priam was for all his valiant Sons. 
I' bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I have murther'd where I ſhould not kill. [ Exit, 
K. Henry. Sad-hearted Men, much overgone with Cars ; 
Here ſits a King, more woful than you are. 
Alarums. Excurſions. Enter the Queen, Prince ef 
| Wales, and Exeter. 
Prince. Fly, Father, fly; for all your Friends are fled; 
And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull: 
Away, for Death doth hold us in purſuit. | 
Queen. Mount you my Lord, towards Berwick puſt 
amain : | 
Edward ard Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 
Haviog the fearful flying Hare in fight, 
With fiery Eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody Steel graſpt in their ireful Hands, 
Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain. 
Exe. Away; for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate, make ſpeed. | 
Or elſe come after, III away before. 
K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet Exeter; 
Not that I fear to ſtay, but loye to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. ¶ Exeunt. 
| Alud Alarum. Enter Clifford weunded. 
Cliff. Here burns my Candle out; ay, here it dies, 
Which whites it laſted, gave King Henry light. 
O Lancaſter ! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than my Body's parting with my Soul: 
My Love and Fear glew'd many Friends to thee, Falling. 
And now I fall, thy tough Commixtures melt, 
Impairing Henry, ſtrengthning mils-proud T.7#; 
And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun? 
And who ſhines now, but Henry's Enemies? 
O Phebaus ! hadſt thou never giv'n conſent, 
That Phaeton ſhould check thy fiery Steeds, 
Thy burning Carr never had ſcorch'd the Earth. 
And Henry badſt thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, 
Or as thy Father and his Father did, 
Giving no ground unto the Houle of York, 
| B 5 The 
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4 hey never then had ſprung like Summer Flies, 
I, and ten thouſand in this luckleſs Realm, 
Had left no mourning Widows for our Death, 
And thou this day hadſt kept thy Chair in Peace. 
For what doth cheriſh Weeds, but gentle Air ? 
And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Boot eis are Flaints, and cureleſs are my Wounds, 
No way to fly, nor ſtrength to hold out flight; 
The Foe is mercileſs, and will not pity : 
For at their Hands I have deſerv'd no pity. 
The Air hath gut into my deadly Wounds. 
And much effuſe of Blood doth make me faint: 
Come Tork, and Richard, Warwick, and the reſt. 
I ſtabb'd your Father's Boſom; ſplit my Breaſt. 
[ He ſaints. 


Alarum and Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 


Mountague, Clarence, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Now breathe weLords,good Fortune bids us pawſe, 
And ſmooth the frowns of War with peaceful Looks: 
Some Troops purſue the blood y-minded Queen, 

T hat led calm Henry, though he were a King, 

As doth a Sail fill'd with a fretting Guſt, 

Command an Argoſie to ſtem the Waves: 

But think you Lords, that Clifford fled with them? 
War. No, tis impoſſible he ſhould eſcape : 

For though before his Face I ſpeak the Word, 

Your Brother Richard mark'd him for the Grave; 

And wherefoe'ere he is, he's ſurely dead. [ Clifford groans. 
Rich. Whoſe Soul is that, which takes her heavy leave 

A deadly groan, like Lite and Death's departing. 

See who it is. | f 

Edw. And now the Battel's ende 
If Friend- or Foe, let him be gently uſed, | 

Rich, Revoke that doom of Mercy, for tis Clifford, 

W ho not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 

In hewing Rutland when his Leaves put forth, 

But ſet his murdering Knife unto the Root, 

From whence that tender Spray did ſweetly ſpring, 

I mean our princely Father, Duke of rk. 

War. From off the Gates of Jork fetch down the Head, 
Your Father's Head, which Clifford placed there: 
| Inſtead whereof, let his ſupply the room. 

| 5 5 ; | Meaſure 
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Meaſure for Meaſure muſt be anſwered. 
Edw. Bring forth that fatal Sereech- owl to our Houle, 
That nothing ſung but Death to us and ours: 
Now Death ſhall {top his diſmal threatning ſound, 
And his ill-boading Tongue no more ſhall ſpeak. - 
War. I think his Underſtanding is bereft: 
Speak Clifford, doſt thou know who ſpeaks to thee ? 
Dark cloudy Death o'erſhades his Beams of Lite, 
And he nor fees, nor hears us what we ſay, 
Rich. O would he did; and lo, perhaps, he doth, 
'Tis but his Policy to counterfeit, 
Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 
Which in the time of Death he gave our Father. 
Cla. If fo thou think'ſt 
Vex him with eager words. 
„ Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace. 
2 Edw. Clifford, repent in bootleſs Penitence. 
War Clifford, deviſe Excuſes for thy Faults. 
7 Ca. While we deviſe fell Tortures of thy Faults. 
Rich. Thou didſt love Terk, and I am Son to Pax. 
Edw. Thou pitied'ſt Rutland, I will pity thee. 
Cla. Where's Captain Margaret, to fence you now ? 
War. They mock thee Clifford, 


Swear as thou waſt wont. i 
Rich. What, not an Oath! Nay, then the World goes hard, | 
When Cliffcrd cannot ſpare his Friends an Oath ; i 
I know by that he's dead, and by my Soul, | 
If this right Hand would buy but two hours Life, h 
Fe That I, in all deſpight, might rail at him, i 
f This hand ſhould chop it off; and with the iſſuing Blood 9 
Stifle the Villain, whole unftanched thirſt | al 
Pr, and young Retland could not ſatis fie. 9 
War. Ay, but he's dead. Off with the Traitor's Head, 1 
And rear it inthe place your Father's ſtands, N 


And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England's Royal King: 
From whence ſhall Varwick cut the Sea to France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen. 
So ſhalt thou ſfinew both theſe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend, thou ſhalt not dread 
, The ſcatter d Foe, that hopes to riſe again: 


For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 5 
c | | et 
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Yet look to have them buz to offend thine Ears. 

Firſt will I ſeethe Cororation, | 

And then to Britany I'll croſs the Sea, | 

To effect this Marriage, ſo it pleaſe my Lord. 
Edu. Even as thou wilt, ſweet Warwick, let it be; 

For onthy Shoulder do I build my Seat. | 

And never will I undertake the thing 

M herein thy Ccunſeland Conſent is wanting. 

Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gloſter, 

And George of Clarence; Warwitk as our ſelf 

Shall do, ard undo, as him pleaſeth beſt. i | 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Gl#ſler, 

For Glo'ſter's Dukedom is too ominous, : 
Var. Tut, that's a fooliſh Obſervation: 

Richard, be Duke of Glo ſter: Now to London, 


Jo ſee theſe honours in Poſſeſſion. [ Exeunt. 


ISSSSSIISI0000080900080 
ACT HI. SCENE I 


Enter Sinklo, and Humphry, with Croſs Bows in their 


Hands. 


Sink, Nder thisthick grown brake we'll ſhrowd our 
ſelves; | 


For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, 


And in this covert will we make our ſtand, 
Culling the principal of all the Deer. 
Hum. Il ſtay above the Hill, ſo both may ſhoot. 
Sent. That cannot be, the noiſe ef thy Crols- bow 
Will ſcare the Herd, and ſo my ſhoot is loſt : 
Here ſtand we both, and aim we at the beſt, 
And; for the Time ſhall not ſeem tedious, 
F'll tell thee what befel me on a Day, 
In this ſelf- place, where now we mean to ſtand. 
Siu. Here comes a Man, let's _ay till he bo paſt, 
Enter King Henry with a Prayer-Book, 
K. Hen. From Scotland am I ſtol'n even of pure Love, 
To greet mine ownLand with my wiſhful Sight:. | 
No Harry, Harry, tis no Land of thine, | 
Tby place is fill d, thy Scepter wrung from thee, 2 
| _s x 
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Thy Balm waſh'd off where with thou waſt anointed, 
No bended Knee will call thee Ceſar now, 
No humble Suitors preſs to ſpeak for right: 
No, not a Man comes for redreſs to thee; 
For how can I help them, and not my ſelf? 
Sink, Ay, here's a Deer, whoſe Skin's a Keeper's Fee; 
This is the quondam King, let's ſeize upon him. 
K. Henry. Let me embrace the ſour Adverſaries, | 
For wile Men ſay, it is the wiſeſt Courſe, q 
Hum. Why linger we? let us lay Hands upon him, 
Sink, Forbear a while, we'll hear alittle more. : 
K, * 22 My Queen and Son are gone to Fance for 
aid: 8 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Varwicł 
Is thither gone, to crave the French King's Siſter 
To Wife for Edward. If this News be true, 
Poor Queen and Son, your labour is but loſt ; 
For Warwick is aſubtle Orator ; | 
And Lewis a Prince ſoon won with moving Words: 
By this account then Margaret may win him, 
For ſhe's a Woman to be pitied much: 
Her Sighs will make a Batt' ry in his Breaſt, 
Her Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart: 
The Tyger will be mild while ſhe doth mourn; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, | 
To hear and ſee her Plaints, her briniſh Tears. 
Ay, but ſhe's come to beg, Varwick to give: 
She on his left Side craving Aid for Henry; 
He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 
She:weeps, and ſays, her Henry is depos'd; 
He ſmiles, and ſays, his Edward is inſtall'd; 
That the, poor Wretch, for grief can ſpeak no more: 
Wiles Warwz#k tells his Title, ſmooths the Wrong, 
Inferreth Arguments of mighty Strength, 
And in concluſion wins the King from her, 
With promiſe of his Siſter, and what elſe, 
To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Edward's Placę. 
O Margaret, thus twill be, (and thou poor Soul) 
Art then forſaken, as thou went ſt forlorn. 
Hum. Say what art thau that talk'ſt of Kings and 
Queens? As 
K. Heu. More than I ſeem, ard leſs than I was born to; 
4 2 
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A Man at leaſt, for leſs I ſhou!d not be; 

And Men may talk of Kings, and why not I? 
Hum. Ay, but thou talk ſt as if thou wert a King. 

K. Henry. Why ſo I am, in Mind and that's enough. 
Hum. But if thou be a King, where is thy Crown ? 
K. Henry. My Crown is in my Heart, not on my Head: 

Not deck'd with Diamonds, and Indian Stones; 
Not to be ſeen: My Crown is call'd Content, / 
 ACrownit is that ſeldom Kings enjoy. | 
Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with Content, 
Your Crown Content, and you, muſt be contented 
To go along with us. For, as we think, 
You are the King, King Edward hath depos'd: 
And we his Subjects, {worn in all Allegiance, 
Will apprehend you as his wy - | 
K. Henry. But did you never {wear and break an Oath > 
Hum. No, neverſuch an Oath, nor will not now. 
K. Henry. Where did you dwell when I was King of 
England ? | | | 
Hum. Here in this Country, where we now remain. 
K. Henry. I was anointed King at nine Months old, 
My Father and my Grandfather were Kings ; 
And you were {worn true Subjects unto me. 
And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths? 
Sink, No, For we were Subjects but while you were a 
_ Kin 4 | 
K. — Why, am I dead? do not I breathe a Man? 
Ah ſimple Men, you know not what ye [wear : 
Look, as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Air blows it to: me again, : 
Obeying with my Wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater guſt; 
Such is the Lightneſs of you common Men. 
But do not break your Oath, for of that Sin 
My mild intreaty ſhall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will the King ſhall] be commanded, 
And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey, 
Sink, We are true Subjects to the King, 
a 5 be: 2 
Henry. So would you be again to Henry, 
If he were ſeated as King Edward is, 
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Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it . 1 


King HENRY VI. 39 
Sink, We charge you in God's Name and in the King's 

To go with us unto the Officers. 

K. Farr ny In God's Name lead, your King's Name be 
obey d, | 
And what God will, that let your King perform, 

And, what he will, I humbly yield unto. [ Exeunt. 

Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, Clarence, and Lady Gray. 
K. Edw. Brother of Gloſter, at St. Alban's Field 

This Lady's Husband, Sir Richard Gray, was ſlain, 

His Land then ſeiz d on by the Conqueror : 

Her Suit is now to repoſſeſs thoſe Lands, 

Which we in Juſtice cannot well deny, 

Becauſe in Quarrel of the Houſe of Work, 

The worthy Gentleman did looſe his Life. 

Glo. Your Highneſs will do well to grant her Suit: 

It were diſhonour to deny it her. 
K. Edw, It were no leſs, but yet I'll make a pauſe. 
Glo. Yea! is it ſo? | | 

I ſee the Lady hath a thing to grant, 

Before the King will grant her humble Suit. _ 
Glar, He knows the Game, how true he keeps the 

Wind ? | : | 

Glo. Silence. . 

EK. Edw. Widow, we will conſider of your Suit, 

And come, ſome other time, to know our Mind. 

Gray. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 

May it pleate your Highneſs to reſolve me now, 

And what your Pleaſure is, ſhall ſatisfie me. 
Glo, Ay, Widow! then Vil warrant you all your Lands, 

And if what pleaſes him, ſhall pleaſe you: | 

Fight cloſer, or good faith you'll catch a Blow. 

Clar, I fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 

Glo. God forbid that, for he'll take vantages. | 

K. Edw. How many Children haſt thou, Widow ? tell 
mee | | | | 

Car. Ithink he means to beg a Child of her. 

Glo. Nay then whip me; he'll rather give her two. 

Gray. Three, my moſt gracious Lord, 

Glo. You ſhal] have four, if you'll be rul'd by him, 

K. Edw., 'T were pity they ſhould looſe their Father's 
Lands. 
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EK. Edw. Lords, give us leave, I'll try this Widow's wit 
Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 

Till Youth take leave, and leave you to the Crutch, 


K. Edw. Nowtell me, Madam, do you love yourChildren. 


Gray. Ay, full as dearly as love my ſelf. 

K. Edw. And would you not do much to do them good > 

Gray. To do them good, I would ſuſtain ſome harm. 

K, =" Then get your Husband's Lands, to do them 
good. et 

Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majeſty. 

K. Edw. 1'll tell you how theſe Lands are to be got. 

Gray. So ſhall you bind me to your Highnels Service. 

K. Edw. What Service wilt thou do' me if I give them? 

Gray, What you command that reſts in me to do. 

K. Edw, But you will take Exceptions at my boon. 

Gray. No, gracious Lord, except I cannot do it. 

K. Edw. Ay, but thou canſt do what I mean to ask. 
Gray. Why then I will do what your Grace commands, 
Glo. He plies her hard, and much Rain wears the Marble, 
Clar, As red as fire! nay, then her wax muſt melt. 
Gray. Why ſtops my Lord? ſhall I not hear my Task? 
K. Edw. An eaſy Task, tis but to love a King. 

Gray. That's ſoon perform'd, becauſe I am a Subject. 
K. Edw. Why then, thy Husband'sLands TI freelygivethee. 
Gray. I take my leave with many thouſand J hanks. 
Glo. The match is made, ſhe ſeals it with a Curtſie. 
K. Edw. But ſtay thee, tis the fruits of Love I mean. 
Gray. The fruits of Love I mean, my loving Liege. 
K. Edw. Ay, but I fear me in another Senſe. | 

What Love, think'ſt thou, I ſue ſo much to get? 


Gray.MyLove'tillDeath,my humble Thanks, my Prayers. 


That Love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants. 

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean ſuch Love. 

Gray. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 

K. Edw. E ut now you partly may perceive my Mind. 

Gray, My Mind will neyer grant whar I perceive 
Your Highneſs aims at, if I amaright. I 
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, Iaimto lye with thee; 

Gray. To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Priſon. 

K. Edw. Why then thou ſhalt not have thy Husband's 
Lands. 18 VV́ö e 
Gray. Why then mine honeſty ſhall be my Dower. 1 
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For by that LoſsI will not purchaſe them. 7 
K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'ſt thy Children mightily. 
Gray. Herein your Highneſs wrongs both them and 
me: 
But, mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the ſadneſs of my Suit; 
Pleaſe you diſmiſs me, either with Ay, or No. 
K. Edw, Ay? if thou wilt ſay Ay to my requeſt ; 
No; if thou doſt ſay No to my demand. 
Gray. Then No, my Lord; my Suit is at an end. 
Glo, The Widow likes him not, ſhe knits her Brows. 
Clar. He is the blunteſt Wooer in Chriſtendom. 
K. Edw. Her Looks do argue her repleat with Modeſty, 
Her words do ſhew her Wit incomparable, 
All her Perfe&ions challenge Sovereignty, 
One way or other ſhe is fora King, 
And ſhe ſhall be my Love, or elſe my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen? 
Gray. Tis better ſaid then done, my gracious Lord? 
am a Subject fit to jeſt withal, | 
But far unfit to be a Sovereign. $344 | 
K. Edw. Sweet Widow, by my State I ſwear to thee; 
I ſpeak no more that what my Soul intends, | 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Gray. And that is more than I will yield unto. 
I know I am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
K. Edw. You cavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 
Gray. * Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons ſhall call you 
Father, . 1 
K. Edw. No more than when my Daughters call thee 
„ : | | 
Thou art a Widow, and thou haſt ſome Children, 
And by God's Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 
Have other ſome. Why, tis a happy thing, 
To be the Father unto many Sons: 0 
Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queen. | 
Glo. The Ghoſtly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Clar. When he was made a Shriver, it was for a ſhift. 
K. Edw, Brothers, you muſe what Chat we two have had. 
Glo, The Widow likes it not, for ſhe looks ſad. 
K. Edw. You'ld think it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry her. 
| | Clar, 
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Clar. To whom, my Lord? . © 1 
K. Edward, Why Clarence, to my ſelf. 0 
Glo. That would be ten days wonder at the leaſt. 8 T} 
Clar. That's a day longer than a Wonder laſts. W 
Glo. By ſo much is the Wonder in extreams. A 
K. Edw. Well, jeſt on, Brothers, I can tell you both, oh 
Her Suit is granted for her Husband's Lands, T 
: Enter a Nobleman. 7. 

Neb. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, wW 
And brought your Priſoner to your Palace Gate. T. 
R. Edw. See that he be convey d unto the Tower : T 
And go we Brothers, to the Man that took him, | 1 
To queſtion of his Apprehenſion. T] 
Widow, go you along: Lords, uſe her honourably. ai 
. | | CExxount. 0 

| Manet Gloucefter. T. 

Glo. Ay, Edward will uſe Women honourably. B 
Would he were waſted, Marrow, Bones, and all, As 
That from his Loirs no hopeful Branch may ſpring, 1] 
To croſs me from the golden time I look for: A 
And yet, between my Soul's deſire and me, U 
The luſtful Zdward's Title buried, | Be 
Is, Clarence, Henry, and his Son young Edward, Al 
And all che unlook d for Iſſue of their Bodies, | Fe 
To take their Rooms ere I can place my ſelf: Ar 
A cold premeditation for my purpoſe. | T] 
Why then I do but dream on Sovereignty, Se 
Like one that ſtands upon a Promontory, - N. 
And ſpys a far-off ſhore, where he would tread, Bi 
Wiſhing bis Foot were equal with his Eye, | T. 
And chides the Sea that ſunders him from thence, Ar 
Say ing, he'll lade it dry to have his way : O! 
So do I wiſh the Crown, being ſo far off, W 
And ſo I chide the means that keep me from it, Ar 
And ſo (I ſay) Vl] cut the Caules off, | Ar 
Flattering me with Impoſſibilities: „ Ar 
My Eyes too quick, my Heart o' er- weens too much, T1 
Unleſs my Hand and Strength could equal them. PII 
Well, ſay there is no Kingdom then for Richard: F1 
What other pleaſure can the World afford ? De 
I' make my Heaven in a Lady's lap, | Ar 


And deck my Body ingay Ornaments, 


And 
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And witch ſweet Ladies with my Words and Looks. 
Oh miſerable thought! and more unlikely, 
Than to accompliſh twenty Golden Crowns. 
Why, Love forſwore me in my Mother's Womb: 
And, for I ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, | 
She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, 
To ſhrink mine Arm like to a wither'd ſhrub, 
To make an envious Mountain on my Back, 
Where fits Deformity to mock my Body; 
To ſhape my Legs of an unequal ſize, 
To diſproportion me inevery part : 
Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd Bear whelp 
That carries no impreſſion like the Dam. 
And am I thena'Man to be beloy'd ? | 
Oh monſtrous Fault, to harbour ſuch a Thought. 
Then ſince this Earth aftords no Joy to me, 
But to command, to check, to er- bear ſuch 
Asare of better Perſon than my ſelf; 
I'll make my Heaven to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles I live t'account this World but Hell, 
Until my miſ-ſhap'd Trunk that bears this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. 
And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 
For many Lives ſtand between me and home: 
And I, like one loſt in a thorny Wood, 
That rents the Thorns and is rent with the Thorns, 
Seeking a way, and ſtraying from the way, 
Not knewing how to find the open Air, 
But toiling deſperately to find it out, 
Torment my ſelf to catch the Engliſß Crown; 


And from that torment I will free my ſelf, 


Or hew my way out with a bloody Ax. 

Why I can ſmile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 

And cry, Content, to that which grieves my Heart, 

And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 

And frame my Face to all Occaſions, 
I'll drown more Sailors than the Mermaid ſhall, | f 
I'll lay more Gazers than the Baſilisk, | | 
I'll play the Orator as well as Nefter, | 
Deceive more (lily than Ulyſſes could, 
And like a Sinon, take another Troy, 
I can add Colours to the Camelion, 
Change 
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Change ſhapes with Proteus for Advantages, 

And let the murtherous Matchevzl to School. 

Can Ido this, and cannot get a Crown? 
Tut, were it further off, I'll pluck it down. [ Exit, 


SCENE UI. 


Fleuriſh, Enter King Lewis, Bona, Bourbon, Prince ef 
Wales, Queen Margaret, andthe Earl of Oxford, Lewis 
ſiis, and riſeth up again, 

K. Tew. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 

Sit down with us it ill befits thy State, 

And Birth, that thou ſhould'ſt ſtand, whi'e Lewis ſits. 
Queen. No, mighty King of France; row Margaret 

Muſt ſtrike her Sail, and learn a while to ſerve, 

Where Kings command. I was, I muſt confeſs, 

Great Albion's Queen, in former golden Days: 

But row miſchance bath trod my Title down, 

And with diſhonour laid. me on the Ground, 

Where I mult take like ſeat unto my Fortune, 

And to my humble ſeat conform my ſelf. 

5 Lew, Why ſay, fair Queen, whence ſprings this deep 

eſpair? N P ES 5 

Queen. From ſuch a cauſe as fills mine Eyes with 
Tears, : | „ 

And ſtops my Tongue, while my Heart's drown'd in Cares. 
K. Lew. Whate er it be, be thou till like thy ſelf, 

And ſit thee by our ſide. | [ Seats her by him. 

Yield not thy Neck to Fortune's yoak, 

But let thy dauntleſs Mind till ride in triumph 

Over all miſchance. „ N 

Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy Grief, 

It ſhall be eas d, if France can yield Relief. 
Queen. Thoſe gracious Words revive my drooping 
Thoughts, | 
And give my Tongue-ty'd Sorrows leave to ſpeak. 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 
That Hen, ſole poſſeſſor of my Love, 
Is, of a King, become a baniſh'd Man, 
And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorn; | 
While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of Tort, 
Vlurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 


of 
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Of Englands true anointed lawful King. 

Ihis is the Cauſe that I, poor Margaret, 

With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry's Heir, 

Am come to crave thy juſt and lawful Aid: 

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done, 

Scctland hath Will to help, but cannot help: 

Our People, and our Peers, are both mil-led, 

Our Treaſure ſeiz'd, our Soldiers put to flight, 

And, as thou ſeeſt, our ſelves in heavy plight. 

K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience calm the 
Storm, | 

While we bethink a means to break it off, 

Queen. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger grows our Foe. 

K. Lew. The more I ſtay, the more [I] ſuccour thee, 

Queen. Oh, but impatience waiteth ontrue Sorrow. 
And ſes where comes the Breeder of my Sorrow. 

- Enter Warwick, 
K. Lew. What's he approacheth boldly to our Preſence? 
Cucen. Our Earl of Warwick, Edward's greateſt 

Friend, | | 
K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee 
to France. [ He deſcends. . She ariſeth. 
Queen, Ay, now begins a ſecond Storm to riſe, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tide. 
Var, From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 

My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed Friend, 

I come (in Kindreſs and unfeigned Love) 

Firſt to do greetings to thy Royal Perſon, 

And then to crave a League of Amity; & 

And laſtly, to confirm that Amity | 

With Nuptial Knot, if thou vouchſafe to grant 

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair Siſter, 

To England's King in lawful Marriage. 

Cueen. If that go forward, Henry s hope is done. 
War. And gracious Madam, [ Speaking to Bona. 

In our King's behalf, | 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 

Humbly to kiſs your Hand, and with my Tongue 

To tell the paſſion of my Soyereign's Heart; LESS 

Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Ears, 

Hath plac'd thy Beauty's Image, and thy Virtue. 

Lueen. King Lewis, and Lady Bona, hear me * 
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Before you anſwer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honeſt Loye, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceſſity: 
For how can Tyrants ſafely govern home, 

Unleſs abroad they purchaſe great Alliance ? 

To prove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ſuffi ce, 


That Henry liveth ſtill; but were he dead, | k 
Yet here Prince Edward ſtands, King Henry's Son. hin 
Look therefore Lewis, that by this League and Marriage 1 
Thou draw not on thy Danger and Diſhonour : Is] 
For tho' Uſurpers ſway the Rule a while, To 
Yet Heavens are juſt, and Time ſuppreſſeth Wropgs. J 
- War. Injurious Margaret. 7 
Prince. And why not Queen, J 
Mar. Becauſe thy Father Henry did uſurp, 1 
And thou no more art Prince than ſhe is Queen. Tel 
Oxf. Then Warwick diſanuls great John of Gaunt, Un 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spain; = 
And after Jobn of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, As 
Whole Wiſdom was a Mirror to the witeſt ; My 
And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fifth, | Th 
Who by his Prowels conquered all France: Wh 
From theſe our Henry lineally deſcends. Th 
War. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth Diſcourſe, Ka 
You told not, how Henty the Sixth hath loſt | Un 
All that, which Henyy the Fifth had gotten; J. 
Methinks theſe Peers of France ſhould ſmile at that. 7 
But for the reſt ; you tell a Pedigree Yet 
Of threęſcore and two Years, a filly time 
To make preſcription for a Kingdom's worth, WI 
Oxf. Why Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt thy Liege Mi. 
Whom thou obey'dſt thirty and fix Years, Fr 
And not bewray thy Treaſon with a bluſh? Ou 
Mar. Can Oxf rd, that dideyer fence the right Anc 
Now buckler falſhood with a Pedigree? EE To 
For ſhame leave Henry, and call Edward King, h 
0. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doom Dr: 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere Th: 
Was done to Death? and more than ſo, my Father, 1 
Even in the downfal of his mellow'd Years, £ 
When Nature brought him to the door of Death? By 


NoWarwick, no; while Lite upholds this Arm, 


This 


Which with her Dowry ſhall be conterpois'd. 
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This Arm upholds the Houſe of Lancaſter, 

War. And I the Houle of Jork. | 4 

K, Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchſate at our requeſt, to ſtand aſide. 
While I uſe farther Conference with j/arwzck, 

|  [Theyftand 00 
a Queen. Heaven's grant that Warwick s Words bewitc 
im not. | | | 

K. Lew. Now Farwick, tell me even upon thyConſcience 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth | 
To link with him that were not lawful choſen. 

War. Thereon | pawn my Credit, and mine Honour, 

K. Lew. But is he gracious in the Peoples Eyes? 

Var. The more, that Hen y was unfortunate. 

K. Lew. Then further; all diſſembling ſet aſide, 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his love 
Unto our Siſter Bona. | 

Var. Such it ſeems, | 


As may beſeem a Monarch like himſelf: 


My ſelf have often heard him ſay and ſwear, 
That this his Love was an external Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fix'd in Virtue's ground, 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain'd with Beauty's Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but not from Dildain, 
Unleſs the Lady Bona quit his pain, 

K. Lew. Now Siſter, let us hear your firm reſolve. 

Bona. Your grant, or your denial, ſhall be mine. 
Yet I confeſs, that often ere this Day, 

6 [ Speaks to Warwick, 

When I have heard your King's deſert recounted, 


Mine Ear hath tempted Judgment to defire. 


K. Lew. Then Varwick, this: 
Our Siſter ſhall be Edwards. 
And now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawn, 
Touching the Jointure that your King muſt make 
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witnels, 
That Bona ſhall be Wife to th' Engliſh King. 
Prince, To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King, 
Queen. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device, 
By this Alliance to make void my Suit; 
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's Friend. 3 
| K. Lew. 
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K. Lew. And ſtill is Friend to him and Margaret; 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak, | 
As may appear by Edward's good Succels; 
Then tis but reaſon that I be releas'd_ 
From giving Aid, which late I promiſed, 
Vet ſhall you have all kindneſs at my Hand, 
T hat your Eſtate requires, and mine can yield. 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his caſe, 
Where having wr nothing he can loſe, 
And as for you your ſelf, our quondam Queen, 
You have a Father able to maintain you, 
And better it were you troubled him, than Fance. 
Queen. Peace impudent and ihameleſs Warwick, peace, 
Proud ſetter up and puller down of Kings, | 
I will not hence, till with my Talk and Tears 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy fly Conveyance, and thy Lord's falſe Love. 
5 Poſt blowing a Horn within. 
For both of you are Birds of {e!f-ſame Feather. 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is ſome Poſt to us, or thee, 


Enter a Poſt. 


Poſt. My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Theſe Letters are for you; 
Sent from your Brother, Marquiſs Montague. 

Theſe from our King unto your Majeſty; | To X. Lew. 
And Madam, theſe tor you, | [To the Nueen. 
From whom I know. not. © {| They a” read their Letters, 

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miſtreſs 
Smiles at her News, while Warwick frowns at his. 

__ Nay, mark how Lewis ſtamps as he were net- 

tied, : - 
I hope all's for the beſt, LT | 
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy News ? 
And yours, fair Queen? 3 

Queen. Mine ſuch as fills my Heart with unhop'd Joys, 

Var. Mine full of Sorrow, and Heart's Diſcontent. 

K. Lew. What! has your King married the Lady Gra)? 
And now, to ſooth your Forgery and his, 
Sends me a Paper to periwade me Patience? 
Is this Alliance that he ſeeks with Fance? 
Dare he preſume to ſcorn us in this manner? 


[To Warwick, 


Que n. 


Bb 


Did I let paſs th' abuſe done to my Niece ? 


Thele Words have turn'd my Hate to Love, 


— CC —_— 
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Pueen. I told your Majeſty as much before; 

This proveth Edward's Love, and Warwick's Honeſty. 

Par. King Lewis, I here proteit in ſight of Heav'n, 

And by the hope I have of Heavy nly Bli's, 

That 1 am clear from this Miſdeed of Edward's; 

No more my King: for he diſhonours me, 

But moſt himſelf, if he could fee his Shame. 

Did I forget, that by the Houſe of T:rk 

My Father came untimely to his Death ? 


Did I impa'e him with the Regal Crown? 
Did I put Henry from his Native Right 2 
And am { guerdon'd at the laſt with Shame? 
Shame on himſelf, for my Deſert is Honour, 
And to repair my Honour loſt tor him, 
here renounce him, and return to Henry. 
My noble Queen, let former grudges pals, 
And henceforth 1 am thy true Servitor: 

] will revenge his Wrong to Lady Bona, 
Ard replant Henry in his former ſtate. 
Queen. Warwick, 


And forgive, and quite forget old Faults, 
And Joy that thou hecom'ſt King Henry's Friend. 

War. So much his Friend, ay, his unfeigned Friend, 
That if King Tewzs vouchſafe to furniſh us 24 
With iome few Bands of choſen Soldiers, 
I'll undertake to land them on our Coait, | , 
And force the Tyrant from his Seat by War. — 
*Tis not his new- made Bride ſhill fuccouc him: 1 
And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 
He's very likely now to fall from him, 
For matching more tor wanton Luſt than Honour, 
Or than for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country. 

Bona. Dear Brother, how ſhall Bona be reveng'd, 
But by thy help to this diſtreſſed Queen? 

Queen. Renowned Prince, how hall poor Henry live, 
Unleſs thou reſcue him from foul deſpair ? 

Bona, My quarrel, and this Eagliſh Queen's are one. 

Var. And mine, fair Lady Bina, joins with yours, 

K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thins, and Aargaret s. 
Therefore at laſt, I firmly am retoly'd | 

| C | You 
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You ſhall have Aid, OO des : 
Queen. Let me give humble Thanks for all at once, 
K. Lew. Then England's Meſſenger. return in Poſt, 

And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, Saad 

That Lewis of France, is ſending over Maskers 

To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 

Thou ſeeſt what's paſt, go fear thy King withal. 
—_— Tell him in hope tell prove a Widower 

ortl . 4 | A 

I] wear the Willow Garland for his ſake, | 

Lueen, Yell him my mourning weeds are laid aſide, 

And I am ready to put Armor on. 
War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore I'll Uncrown him e'er't be long. 

There's thy Reward, be gone, : [ Exit Paſt. 
K. Lew. But Warwick, | 

Thou and Oxford, with five thouſand Men 

Shall crofs the Seas, and bid falſe Edward Battel + 

And as occaſion ſerves, this Noble Queen , 

And Prince ſhall follow with a freſh ſupply. 

Yet &er thou go, but anſwer me one doubt: 

What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty? 
Tar. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant Loyalty, 

That if our Queen and this young Prince agree, 

I'll join my eldeſt Daughter, and my Joy, * 


To himforthwirh, in holy wedlock Bands. 


Queen. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your Motion, 
Son Edward, ſhe is Fair and Virtuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irreyocable, 
That only Warmick's Daughter ſhall be thine. 
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for ſhe well deſerves it, 
And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand, 
1 | - { He gives his Hand to Warwick, 
K. Lew. Why ſtay we now ? theſeSoldiers ſhall be levy'd, 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our high Admiral, os 
Shall waft them over with our Royal Fleet. 
I long till Edward fall by War's Miſchance, 
For mocking Marriage with a Dame of; France. 


[ Exeunt. Manet Warwick. 


War. I came from Edward as Ambaſſador, 
But I return his {worn and mortal Foe : . 


40 : Matters 
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Matters of Marriage was the Charge he gave me, 
But dreadful War ſhall anſwer his demand, 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale but me? 
Then none but I, ſhall turn his Jeſt to Sorrow, 
] was the chief that rais'd him to the Crown, 
And I'll be chief to bring him doxwn again: 
Not that I pity Henry's Miſery; _ 
But ſeek Revenge on Edward's Mocker y. 


eee 
ACTI SCENE'L 
Enter Glouceſter, Clarence, Somerſet and Montague. 


Glo, OW tell me, Brother Clarence, what think you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray? 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy Choice ? | 
Clar, Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to France, 
How could he ſtay till Varwick made return? 
Som. My Lords, forbear this talk: Here comes the King. 
Flouriſh. Euter King Edward, Lach Gray as Queen, 
Pembrook, Stafford, and Haſtings; Four ſtand on one 
fide, and four on the other, | | 
Glo. And his well-choſen Bride. 
Clar, I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 
K, Edw. Now, Brother of Clarence, 
How like you our Choice, ; 
That you ſtand penſive as half Malecontent ? 
 Clar. As well as Lewis of France, 
95 the Earl of Var wick, | 5 
hich are ſo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, 
That they'll take no Offence at our Abuſe, | 
k. Edw. Suppole they take Offence without a Cauſe: 
They are but Lewis and Warwick, I am Edward, . 
Your King and Warwick's, and mult have my Will. 
Glo. And you ſhall have your Will, becauſe our King. 
Yet haſty Marriage ſeldom proveth well. 
K. Edw. Yes, Brother Richard, are you offended too ? 
Glo. Not I; no: | 8 
God forbid that I ſhonld wiſh them ſeyer' d 
Whom God hath join'd * 
2 


Ay 


— 
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Ay, and tere pity to ſunder them, 
That yoak ſo well together. | | 
K. E dm. Setting your Scorns, and your Millike aſide, 
Tell me ſome Reaſon, why the Lady Gray 
Should not become my M ite, and England's Queen? 
And you too, Somerſet and Mountague, 
Speak freely what you think. 
Clar. Then this is my Opinion; 
That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 
For mocking him about the Marriage 
Of the Lady Bcna, 1 
Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now diſhonoured by this new Marriage, 
K. Edw. —_ it both Zewis and Warwick be ap- 
as 5 5 5 
By ſuch invention as I can deviſe? 
Ment. Yet to have join'd with France in ſuch Al- 
liance, | 
Would more have ſtrength'ned this our Commonwealth, 
Gainſt foreign Storms, than any hcme-bred Marriage. 
Haſt. Why, knows not Meountague that of it ſelf 
England is late, if true within it telf ? | | 
Mut. Yes, but the fater, when tis back'd with 
Frances | | 
Haſt. Tis better uſing France, than truſting France 
Let us be back d with God, and with the Seas, 
W hich he hath given for fence impregnable, 
And with their Helps only defend our ſelves : 
In them, and in our ſelves, our Safety lyes. | 
Clear. For this one Speech, Lord Haſtings well deſerves 
To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford. | 
K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my Will and Grant, 
And for this once my Will ſhall ſtand for Law, 
Glo. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done wal}, 
To give the Heir and Davghter of Lord vcales 
Unto the Brother of your loving Bride; 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence; 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. | 
_  Clar. Or elſe you would not have beſtow'd the Heir 
Of the Lord Bonvill on your new Wife's Son, 
And leave your Brothers to go ſpeed elſewhere. 
K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence; is it for a Wife 


* 


That 
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That thou art Malecontent ? Iwill provide thee. 
Clar. In chuſing for your ſelf, | 
You thew'd your judgment; | 
Which being ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave 
To play the Broker in my own behait ; 
And to that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you. 
K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King; 
And not be ty'd unto his Brother's Will. „ 
L. Gray. My Lords, before it pleas'd his Majeiby 
To raiſe my State to Title of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you muſt ali conteſs, 
That I was not iynoble of Delcent, | 
And meaner than my ſelf have had like Fortune. 
But as this Title honours me and mine, 
So your diflikes, to whom I would be pleaſing, 
Do cloud my Joys with Danger, and with Sorrow. 
EK. Edw. My Love forbear to fawn upon their Frowns. 
What Danger, or what Sorrow can befall thee, 1 
So long as Edward is thy conſtant Friend, 
And their true Soveraign, whom they muſt obey ? 
Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Unlefs they ſeek for batred at my Hands: 
Which it they do, yet will I keep thee ſafe, 
And they ſhall feel the Vengeance of my Wrath. 
Glo. | hear, yet ſay not much, but think the more. 
Enter a Paſt. 
K. Edw. Now Meſſenger, what Letters, or what 
News from France ? : . 
Peſt. My Sovereign Liege, no Letters, and few Words 
But ſuch as 1 (without your ſpecial Pardon) 
Dare not relate. 5 8 
K. Edw. Go too, we pardon thee: 
Therefore, in brief, tel] their Words: 
As near as thou canſt gueſs them. | 
What Anſwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters? 
_ Poſt, At my depart, theſe were his very Words; 
Go tell falle Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, 
That Lewis of France is lending over Maskers, 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride, 
K. Edw. Is Lewis fo brave? belike he thinks me He ary, 
But what ſaid Lady Bena to my Marriage? | 
Poſt. Theſe were her Words, utter d with mild. Diſ- 
dain 1 15 Tell 
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Tell him, in hope he'll prove a Widower ſhortly, 
Til wear the Willow Garland for his ſake. 

K. Edw. | blame not her, ſhe could ſay little leſs; 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Henry's Queen? 
For ſo I heard that ſhe was there in place. 

Pt. Tell him (quoth ſhe) 

My mournirg Weeds are dore, 
And Iam ready to put Armour on. | | 

K. Edw. Belike ſhe minds to play the Aman» 

But what ſaid Warwick to theſe injuries? 
Peſt. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty _ 
T han all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe Words; 
Tell him frem me that he hath done me wrong, 
Ard therefore I'll uncrown him e'er't be long. 
K. Edw. Ha? durft the Traitor breath out ſo proud 
Words ? | | 
Well, I will Arm me, being thus fore-warn'd : 
They ſhall have Wars, and pay for their Preſumption, 
Put ſay, is Warwick Friends with Margaret? 

Poſt. Ay, gracious Sovereign, 

They are ſo link'd in Friendſhip, | = 

The young Prince Edward marries Warwick s Daughter. 
Clar. Belike the elder ; 

Clarence will have the younger. 

Now brother King farewel, and ſit you faſt, 

For I will hence to Warwick's other Daughter, 

That chongh want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 

1 may not prove inferior to your ſelf, ET OE 

You that love me, and Warwick, follow me. : 

[Exit Clarence, and Somerſet ſelli wa. 


\ 


Cle. Not I: 5 ; | 
My Thoughts aim at a further Matter: 
I tay not for the love of Zdward, but the Crown. [ Aſides. 
K. F aw. Clarence and Semerſet both gone to Warnick? 
Yet am arm d againſt the worſt can happen; 
Ard haſteis needtul in this deſp'rate Cate! 
Perbreck and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Colevy Men, and make prepare for War ; 
They are already, or quickly will be landed : 
My ſelf in Perſon will u rait follow you. 
[Ex. Pembrook and Stafford. 


But ere Igo, Haſtinge and Mentague 
| Reſolve 
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Reſolve my doubt, you twain of all the reſt h 
Are near to Warwick, by Blood and by Alliance: 
Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me; 
If it be ſo, then both depart to him: 
I rather wiſh you Foes than hollow Friends. 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 
Give me Aſſurance with {ome friendly Vow, 
That I may rever have you in ſuſpect. 
Men. So God help Montague, as he proves true. 
Haſt. And Haſtings, as he favours Edward's Cauſe... 
K. Edw. Now, Brother Richard, will you ſtand by us? 
Glo, Ay, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 
K. Edu. M hy fo, then em I lure of Victory. 
Now therefore let us hence, and loſe no Hour, 
*Tili we meet Warnick, with his Foreign Powe . LExe.. 
Enter Warwick and Oxford in England, with French 
L SeIdiers. | | 
Mar, Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
Fhe common Peop'e by numbers {warm to us, py” 
3 855 Enter Clarence and Somerſet. 
But {ce where Somerſet and Clarente come; 
Speak ſuddenly, my Lords, are we all Friends? 
Clar. Fear not that, my Lord, | 
War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warmicks. 
And welcome Somerſet: [ hnld it Cowardize, 
To reſt miſtruſtful, where a noble Heart 
Hath pawn'd an open Hand in ſign of Love. 
Elſe might I think, that Clarence, Edward's Brother, 
Were but a feigned Friend to our Proceedings. 
But welcome ſweet Clarence, my Daughter ſhall be thine. 
And now, what reſts? but in Night's Coverture, 
Thy Brother being careleſly encamp'd, | 
His Soldiers lurking in the Town about, 
And but attended by a {imple Guard, 
We may ſurprize and take him at our Pleaſure, 
Our Scouts have found the Adventure very ealy :. 
That as Ulyſſes, and ſtout Diomede _ 
With fight and manhood ſtoke to Rheſus Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds; 
So we, well covered with the Night's black Mantle, 
At unawares may beat 2 Edward s Guard, | 
my utah 4 


And 
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And ſcize himſelf: I ay not, laughter him, 
For I intend but only to ſurprize him, 
 Youthat will follow me to this Attempt 
Applaud the Name of Hen, with your Leader. 
ing | [ They all cry Henry, 
Why ther, let's on our way in filent ſort; 9 
For Var wick and his Friends, God and Saint George. 
be 5 | | [ E-xeunt, 
Enter the Watchmen to guard the King's Tent. 
1 Watch, Come on, my Maſters, each Man take his 
Stand, 5 | 
1 he King by this has ſet him down to ſleep. 
2 Watch. What, will he not to Bed? 5 
I Watch, Why no; for he hath made a ſolemn Vow, 
Never tolye and take his natural Reſt, - 
Till Warwick, or himſelf be quite ſuppreſt. 
2 , ateb. To morrow then helike ſhall be the Day, 
If Warwick be ſo near as Men report. 
3 Watch. But ſay, I pray, what Nobleman is that, 
That with the King here reſteth in his Tent ? 
1 Watch. ay the Lord Ha#ings, the King's chiefeſt 
 3Watch. O, is it ſo; but why commands the King, 
That his chief Followers lodge in Towns about him, 
NM hile he bimlelt keeps in the cold Field? | 
2 Falch. Tis the more Honour, becaule the more dan- 
5 gerous. | | : 
3 Watch. Ay, but give me worſhip and quietneſs, 
J like it better than a dangerous Honour. 
Warwick knew in what Eſtat e he ſtands, 
I is to he doubred he would waken him. 


1 Watch. Unleſs our Halberds did ihut up his Paſſage. 


2 Watch. Ay; wherefore elſe guard we this Royal 
| Tent "$0 
Put to ded his Perſon from .Night-foes ? 


Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, and French 


Soldiers, filent all. | 7 
War. This is his Tent, and ſee where ſtands his Guard: 
Courage, my Maſters: Honour now or never: 
But follow me, and Edward ſhalt be ours. 
i Watch. Who goes there? 


| 2 I ach. 
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2 Watch, Stay, or thou dieſt. | 

Warwick and the reft cry all, Warwick, Warwick, and ſet 
«pon the Guard, who fly, crying Arms, Arms; Warwick 
and the reſt following them. | 


D . 


The Drum beating, and Trumpets ſounding. 


Enter Warwick, Somerſet, and the reſt, bringing the 
King out in a Gown, ſitting in a Chair; Glo'iter aud 


_ Haſtings flying over the Stage. 
Som. What are they that fly there ? - 
Wars. 1 and Haſtings, let them go, here is the 
Duke. 
K. Edw. The Duke? | 
Why Warwick, when we parted 
Thou call'ſt me King? | 
Way, Ay, but the caſe isalter'd, 
When you diſgrac'd me in my Embaſſade, 
Then I degraded you irom being 1 
And come row to create you Duke of rk. 
Alas, how ſhould you govern any Kingdom 
That know not how to uſe Ambaſſadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 
Nor how to uſe your Brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ſtudy for the People's Welfare, ? 
Nor how to ſhrowd your ſelf from Enemies. = 
K. Edw. Vea, Brother of Clarence, | 
Art thou here too? 5 
Nay, then I ſee, that Edward muſt needs down. 
Yet Varwic l, in deſpight of all Miſehance, 
Of thee thy ſelf, and all thy Complices, 
Edward will always bear himle't as King: 
Though Fortune's Malice overthrow my State, 
My Mind exceeds the Compaſs of her Wheel. 
ar. Then for his Mind be Edward England's King. 
: [ Taces off his Crown.. 
Fut Henry now ſhall wear the Engliſh Crown, | 
And be true King indeed, thou but a Shadow. 
My Lord of Somerſet, at my Requeſt, 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd; 
Unto my Brother Archbiſhop of Pr: 
When J have fought with Pembroke and his Fellows, 
I'll followyou, and tell what anſwer 
dewis.and the Lady Bena lent to him. 
C 5. : Now. 
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Now for a while farewel good Duke of 7:r4. — 
. | © | Theylead him cut forcibly, 
hes ol. What Fates impoſe, that Men mult needs a- 
ide: | | | 
It boots not to reſiſt both Wind and Tide. [ Exeunt.,. 
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to Lond.z with our Soldiers? 
War. Ay, that's the firit thing that we have to do, 


To free King Henry from Imprilonmenrt, 
Ard ſee him ſeated in the Regal Throne, [ Exeunt.. 


Enter Rivers and the Lady Gray. 


Riv, Madam, what makes you in this ſudden change? 
La. Gray. Why Brother Rivers are you yet to learn 
M hat late M isfortures has befaln King Edward? 
Rzv.. What! loſs of ſome pitcht Battel 
Againſt Warwick ? „ wo 
Ta. Gray. No, but the Loſs of his own Royal Perſon. 
Riv. Then is my Sovereign ſlain? 4% 
La. Gray, Ay, almoſt ſlain, for he is taken Priloner.. 
Either betray'd by falſhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz'd at unawares: 
And as] further have to underſtand, 
Is now committed to the Biſhop of York, 
Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe. 
Riv. Theſe News. I muſt cenfeſs are full of Grief :: 
Yet gracious Madam, bear it as you may , 
War wick may looſe, that now bath won the Day. 
Za. Cray. Till then fair Hope, muſt hinder Life's decay. 
And { the rather wean me from Deſpair 
For Love of Edward's Off-ipring in my Womb: 
This is it that makes me bridle in my Paſſion, 
And bear with mildneſs my Misfortune croſs: 
Ay, ay, for this draw in many a Tear, 
Ard ſtop the riſing cf blood- ſucking Sighe, 
Leſt with my Sighs or Tears, I blaſt or drown | 
King Edward's c1vit, true Heir to th' Engiiſh Crown. 
Riv, Eut Madam, | 
Where is Iarw:ick then become? 
La. Gray. I am inform'd that he ec mes towards AACR 
55 f 
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Thus ſtands the Caſe: you know our King, my Brother, 
Is Priſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe Hands 


For this way ies the Game, 
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To ſet the Crown once more on Henry's Head: 


Gueſs thou the reſt, King Edward's Friends muſt down. 
But to prevent the Tyrant's Violence, 


For truſt not him that hath once broken Faith, 

II] hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary, | 

To ſave at leaſt, the Heir of Edward's Right; 

There ſhall I reſt ſecure from force and fraud: 

Come therefore let us fly, while we may fly, | 

If Warwick take us, we are ſure to die. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Glouceſter, Lord Haſtings, and Sir William Stanley. 


Elo. Now, my Lord Haſtings, and Sir Vi iam Stanley, 


Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 


Into this chiefeſt Thicket of the Park. 


He hath good Uſage, and great Liberty, 

And often but attended with weak Guard, 

Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf 

I have adyertiz'd him by ſecret Means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

Under the Colour of his uſual Game, 3 

He ſhall here find his Friends with Horſe and Men, 
To ſet him free from his Captivity. 


Enter King Ed ward, and a Huntſman with bim. 
Hunt, This way, my Lord, 


Edw. Nay this way Man, 
See where the Hunt ſmen ſtand, 
Now Brother of Gloſter, Lord Haſtings and the: reſt; 
Stand you thus clole to ſteal the Biſhop's Deer? 
Glo, Brother the time and caſe requireth haſte, 
Your Horſe ſtands ready at the Park Corner. 
K. Edw, But whither ſhall we then? 
Ha. to Ju, my Lord, 
Ard thip from thence to Flanders. : 
Cle. Well gaeit, believe me, for that was my Meaning. 
K. Edm. Stanky, I will requite thy forward nes f 
| | 61e. 
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Glo. But wherefore ſtay we? tis no time to talk. 
K. Edw. Huntſman, what ſay'ſt thou? 
Wilt thou go along ? | 

Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and he hang'd. 

Glo. Come then away, lets ha' no more ado. 

K. Edw. Biſhop farewel, 

Shield thee from Warwick's frown | 
And pray that I may repoſſeſs the Crown. Ex eunt. 
Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerſet, young 

Richmond, Oxford, Montague, ard Lieutenant of the 

Tower, 15 . 

K. Henry. Mr. Lieutenant, now that God and Eriends 
Have ſhaken Edward from the Regal Seat, 

And turn'd my captive State to Liberty. 
My Fear to hope, my Sorrows unto Joys, 
At our Enlargement what are thy due Fees? | 

Liew. Subſects may challenge nothing of their Soy'« 
| reigns, TY | 
Bur, if an humble Prayer may prevail, 

I then crave Pardon of your Majeſty. 

K. Henry. For what, Lieutenant? For well uſing me 2 
Nay, be thou ſure, I'll well requite thy kindneſs, 
For that it made my Impriſonment a Pleaſure : 

Ay, ſuch a Pleafure, as incaged Birds 
Conceive ; when after many moody thoughts, 
At laſt, by Notes of houſhold harmony, 
They quite forget their loſs of Liberty. 

But Warwick, after God, thou ſett'ſt me free, 
And chiefly therefore, I thank God and thee > 
He was the Author, thou the Inſtrument. i 

I herefore that | may conquer Fortune's ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me. 
And that the People of this bleſſed Land 
May not be puniſſi d with my thwarting Stars, 
Warwick, although my Head {till wear the Crown, 
I bere reſign my Government to thee, 
For thou art fortunate in all thy Deeds. 

Har. Your Grace hath ſtiil been fam'd for virtuous, 
And now may ſeem as wiſe as virtuous, | 
By ſpying and avoiding Fortune's Malice, 

Fortew ernrightly temper with the Stars 
Vet in this one thing let me hiame your Grace, 


Fox 


„ 
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For chuſing me, when Clarence is in place. 
lar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway; 

To whom the Heav'ns in thy Nativity, 

Adjudg'd an Olive Braneb, and Lawrel Crown. 

As likely to be bleſt in Peace and War: 

And therefore I yield thee my free confent. 

War. And I chuſe Clarence only for Protector. 

K. Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give me both your Hands. 
Now join your Hands, and with your Hands your Hearts. 
That no Diſſention hinder Government: 

I make you both Protectors of this Land, 

While I my ſelf will lead a private Life, 

And in Devotion ſpend my latter Days, 

To fins rebuke, and my Creator's praiſe. 
War. What anſwers Clarence to his Sovereign's Will ? 
Clar. That he conſents, if Warwick yield conſent, 

For on thy fortune I repoſe my ſelf. N 

Var. Why then, though loath, yet muſt I be content: 
We'll yoak together, like a double ſhadow 
To Henrys Body, and ſupply his Place; 

] mean in bearing weight of Government, 

While he enjoys the honour, and his eaſe, 

And Clarence, now then it is more than needful 
Forth with that Edward be pronounc'd a Traitor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. : 

Car. What elſe? and that Succeſſion be determined. 

War. Ay, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 

K. Henr. But with the firſt, of all our chief Affairs, 
Let me intreat, for, I command no more, | 
That Margaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 

Be ſent for to return from France with ſpeed; 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtful fear, 
My Joy of Liberty is half eclips'd. | 

Car. It ſhall be done, my Sovereign, with all ſpeed. 

K. Henry. My Lord of Somerſet, what Youth is that, 
Of whom you ſeem to have fo tender care? 

Som, My Leige, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond. 

K. Henry, Come hither Englend's hope : 

| a . his Hands on his Head. 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth | 
Fo. my diyining Thoughts, 
e This 
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This pretty Lad will prove our Country's bliſs, 
His Looks are full of peaceful Majeſty, 
His Head by nature fram'd to wear a Crown, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himſelf 
Likely in time to bleſs a Regal Throne : 

q Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he 
Muſt help you more than you are hurt by me. 


Enter a Poſt.. 


War. What News, my Friend? N 
Pet. That Edward is eſcaped from your Brother, 
And fled, as he hears ſince, to Burgundy. 
War. Unſavory News; but how made he eſcape? 
Paſt. He was convey'd by Richard, Duke of Gloſter, 
And the Lord Haſtings, who attended him 
In ſecret ambuſh, on the Foreſt fide, | 
And from the Biſhop's Huntſmen reſcu'd him: 
For Hunting was his daily Exerciſe. 
War. My Brother was teo careleſs of his charge. 
3 But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide 
A Salve for any Sore; that may betide. „[Exeunt. 


Manet Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. 


Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edwards: 1 
For doubtleis Burgundy will yield him help, | | 
And we ſhall have more Wars hefore't be long. | 
As Henry's late prelaging Prophecy 
Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond: 
So doth my Heart miſ- give me, in theſe Conflicts 
What may befal him, to his harm and ours. | 
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worſt, 
Forthwith we'll ſend him hence to Britany, 
Till ſtorms be paſt of civil Enmity. t 
Ox. Ay, for if Edward re- poſſeſs the Crown, 
Tis like that Richmond, with the reſt ſhall down. 
Som. It ſhall be ſo; he ſhall to Brilan gx. 
Come therefore, let's about it ſpeedil). [ Excun?; 


Ez ter 


ef. 
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But that. we enter, as into our Duke 


Euter on the Walls, tbe Mayer 7 York, and bis Brethren. 


And ſhut the Gates, for ſafety of our lelves; 
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Euter King Ed ward, Glouceſter, Haſtings, and Scldiers. 


K. Edw. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haſtings, and the reſt. 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, | 
And lays, that once more I ſhall enterchange | 
My wained State, for Henry's Regal Crown, 
Well have we pals'd, and now repa's'd the Seas, 
And brought deſired help from Burgundy. | 
What then remains, we being thus arriy'd | 
From Ravenſpurg Haven, before the carry of Works. 

om 2 


Glo. The Gates made faſt ? 
Brother, I like not this. 
For many Men that ſtumble at the Threſhold,. 
Are well foretold, that danger lurks within. 
K. Edw. Tuſh. Man, aboadments muſt not now. af 
fright us. | 
By fair or foul means we muſt enter in, 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. 
Haſt. My Liege, I'll knock once more to ſummon them, 


Naycr. My Lords, 
We were fore-warned of your coming, 


For now we, owe Allegiance unto Henry. 
K. Eaw,, But, Maſter Mayor, it Henry; be your King, 
Yet Edward at the leaſt is Duke of Work. 
» Mayor, True, my good Lord, I know you for no leſs. 
K. Edw. Why, and Ichallenge nothing but my Dukedom, 
As being well content with that alone. 
Glo. But when the Fox has once got in his Noſe, 
He'll ſoon find means to make the Body follew. [Aſide. 
Hal. Why, Maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 
Open the Cates, we are King Hens Friends. 
Maycr. Ay, lay ycu lo? the Gates {hall then he opened. 
. 1 537. 86 15 . { He defends, 
Glo. A wiſe ſtout Captain, and ſoon perſuaded. 
Haſt. The good old Man would tain that all were well, 
So twere not long of him; but being entred, 1 
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I doubt not I, but we ſhall foon perſuade 
Both him and all his Brothers unto Reaſon. 
Enter the Mayor and two Alder men. 
K. Edw. So, Maſter Mayor; theſe Gates muſt not beſhur, 
But in the Night, or in the time of War. 
W hat, fear not Man, but yield me up the Keys, 
; | [Takes his Keys, 
For Edward will defend the Town and thee. | 
And all thole Friends tha deign to follow me. 
March. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers, 
Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, | 
Our truſty Friend, un!eſs1 be deceiv'd. 
K. Edward. WelcomeS:r John, butwhycomeyouin Arms? 
Mont. To help King Edward in his time of ſtorm, 
As every leyal Subject ought to do. 
K. Eaw. Thanks, good Moantgcmery: 
But we now forget our Title to the Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedom, | 
Till God pleaſe to fend the reſt. 
| Ment, Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 
I came to ſerve a King, and nota Duke: 
Drummer ſtrike up, and let us March away. 


[The: Drum begins a March. 


K. Edw. Nay ſtay, Sir Jchn, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe means the Crown may be recover'd. 
Ment. W hat talk you of debating ? in few Words, 
If you'll not here proclaim your ſelf our King, 
Fll leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 
Fo keep them back, that come to Succour you. 
Why fhal] we fight, if you pretend no Title? 


Glo. Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice points? 


K. Edw, When we grow ſtronger, 
Then we'll make our claim; | 

Till then, tis wiſdom to conceal our meaning. 
' Heft. Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Arms muſt rule, 
Slo. And fearleſs Minds climb ſooneſt unto Crowns, 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 

The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends. | 

K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for 'tis my right, 

And Hen but uſurps the Diadem. 
Mont. Ay, now 5 Sovereign ſpeaketh like himſelſ, 
And now will I be Edwards Champion, 


| Hat, 
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Haſt. Sound Trumpet, Edward ſhall he here proclaim'd : 
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation. | Flouriſb. 
Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, &c. 
Mont. And whoſoe'er gain- ſays King Edward's right, 
By this I challenge him to ſingle Fight. | 
| [ Throws down his Gauntlet. 
All, Long live Edward the Fourth. 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery 
And thanks unto you all. 
If Fortune ſerve me, I'll requite this Kindneſs. 
Nov for this Night, let's harbour here at Jork: 
And when the Morning Sun ſhall raiſe his Car 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates ; 
For well I wot, that Henry is no Soldier, 
Ah froward Clarence, how evil it beſeems thee, 
To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother? 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and I#arwzct. 
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not of the Day, 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. {| Fxewunt. 


Enter-King Henry, Warwick, Montague, Clarence, Ox- 
| ford, and Somerſet, | | 


War. What Counſel, Lords? Edward from Belgia, 
Vith haſty Germans, and blunt Hollanders 
Hath pals'd in ſafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to Tondin, 
And many giddy People flock to him. | 
K. Hemy, Let's levy Men, and beat him back again. 
Clar. A little Fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which being ſuffer d, Rivers cannot quench. 
War. In Warwickſhire J have true hearted Friends, 
Not mutincus in Peace, yet bold in War, 
Thoſe will I muſter-up; and thou, Son Clarence, 
dhalt ſtir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
The Knights and Gentlemen to come with thee. 
Thou Brother Montague in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Lezceſterſhire ſhalt find 
Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command" it. 
And thou, brave Oxſerd, wondrous well-belov' d, 
In Oxferdſhire ſhalt muſter up thy Friends, _ 
; 2 5 a 7 
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My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 
Like to his Iſland, girt with the Ocean, 
Or modeſt Dian, circled with her Nymphs, 
Shall reſt in London, till we come to him: 
Fair Lords take leave, and ſtand not ta reply. 
Farewel my Soveraign. . | 
K. Henry, Farewel my Hector, and my Trey's true hope, 
Clar. In ſign of truth, I kiſs your Highnels Hand. 
K. Henry, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate, 
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and ſo I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I ſeal my Truth, and bid adieu. 
EK. Henry, Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 
Var. Farewel, ſweet Lords, let's meet at C ven try, 
[E xc unt. 
K. Henry. Here at the Palace will I reſt a while. 
Couſin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordſhip ? 
Methipks, the Power that Edward hath in Field, 
Shall not he able to encounter mine. 8 | 
Exe. The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt, 
22 That's not my fear, my meed hath got me 
fame: +1 74 | | 
T haye not ſtopt mine Ears to their demands, 
Nor poſted off their Suits. with flow delays, 
My pity hath been Balm to heal their Wounds, 
My mildneſs hath allay'd their ſwelling Griefs, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing Tears. 
I have not been deſirous of their Wealth. 
Nor much oppreſt them with great Subſidies, ' 
Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, theſe Graces challenge Grace: | 
And when the Lyon fawns upon the Lamb, 
The Lamb will never ceaſe to follow him | 
[ Shout within. AM Lancaſter ! a L. ancaſter 
Exe, Hark, bark, my Lord, what Shouts are thele ? 
Enter King Edward and his Seldzers. : 
K. Edw. Seize on the ſhame-fac'd Henyy, bear him 
hence, © ; | | 
And once again proclaim us King of England. 
You are the Fount, that make {mall Brooks to flow: 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuck them dry. 
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And ſwell ſo much the higher, by their ebb. 
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not ſpeak. 
(8568 with King Henry. 
And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courſe, 
Where peremptory Warmzk now remains: 
The Sun ſhines hot, and it we uſe delay, 
Cold biting Winter mars our hop'd-for Hay. 
Glo. Away betimes before his Forces join, 
And take the great grown Traitor unawares: 


Brave Warriors, march amain towards Ceventry.“ 
| | [ Exeunt, 


eee eee 
Ar See 


Enter Warwick, the Mayer of Coventry, iwo Meſſenger*- 
and others upon the Malis. . 


War, Here is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxſord? 
Howfar henee isthy Lord, mine honeſt Fellow? 
I Me /. By this at Du aſinere, marching hither ward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Montague? 
Where is the Poſt that came from Montague? 
2 Meſe By this at Daintry, with a puiflant Troop. 
| Enter Somervile. . 
Var. Say Somervile, what ſays my loving Son? 
And by thy gueſs, how nigh is Clarence now ? 
Sommer v. At Southam I did leave him with his Forces, 
And do expect him here ſome two hours hence. : 
ar. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum, 
Somerv. It is not his, my Lord, here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honour hears marcheth from Warwick. 
Var. Who ſhould that be? Belike, unlook'd for 
„ | 
Somerv. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly knows, 
March, Flouriſh, Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, and. 
| | Soldiers. ä 
K. Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, and ſound a Parle, 
Glo. See how the furly Har wick mans the Wall. 
Var. Oh unbid Spight, is ſportful Edward come? 
Where ſlept our Scouts, or how are they ſedue d, * 
; = | t 
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That we could hear no news of his repair? | 
K. Edw. Now IWarwick, wilt thou ope the City Gatys, 
Speak gentle Words, and humbly bend thy Kree, 
Call Edward King, and at his Hands beg Mercy, 
And he ſhall pardon thee theſe Outrages ? | 
War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, 
Confeſs who ſet thee up, and pluck'd thee down, 
Call //arwick Patron, and be penitent, 
And thou ſhalt till remain the Duke of Tork. 


Slo. I thought at leaſt he would have ſaid the King, Mot 
Or did he make the Jeſt againſt his will ? Glo, 
Mar. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly Gift? Even 
Glo. Ay, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give: K. 
I'll do thee ſervice for ſo good a Gift? My N 


ar. * Twasl that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother, 
K. Edw. Why then'tis mine, it but by Warwick's Gift, Sam 


Glo. Thou art no Atlas for ſo great a weight: Glo 
And Weakling Warwick takes his Gift again, Have 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his Subject. | And t 
K. Edw. But Werwick's King is Edward's Priſoner: 
And gallant Warwick, do but anſwer this, | Wa 
| What is the Body, when the Head is of? : Of fo 
Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caſt, .. With 
But whiles he thought to ſteal the ſingle Ten, More 
The King was lily finger'd from the Deck: Come 
You left poor Henry at the Biſhop's Palace, Cl, 
And ten to one you'll met him in the Tower, - Look 
K. Edw. I is even ſo, yet you are Warwick (till. I will 
Glo, Come Warmick, | Who 
Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: RE 
Nay when; ſtrike now, or elſe the Iron cools. That 
War. I had rather chop this Hand off at a blow, To be 
And with the other fling it at thy Face, = Apait 
Than bear ſo low a Sail, to ſtrike to thee, Perh: 
K. Edw. Sail how thou canſt, . To k 
Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, | Than 
This Hand, faſt wound about thy Coal-black Hair, ] am 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, That 
Write in the Duſt this Sentence with thy Blood, I hex 
Wind-changing Warwick new can change no more. With 
: Euter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. (As 


Har. O chearſul Colours, ſee where Oxford „ Top 
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Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaſter. 

Vo. The Gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Edw. So other Foes may ſet upon our Backs. 
Stand we in good Array; for thy no doubt | 
Will iſſue out again, and bid us Battel: 

Ifnot, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rouze the Traitors in the ſame. 
Var. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 
Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours, 

Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaſter. 

Glo. Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſon 
Even with the deareſt Blood your Bodies bear. 

K. Edw. The harder match'd the greater Victory, 
My Mind preſageth happy Gain, and Conqueſt. 

Enter Somerſet, with Drum and Colours, 

Some Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter, | 

Glo, Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Have ſold their Lives unto the Houle of Yori, 

And thou ſhalt be the third, it this Sword hold. 
Enter Clarence, with Drum and Coluurs. 

Var. And lo, where George of Clarence iweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel : | 
With whom an upright Zeal to right prevails 
More than the Nature of a Brother's Love. 

Come Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Earwick call. 

Clar. Father of /arwick, know you what this means? 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee: | 
I will not ruinate my Father's Houſe, 

Who gave his Blood tolime the Stones together, 
And (et up Lancaſter. Why, troweſt thou Var wick, 
That Clarence is ſo harſh, lo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal Inſtruments of War. 

Againſt his Brother, and his lawful King ? 
Perhaps thou wilt obje& my holy Oath : 

To keep that Oath were more Impiety, 

Than Jept hab's, when he ſacrific d his Daughter, 
I am fo ſorry for my Treſpals made, 
That to deſerve well at my Brother's Hands, 

| 6 my ſelf thy mortal Foes 
With Reſolution, whereſoe er I meet thee, 

{As I will meet thee, if thou ſtir abroad,) 


Toplague thee for thy foul mil-lzading me. 
| And 


* 
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And fo proud-hearted Varwicl, I dehie thee, 
And to my Brother turn my bluſhing Cheeks, 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends : 
And Richard, do not frown upon my Faults, 
For | will henceforth be no more unconſtant. | 
HK. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more beloy'd, 
Than if thou never had'ſt deſerv d our Hate. 
Glo, Welcome, good Clarence, this is Brother - like. 
War. O paſſing Traitor, perjur'd and unjuſt, 
K. Edw. What Warwick, 
Wilt thou leave the Town and fight ? 
Or ſhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears? 
War. Alas, | am not coop'd here for defence: 
Iwill away towards Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee Battle, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. 

K. Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the Field; St. George and Victory. 
March. Warwick and his Company filluws. 
Alarum and Excurſiens. Enter Edward bringing forth 

Warwick wounded, | 


K. Edw. So, lye thou there; die thou, and die our fear, 


For Varwick was a Bug that ſcar'd us all. 
Now Montague lit faſt, I ſeek for thee, 
That Warwick's Bones may keep thine Company. [ Exit. 
War. Ah, whoisnigh? Come to me, Friend or Foe, 

And tell me who is Victor, Tork, or Warwick? 
Why ask I that? my mangled Body ſhews, 
My Blood, my want of Strength , my fick Heart ſhews, 
That I muſt yield my Body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conqueſt to my Foe. 
Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax's edge, 
Whole Arms gave ſhelter to the Princely Fagle, 
Under whole ſhade the ramping Lion flept, 
Whoſe top-branch over peer d ove's ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winter's powerful wind. 
Theſe Eyes that now are dim'd with Death's black Veil, 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, 
To ſearch the lecret I reaſons of the World: 
The wrinkles in my Brows, now fill'd with Blood, 
Were lik'ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres : 
For who liv'd King but I could dig his Grave? | 
And who durſt {miie, when Warwick bent his broyy ? 

| Lo, 


[ Exeunt. 
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Lo, now my Glory ſmear'd in Duſt and Blood, 
My Parks, my Walks, my Manors that I had, 
Eyen now forſake me ? and of all my Lands, 
s nothing left me, but my Body's length. 
Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Duſt ? 
And live we how we can, yet die we mutt, , 
Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 
Some Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſs again: 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiſſant Power, 
Even now we heard the News: Ah, could'ſt thou fly! 
War, Why then I would not fly. Ah Montague, 
Ef thou be there, ſweet Brother, take my Hand, 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while, | 
Thou loy'{t me not; for, Brother, it thou didſt, 
Thy Tears would waſh this cold congealed Blood, 
That glews my Lips, and will not let me ſpeak. 
Come quickly Montague, or I am dead. 
Som. Ah Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his laſt, 
And to the lateſt gaſp, cry'd out for Warwick : 
And ſaid, commend me to my valiant Brother. 
And more he would have ſaid, and more he ſpoke, 
Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That mought not be diſtinguiſh'd; but at laſt, 
I well might hear delivered with a Groan, 
O farewel Warwick, 
War, Sweet reſt his Soul; 

Fly Lords, and ſave your ſe:yes, | 
For ar wick bids youall farewel, to meet in Heaven. [Dies. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen's great Power. 

Here they bear away his Bech. [ Exeunt. 
Flouriſh, Enter King Edward in triumph, with Glouceiter, 
Clarence, and the reſt. 


K. Zdw, Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courſe, | 


And we are grac'd with wreaths of Victory; 

But in the midſt of this bright-ſhining Day, 

I ipy a black ſuſpicious threatning Cloud, 

That will encounter with our Glorious Sun, 

Ere he attain his eaſeful Weſtern Bed: 

I mean, my Lords, thoſe Powers that the Queen 

Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our Coaſt, 

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 4 5 
6 ; ares 
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Clar. A little Gale will ſoon diſperſe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came; 
Thy very Beams will dry thole Vapours up, 

For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 

Glo. The Queen is valued thirty thouſand ſtrong, 
And Somerſet, with Oxferd, fled to her; 5 
It ſhe hath time to breathe, be well aſſur'd 


Her Faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 


K. Edw, We are adyertis'd by our loving Friends, 
That they do hold their courſe toward Tewksbury. 
We having now the beſt at Parnet Field, 
Will thither ſtraight, for willingneſs: rids away, 
And as we march, our ſtrength will be augmented, 
In every County as we go along: 8 
Strike up the Drum, cry Courage and away. [ Exeunt. 
March. Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, Somerſet, 

Oxford, and Soldiers „ 


veen, Great Lords, wife Men neer fit and wail their 
Put chearly ſeek how to redreſs their Harms. _ [Lols, 


W hat though the Maſt be now blown over-board, 


The Cable broke, the holding Anchor loſt, 


And halt aur Sailors ſwallow'd in the Flood 2 
Yet lives our Pilot ſtill, Ts't meet that he ; 
Should leave the Helm, and-like a fearful Lad, 

With ſearful Eyes add Water to the Sca, | 
And give more ſtrength to that which hath too much, 
M hiles in his moanr, the Skip ſplits on the Rock, 
Which Induſtry and Courage might have ſav' d? 

Ah what a Shame, ah what a Fault were this! 
Say, Warwick was our Anchor; what of that ? 

And Montague our Top-maſt ; what of him? 


Our ſlaughter'd Friends, the Tackles; what of thele ? 


W hy is not Oxford here another Anchor? 


Ard Scmerſet, another goodly Maſt ? 


The Friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 
And though unskilful, why not Ned and [; 


For once allow'd the skiitul Pilot's Charge? 
We will not from the Helm to fit and weep, 


But keep our Courle, though the rough Wind ſay no, 
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wra 
As geod to chide the Waves, asſpeak them fair, 
And what is Edward, but a ruthleis Sea ? 


What 
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What Clarence, but a Quick ſand of Deceit? 
And Richard, but a ragged fatal Rock? 

All theſe, the Enemies to our poor Bark, 

Say you can ſwim, alas, tis but a while; | 
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly ſink ; 
Beſtride the Rock, the Tide will waſh you oft, 
Or elſe you famiſh, that's a threefold Death. 
This ſpeak I, Lords, to let you underſtand, 

In caſe ſome one of you would fly from us, 


That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
Mo e than with ruthleſs Waves, with Sands and Ro ks: 


Why courage then, what cannot be avoided, 
Twere childiſſi weakneſs to lament or fear. 


Prince. Methinks a Woman of this valiant Spirit 
Should, if a Coward heard her ſpeak theſe words, 


Infuſe his Breaſt with Magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil a Man at Arms. 

I ſpeak not this, as doubting any here: 

For did F but ſuſpe&a fearful Man, 

He ſhould have leave to go away betimes, 
Leſt in our need he might infe& another, 
And make him of like Spirit to himſelf, 

If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 

Let. him depart before we need his help. | 


Oxf. Women and Children of ſo high a Courage, 
And Warriors faint! why *twere perpetual Shame. 


Oh brave ycung Prince! thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may ſt thou live, 
To bear his Image; and renew his Glories, 


Som. And he that will not fight for ſuch a Hope, 


Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by Day, 
If he ariſe, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 


Lueen, Thanks, gentle ry fveet Oxford thanks. 


Prin, Andtake his Thanks, th: 
Euter a Meſſenger. 


at yet hath nothing elſe, 


Meſ. Prepare you, Lords, for Edward is at hand 


Ready to fight; therefore be reſolute. 

_ Oxf. Ithought no lefs; it is his Policy, 

To haſte thus faſt, to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he's deceiv'd, we are in readineſs. 


 Lueen, This chears my Heart, to ſee your forwardneſs. 
Oxf. Here pitch qur Battel, hence we will not budge. 


"Marth. 
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March, Enter King Edward, Glo'ſter, Clarende, and 
5 Soldiers. | 
K. Edw. e Followers, yonder ſtands the thorny 
Wood, | | 

Which, by the Heav'ns Aſſiſtance, and your Strength, 
Muſt, by the Roots, be hewn up yet ere Night. 

I need not add more Fuel to your Fire, 

For well I wot, ye blaze to burn them out: 

Give Signal to the Fight, and to it, Lords. | 
Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I ſhould 


„ 


bs: 
My Tears Xp ; for every Word ] ſpeak, 
Ye ſee I drink the Water of my Eye: | 
Therefore, no more of this; Henry, your Sovereign, 
Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſurp'd, 
His Realm a Slaughter-houſe, his Suhjects ſlain, 
His Statutes cancel d, and his Treaſure ſpent : 
And yonder is the Wolf, that makes this, Spoil. 
You fight in Juſtice: Then in God's Name, Lords, 
Be yaliant, and give Signal to the Fight. 
Alarum, Retreat, Excurſions. 
Enter King Edward, Gloceſter, Clarence, &c. The Queen, 
Oxford, and Somerſet Priſeners. = 
K. Edw. Now here's a Period of tumultuous Broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes Caſtle ſtraight: 
For Somerſet, off with his guilty Head. 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them ſpeak. 
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with Words, 
Som. Nor I, but ſtoop with Patience to my Fortune. 
| Excunt. 
Cuzen. So part we ſadly in this troublous World, 
To meet with Joy in ſweet Jeruſalem. 
K A made, That who finds Ed- 
ward. | 
Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life ? 
Glo. It is, and lo where youthful Edward comes 
Enter the Prince cf Wales. . 
EK. Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him ſpeak, 
What? can ſo yuung a Thorn begin to prick ? 5 
Edward, what Satisfaction canſt thou make, 
For bearing Arms, for ſtirring up my Subjects, 
And all the Trouble thou haſt turn'd me to ? 
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Prince. Speak like a Subject, proud ambitious York, 

Suppoſe that I am now my Father's Mouth, 

Reſign thy Chair, and where I ſtand, kneel thou, 

Whilſt I propoſe the ſelf-ſame Words to thee, 

Which, Traitor, thou would'ſt have me anſwer to. 
Queen, Ah! that thy Facher had been fo reſolv'd. 

_ Glo, That you might ſtil] have worn the Petticoat, 

And ne'er have ſtoln the Breech from Lancaſter. 


Prince. Let Æſop Fable in a Winter's Night, 


His Curriſh Riddles ſort not with this Place. 
Glo. By Heaven, Brat, I'll plague ye for that word. 
 Lucen. Ay, thou waſt born to be a Plague to Men. 
Glo. For God's ſake take away this captive Scold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crook- back, rather 
K. Edw. Peace, wilfulBoy, or I will charm your Tongue. 
Ca. Untutor'd Lad, thou art too Malapert. 
Prince. I know my Duty, you are all undutiful: 


Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur d George, 


And thou miſ-ſhapen Dick, I tell ye all, 
Jam your better, Traitors as ye are. 
And thou uſurp'ſt my Father's Right and mine. 
K. Edw. Take that, thou likeneſs of this Railer here. 
| [ Stabs him. 
Glo, Sprawl'ſt thou? take that, to end thy Agony. 
[ Rich. Stabs him. 
Car. And there's for twitting me with 9 8 


| | { Clar » ſtabs him 
Queen. Oh, kill me too. 3 
Glo. Marry, and ſhall. [ Offers to Kill her, 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too much. 
Glo. Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the World with words? 


K. Edw. What? doth ſhe ſwoon? uſe Means for her Re- 


covery. | 
Glo. Clarence, excuſe me to the King my Brother: 
T'll hence to Lenacu on a ſerious Matter, 
Ere ye come there, beſure to hear ſome News. 
Clar. What? what? 
Glo. Tower, the Tower. { Exif. 
Queen. Oh, Ned, ſweet Ned, ſpeak to thy Mother, Boy, 
Car'ſt thou not ſpeak? O Traitors, Murderers ; 
They that ſtabb'd Cæſer, ſhed no blood at all, 


Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 
9 D 2 It 
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If this foul Deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a Man; this (in reſſ pech) Child, 
And Men ne' er ſpend their Fury on a Child. 

What's worſe than Murtherer, that I may name it? 
No, no, my Heart will burſt, and if I ſpeak———< 
And I will ipeak, that ſo my Heart may burſt. 
Butcher and Villains, bloody Cannibals, | 

How ſweet a Plant have you untimely cropt ; 

You have no Children, Butchers; it you had, 

The thought of them would have ſtirr'd up Remorſe; 


7 


nut if you ever chance to have a Child, 
Look in his Vouth to have him ſo cut off, 
As deathimen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
K. Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by force. 
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch me here: 
Here ſheath thy Sword, I'll pardon thee, my Death: 
What? Wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou. 
Car. By Heav'n, I will not do thee ſo much Eaſe, 
Queen. Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence do thou do it? 
Clar, Nid'ſt thou not hear me {wear I would not do it? 
uten. Ay, but thou uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf: 
*T'was Sin before, but naw 'tis Charity. . 
Vĩ⁊˖ hat, wilt thou not? where is that Devil's Butcher Richard. 
1 Hard- favour'd Richard? Richard, where art thou? © © 
| Thou art not here: Murther isthy Almſdeed. 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne' er pull'ſt back. 


K. Edm. Away, I ſay, I charge ye bear her hence. f 
Queen. So come to you and yours, as to this Prince. | 
1 3 JJV [ Exit Queen. 
N K. Edw, Where s Richard gone ] 
VB Cla. To Lenden all in poſt, and as I can gueſs, . 
| 1 To make a bloody Supper inthe N wer. | 


K. Edw. He's ſudden, if a thing comes in his Head, 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common ſort : 
[ With pay and thanks, and let's away to Londen, 
| And lee our gentle Queen how well ſhe fares. 
By this, 1 hope, ſhe hath a Son for me. [ Exeunt. 
Enter King Henry, and Glouceſter, with the Lieutenant 
J7/%%% Her Walks... | 
Glo. Good day, my Lord, what at your Book ſo hard? 
K. Hen. Ay, my good Lord; my Lord, I ſhould ſay rather, 
T is fin to flatter, Good was little better: 5 
EL ESE St | bes 2 5 Good 
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Good Glo ſter, and the Devil, were alike, 1 
And both prepoſterous; therefore, not Good Lord. 
Slo. Sirrah, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt conter. 
2 POT. | es [ Exexnt Licuienanant. 


K. Henry. So flies the wreakleſs Shepherd from the Wolf, 


So firſt the harmleis Flock doth yield his Fleece, 

And next his Throat unto the Butcher's Knife. 

What Scene of Death hath Raſſius now to act? 

Slo. Suſpicion always haunts the guilty Mind, 

The Thief doth fear each Buſh an Officer. 

K. Henry. The Bird that hath been limed in a Buſh, 
With trembling Wings miſdoubteth every Buſh z 
And I, the hapleſs Male to one ſweet Bird, 

Have now the fatal Obje& in my Eye, 

Where my poor young was limb'd, was caught and kill'd, 
Slo. Why what a peeviſh Fool was that of Greet, | 
That taught his Son the Office of a Fowl ? 

And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool wasdrown'd.. 

K. Henry. J, Dedalus; my poor Boy, Jcarus; 

Thy Father, Minos, that deny d our Courſe; 

The Sun that fear'd the Wings of my ſweet Boy, 

Thy Brother Edward; and thy elf, the Sea, 

Whoſe envious Gulf did ſwallow up his Liſe: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words, 


My Breaſt can better brook thy Dagger's Point, 


That can my Ears that tragick Hiſtory. . 
But wherefore doſt thou come? Is't for my Lite ? 
Glo. Think'ſt thou I am an Executioner ? 
K. Henry. A Perſecutor I am ſure thou art; 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou art an Executioner. 
Glo. Thy Son I kilfd for his Preſumption. 
K. Henry. Hadſt thou been kill'd when firſt thou didſt 
preſume, F 
Thou hadſt not iV d to kill a Son of mine : 
And thus I prophelie, that many a thouſand, 
Which now miſtruſt no parcel of my Fear, 
And many an old Man's Sigh, and many a Widow's, 


And many an Orphan's water-ſtanding Eye, 


Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate, 


And Orphans for their Parents timelels Death, 
Shall rue the Hour that ever thou waſt born. 


The 
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The Owl ſhriek d at thy Birth, an evil ſign, 
The Night- Crow ery' d, aboding luckleſs time | 
Dogs how{'d, and hideous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees; x 
The Raven rook'd her on the Chimney's top, | 
And chattering Pyes in diſmal Diſcords ſung: 

Thy Mother felt more than a Mother's Pain, 
And yet brought forth leſs than a Mother's Hope, 
To wit, an indigeſted deform'd Lump, 
Not like the Fruit of ſuch 2 goodly Tree, 
Teeth had thou in thy Head when thou waſt born, 
To ſigniſie thou cam'ſt to bite the World: 
And, if the reſt be true which J have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt. 9 
Glo. Pl hear no more: N 
Die, Prophet, in thy Speech; [! tabs him. 
For this, amongſt the reſt, was J ordain' d. : 
K. Henry. Ay, and for much more Slaughter after this 
O God, forgive my Sins, and pardon thee. Dies. 
Slo. What? will th' aſpiring Blood of Lancaſter 
Sink in the Ground ? I thought it would have mounted, 
See how my Sword weeps for the poor King's Death. 
O may ſuch purple Tears be alway ſhed 
From thoſe who wiſh the downfal of our Houſe, | a 
If any ſpark of Life be yet remaining, = 
Down, down to Hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither, _- 
| | | [ Stabs him again. 
I that have neither Pity, Love, nor Fear. 
Indeed 't is true that Henry told me of: 

For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 

J came into the World with my Legs forward, 
Had I not reaſon, think ye, to make haſte, 

And ſeek their Ruin, that uſurp'd our Right? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cry'd, 
O Jeſus bleſs us, he is born with Teeth! 

And ſo I was, which plainly ſignified, 

That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the Dog: ; 
Then ſince the Heav'rs have ſhap'd my Body ſo, 

Let Hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer it. 
J have no Brother, E am like no Brother, \ 
And this word (Love) which grey Beards call Divine, 

Be reſident in Men like one another, h 

And not in me: 1 am my ſelf alone. 
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Clarence beware, thou keep ſt me from the light, 
But I will ſort a pitchy Day for thee: 


For I will buz abroad ſuch Prophecies, 


That Edward ſhall be fearful of his Life, | 

And then, to purge his Fear, Fll be thy Death, 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son, are gone, 

Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the ret ; — 
Counting my ſelf but bad, till I be beſt, 

T'1l throw thy Body in another room, 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of Doom. [ Exit, 


Enter King Edward, Bween, Clarence, Glouceſter, 
Haſtings, Nurſe, and Attendants. 


K. Edw. Once more we ſit on England's Royal Throne, 
Re-purchas'd with the Blood of Enemies: | 
What valiant Foe- men, like to Autumn's Corn, 

Have we mow'd down in top of all their Pride? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renown'd, 

For hardy and undoubted Champions: 

Two Cliffords, as the Father and the Son, 

And two Northumberlands; two braver Men, 
Neer ſpurr'd their Courſers at the Trumpets ſound. 
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Montague, 
That in their Chains fetter'd the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we ſwept Suſpicion from our Seat, 

And made our Footſtool of Security. 

Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my Boy: 


| Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my ſelf, 


Have in our Armours watch'd the winter Night, 
Went all a-foot in Summers ſcalding Heat, 
That thou might'ſt repoſſeſs the Crown in peace, 
And of our Labours thou ſhalt reap the Gain, 
Glo. F'll blaſt his Harveſt, if your Head were laid, 
For yet I am not look'd on in the World. 
This Shoulder was ordain'd lo thick, to heave, 
And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or break my Back; 5 
Work thou the way, and that ſhall execute. [ Aſides 
K. Edw. Clarence and Gloſter, love my lovely Queen, 
And kiſs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both, 
Clar. The duty that I owe your Majeſty, 
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I ſeal upon the Lips of this ſweet Babe. 


The Third Part, &c. 


K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks, 
Glo. And that I love the Tree from whence thou ſprang'ſt, 
Witneſs the loving Kiſs I give the Fruit: 
To ſay the truth, ſo Judas kiſs'd his Maſter, [_Afide; 
And cry'd, all hail, when as he meant all harm. | 
K. Edw. Now am ſeated as my Soul delights, 


Having my Country's peace, and Brothers love. 


Clar. What will your Grace have done with Margaret * 


| Neignier her Father, to the King of France 


Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jeruſalem, * 
And hither have they ſent it for her Ranſom. 
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France: 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time 
With ſtately Triumphs, mirchful Comick Shows, 
Such as befits the Pleaſure of the Court? | 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel ſower Annoy, 
For here; I hope, begins our latting Joy. . 
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PROLOGUE 


Come no more to make you laugh; Things now, 
That bear a weighty, and a ſerious Brow, 
Sad, high, and working, full of State and Woe ; 

Such noble Scenes, as draw the Eye to flow, 
We now preſent. Thoſe that can Pity, here 
May, if they think it well, let fall a Tear, 
The Subject will deſerve it. Such as give 

| Their Money out of hope they may believe, 

May here find Truth too. Thoſe that come to ſee 

Only a ſhow or two, and fo agree, 

The Play may puſs : If they be flill, and willing, 
oy undertake may ſee away their Shilling 

Richly in two ſhort Hours. Only they 

That come to hear a merry, bawwdy Play, 

1 A noiſe of Targets : Or to ſee a Fellow 

| In a long Hoi) Coat, guarded with Yellow, 

Will be deceiv'd: For, gentle Hearers, know 

To rank our choſen Truth with ſuch a ſhow 

As Fool, and Fight is, beſide forfeiting 

Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 

To make that only true awe now intend, 

Vill leave ui never an underſtanding Friend. 

Therefore, for Goodneſs ſake, and as you are known 

The firft and happieft Hearers of the Town, 

Be jad, as we would make ye. Think ye ſee 

The wery Perſons of our noble Story, 

As they were living : Think you ſee them Great, 

And follow'd with the general Throug, and ſweat 

Of thouſand Friends; then, in a Moment, ſee 

How ſoon this Mightinsſs meets Miſery. 

And if you can be merry then, Ill Jay, 

Man may weep upon his Wedding Day. 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Klug Henry the Eigbib. 

| Cardinal Wolſey, his fir ft Minifter and Favourite. 

Cranmer, Archbiſhop o Canterbury, - - 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Duke of Buckingham. 

Duke of Suffolk. 

Earl of Surrey, 

Lord Chamberlain. 

Cardinal Campeius, the Pope's Legate. 

Capucius, Ambaſſader from the Emperor Charles the Fifth. 

Gardiner Biſbop of Wincheſter, 

Lord Abergavenny. 

Lord Sands. | 

S:r Henry Guildford. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. 

Sir Nicolas Vaux. 

Cromwell, frf Servant to Wolley, after; US to the 
in 

Griffith. Gentleman Uſer to Queen Katherine. 

Three Gentlemen. 

Dr. Butts, P hyfician to the King. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 

Porter and his Man. 

Queen Katherine, fr/i Wife to King Henry, afterwards 


divorc'd. 


Anne Bullen, below'd by the King, and afterwards mar- 


ried to him. 
An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. | 
Patience, Woman of 10 Bed. C bamber to Queen Kathe- 


rine. 


n 12 and Ladies 00 appear in the dumb Shews. 


Women attending upon the Queen. Spirits which ap- 
bear to her. e en . Hera and other At- 
tendants. | 
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Enter the Duke of Norfolk at ore Door : At the other, 
tbe Duke of Buckingham, and' the Lord Abergavenny. 


BUCKINGH AM. 


OOD. morrow, and well met. How have 
Since laſt we ſaw y in France? [ye done 
Vor. I thank your Grace: 
12 S923 Healthfal, roy {as admirer 
bf what I faw there. 

SY Buck. An untimely Ague _ 

wee Staid me a Priſoner in my Chamber, 


Met in the vale of Ardres, 
Nor. "Twixt Guynes and Ardres, 
I was then preſent, ſaw them falute on Horſe-back, 


| Thoſe Sons of Glory, thoſe two Lights of Men [When 
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6 nen 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 
In their Embracement, as they grew together; 
Which had they, what four 'Fhren'd ones could have 
Such a compounded one? ©. (weigh'd 
Buck. All the whole time 35 7 40 
F was my Chamber's Priſoner, 
Nor. Then you loſt 
The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay ß 
Till this time Pomp was ſingle, but now married 
To one above itſelf. Each following Day 
Became the next Day's Maſter, till the laſt 
ade former Wonders, its. To day the French, 
All Clinquant, all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 
Shone, down the Egliſb; and to-morrow, they 
Made Britain, India: Every Man that ſtood, 
Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwarfſh Pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt; the Madams too, 
Not us to toil, did almoſt ſweat to bear 
The Pride upon them, that their very Labour 
Was to them as a Painting. Now this Maſk 
Was cry'd incomparable ; and th'enſuing Night 
Made it a Fool, and Beggar, The two Kings. 
Equal in Luſtre, were now beſt, now worſt, 
As prefence did preſent ghem ; him in Eye, _ 
St him in praiſe ; and being preſent both, 
Twas ſaid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner 
Durſt wag his Tongue in Cenſure. When theſe Suns, 
Fer ſo they phraſe em, by their Heralds, ctalleng'd 
The noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought's compaſs, that former fabuious Story 
Being now ſeen poſſible enough, got credit 
That Bevis was believid. -- | d. 
Back. Qh, you Fo fart. . | 
Nor. As IT belong to worſhip, and affect. 
In Honour, Honeſty, the tract of every thing 
Would by a good Diſcourſer loſe ſome Life, 
Which Actions ſelf was Tongue to. 7 
Buck. All was Royal, 
To the diſpoſing of it nought rebell'd, . 
Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
Diftin&ly his full Function; who did guide, 
I mean whe ſet the Body and the Limbs _ 
Of this great ſport together, as you gueſs? 


Nor. 


King Henry VIII. F 
Ner. One certes, that promiſes no Flement . 
In ſuch a Buſineſs. 99 l 
Buck. I pray you, who, my Lord? | 
Ner. All this was order'd by the good Diſcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of Yor. 
Buck. The Devil ſpeed him: No Man's Pye is 
freed i 
From his ambitious Finger. What had he 
To do in theſe fierce Vanities ? I wonder 
That ſuch a Ketch can with his very Bulk 
Take up the Rays o' th” beneficial Sun, 
And keep it from the Earth. 
Nor, Surely, Sir, : PALE: | 
There's in him ſtuff that puts him to theſe Ends? 
Fer being not propt by Anceftry, whoſe Grace 
Chalks Succeſſors their way; nor call'd upon 
For high Feats done to th' Crown ; neither allied 
To eminent Aſſiſtants; but Spider like 
Out of his ſelf-drawnn Web; O! give us note, 
'The force of his own merit makes his way, 
A Gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the King. | | 
Aber. I cannot tell | 97 1 
What H eav'n hath given him; let ſome graver Eye 
Pierce into that: but I can ſee his Pride 
Peep through each part of him; whence has he that 
If not from Hell; the Devil is a Niggard, 
Or has given him all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himſelf. 1 
Buck. Why the Devil, 3 
Upon this French going out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o' th” King, t'appoint 
Who ſhould attend on him ? . he makes up the File 
Of all the Gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch 
To whom as great a Charge as little Honour 
He meant to lay upon; and his own Letteg 
The honourable Board of Council out 
Muſt fetch him in, he Papers, | 
Aber. I do know | 
Kinſmen of mine, three at the leaſt, that have 
By this ſo ſicken'd their Eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound as formerly. 
Sw. mer. | 
Have broke their Backs with laying Manors on 'em 
A 4 For 


8 The LIFE of 
For this great Journey. What did this great Vanity 
But miniſter Communication of | 
A moft poor Iſſue. 
Nor. Grievingly I think, 
The Peace between the French and us not values 
The Coft that did conclude it. | 
" Buck. Every Man, 
After the hideous Storm that follow'd, was 
A thing inſpir'd, and not conſulting, broke | 
Into a general Propheſie; that this Tempeſt, | J 
Daſhing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded | 
The ſudden breach on't. . g 
Nor. Which is budded out: 5 
For France hath flaw'd the League, and hath attach'd 
Our Merchants Goods at Bourdeaux. | 
Aber. Is it therefore 
Th' Ambaſſador is filenc'd.? 
Nor. Marry is't. | 
Aber. A proper Title of Peace, and purchas'd 
At a ſuperfluous rate, | 
Buck. Why all this Buſineſs 
Our Reverend Cardinal carried. 
© is Nor. Like it your Grace, 8 i 
. The State takes notice of the private Difference 
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I adviſe you 
(And take it from a Heart that wiſhes tow:rds you 
Honour, and plenteous Safety), that you read 
The Cardinal's Malice, and his Potency 
Together: To conſider further, that ̃ 
What his high Hatred would affect, wants not 
A Miniſter in his Power. You know his Nature, 
That he's revengeful; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a ſharp edge: It's long. and't may be ſaid, 
It reaches far, and where 'twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it. Bofom up my Counſel, | 
You'll find it wholſome. Lo, where comes that 
Rock | | 
That I adviſe your ſhunning. 
Enter Cardinal Wolſey, the Purſe born before him, cer- 
tain of the Guard, and two, Secretaries ewith Pa- 
pers; the Cardinal in his Paſſage fixeth his Eye on 
Puckingbam, and Buckingham on him, both full 
of Diſdain. | 1 1 
Mol. The Duke of Buckingham's Surveyor? Ha ? 
Where's his Examination ? Secr. 
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King Henry VIII. 9 
Seer. Here, fo pleaſe you. | 
Wal. Is he in Perſon ready? 
Secr. Ay, an't pleaſe 
Your Grace. | | | 
Wal. Well, we ſhall then know more, 
And Buckingham ſhall leſſen his big Look. 
 [Exeunt Cardinal with his Train. 
Buck. This Butcher's Cur is venom-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the power to muzzle him, therefore beſt 
Not wake him in his: Slumber. A Beggar's Book 
Out-worths a Noble's Blood. 
Nor. What are you chat'd ? | 
Aſk God for Temp'rance that's th' appliance only 
Which your Diſeaſe requires. - 
Buck. I read in's Looks | 
Matter againſt me, and his Eye. revil'd 
Me as his abje& Object, at this inſtant _ 
He bores me with ſome Tricks, he's gone to th' King * 
I'll follow and out-ftare him. | 
Nor. Stay, my Lord, 
Andi let yeur Reaſon with your Choler queſtion 
What 'tis you go about; to climb ſteep Hills 
Requires flaw pace at firſt. Anger is like 
A full hot Horſe, who being allow'd his way 
Self-mettle tires him: Not a Man in England 
Can adviſe me, like you: Be to wha > 
As you wou'd to your Friend. | 
Buck: III to the King, | 
And, from a-Mouth of Honour, quite cry down - 
This. [fevich Fellow's Infolence, or proclaim, 
There's difference in no Perſons. 32 
Nor. Be advis'd ; | 
Heat not a Furnace for- your Foe ſo hot 
That it may ſinge yourſelf. We may out- run 
By violent ſwiftneſs, that which we run at ; 
And loſe by over-running : Know you not, 
The Fire that mounts the Liquor till't run o'er, 
In ſeeming to augment it, waſtes it: Be advis d;: 
I fay again, there is no Engliſb Soul 
A fore ſtronger to direct you than yourſelf, 
If with the ſap of Reaſon you would quench. 
Or but allay the fire of Paſſion. Fr 
Buck. Sir. | | | 
J. am thankful to you, and I'll go alorg 
A5 By 
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By your Preſcription ; but this top-proud Fellow, 
Whom from the flow of. Gall I name not, but. 
From fincere Motion, by Infelligence, 
And Proofs as clear as Founts in Sth, when: 
We ſee each grain of Gravel, I do know | 
To be corrupt and treafonous. | 
Nor. Say not, treaſonous. 
Buck. Jy the King I'll fay't, and make my vouch, 
as ſtrong | 
As ſhore of Rock —— attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav'nous, 
As he is ſubtle, and as prone to Miſchief, 
As able to perform't) his Mind and Place 
Infecting one another; yea reciprocally, 
Only to ſhew his Pomp, as well in France, 
As here at home, ſuggeſts the King our Maſter 
To this laft coſtly Treaty, th' enterview, 
That fwallow'd b much Treaſure, and like a Glaſs 
Did break i' th' wrenching. | | 
Nor. Faith, and fo it did. 3 
Bath, Ear give me favour, Sir, - this cunning Car. 
ina | 36 it | 
The Articles o th” Combination drew 
As himſelf. pleas'd ; and they were ratify'd 
As he cry'd, Thus let it be---to. as 3 end, 
As give a Crutch to the Dead. But our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and tis well---for worthy Wolſey, 
Who cannot err, he did it New this n ; | 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of Puppy 
To th' old Dam, Treaſon) Charles. the Emperor, 
Under pretence to ſee the Queen his Aunt, 
(For 'twas indeed his Colour, but he came | ] 
To whiſper Molſey) here makes Viſitation: 
His Fears were that the Interview betwixt f 
England and France, might through their Amity E 
Breed him ſome prejudice ; for from this League | 
Peep'd harms, that menar'd him. He privily - 1 
Deals with our Cardinal, and as I trow, 1 0 
Which 1 do well -for I am ſure the Emperor C 
Paid ere he promis d, whereby his Suit was granted | 
Ere it was ask'd. But when the way was made, 1 
And pav'd with Gold; the Emperor thus deſir d, 
That he would pleaſe to alter the King's courſe, 
And break the ſoreſaid Peace. Let the King know, * 
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King HENRY VIII. rs 
As ſoon he ſhall by me, that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and ſell his Honour, as he pleaſes,. 
And for his own: Advantage. | A 
Nor. I am ſorry 
To hear this of him; and could wiſh you- were 
Something miſtaken in't. | 
Buck. No, not à Syllable : _ 
do pronounce him in that very Shape 
He fall appear'in proof. 
Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at Arms beſore bim, and 
two or three of the Guard. 


Bran. Your Office, Serjeant ; z execute it. 


Serj. Sir, 
My —— the Duke 1 Buckingham, and Fart 
of Hertford, Sta 2 and Northampton, 1 
Arreſt thee of igh Treaſon, in the Name 
Of our moſt Sovereign King. 

Buck. Lo you, my Lord, 
The Net has fall'n upon me; I ſl periſh 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am forry, i 
To ſee you ta'en from Liberty, to look on 
The buſineſs preſent. Tis his Hightels Pleaſure 
You ſhall to the Tower. 

Buck.. It will help me nothing, 4 a 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me, 


Which makes my whit Part black. I he Will of. 


Be done in this and all Things: I obey. [Heav'n 
O my Lord Abergenm, fare ye well. 

Bran. Nay, he mult bear you Company. The King, 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th' ns till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aber, As the Duke faid,. 
The Will of Heav'n be done, and the King's Pleaſure 


By me obey' d. 


Bran. Here is a Warrant from 
The King t'attach Lord Montague, and the Bodies 
Of the Duke's Confeſſor, John de; la Gar, 
One Gilbert Peck, his Counſellor. 

Buck. So, fo; 


Theſe are the Limbs oth'Plot, no more, I Hops: 


Bran. A Monk ©'th' Chartreux. 
Buck. Oh, Michael Hopkins. : 


Bran, He. 
- Buc &. 


— 


Buck. My Surveyor is falſe, the o'er-great Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him Gold; my Life is fpann'd 3 ; 
Iam the Shadow of poor Buckingham, 7 
Whoſe Figure even this inſtant Cloud puts on, 
By dark' ning my clear Sun. M Y Lord, farewel. L rügen 


SCENE II. 


Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning. on the C nne s 
Shoulder ; the Nobles and Sir Themas Lovel; the 
Cardinal Mace himſelf under the King's 2 on his 
right fide... 

King. My 2 itlelf, and the beſt Heart of It, 
Thanks-you for this great Care: I flood i'th* Level 
Of a all dane Confederacy, and give Thanks 
To you that choak d it. Let be call'd before us 
That Gentleman of Buckingham's in Perſon, 

I'll hear him his Confefſions juſtify, _ 4 

And Point by Point. the Treaſons of his Maſter. | 

He ſhall again relate. 

A noiſe, with crying, Roem for the 8. UBer'd by 
the Dake of Norfolk. Enter the Queen, Norfolk, and 
Suffolk, Ge kneels, The King riſeth from his State, 
takes her lp, kiſſes and placeth her by him. 

Queen. Nay, we mult longer kneel ; am a Suitor. 

King. Ariſe, and take place by us ;- half your Suit. 
Never name to us; you have half eur Power: 

The other Moiety ere you aſk is given; 

Repeat your Will, and take it. 

Juen. Thank your Ma jeſty. 

'That you would love 5 and in that have. 

Not unconſidered leave your Honour, nor 

The Dignity of your Office, is the Point. 

Of my Petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed. 

Queen. Lam ſollicited, not by a few, _ 

And thoſe of true Condition, | that your Subje&s 

Are in great Grievance; there have been Commiſſions. 

Sent down among em, which have flaw'd the Heart 

Of all their-Loyalties; wherein, although, {To Wolſey, 

My good Lord Cardinal, they vent Reproaches | . 

Mot bitterly on you, as putter on 


Of theſe Fate, yet the King, our Maſter, 
Whoſe: 


King HENRY VIII. z 


| Whoſe Honour Heav'n ſhield from Soil, even he eſcapes ; 


Language unmannerly ; yea, ſuch which breaks [not 
The Sides of Loyalty, and almoſt appears 0 
In loud Rebellion. ä 1 

Norf. Not almoſt appears 
It doth appear; for, upon theſe Taxations, 
The Clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them longing, have put off 
The Spinſters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who, 
Unfit for other Life, compell'd by Hunger, 
And lack of other Means, in deſparate manner, 
Daering t.“ Event te th? Teeth, are all in Uproar, 
And Danger. ſerves among them. 

King. Taxation? 
Wherein? and what Taxation? My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam'd for it alike with'us, | 
Know you of this Taxation? 
mol. Pleaſe you, Sir 
J know but of a fingle Part in ought - 
Pertains to th*State. and front but in that File- 
Where others tell Steps with me. 

Queen. No, my Lode it 
You know no more than others: But you frame 
Things that are knownalike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet muſt 
Perforce be their-Acquaintance. Theſe Exactions 
(Whereof my Sovereign would have note) they are 
Moſt peſtilent to th* Hearing, and to bear 'em, 
The Back is Sacrifice to th Load; they ſay, 
They are devis'd by you, or elſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an Exclamation. : 

King. Still Exaction! | 
The nature of it, in what kind, let's know, 
Is this Exaction? 5 55 

Queen, I am much too venturous 
In tempting of your Patience, but am bolden d 
Under your promis'd Pardon. The Subjects Grief 
Comes through Commiſſions, which compels from each 
The ſixth Part of his Subſtance, to be levied | 
Without delay ; and the Pretence for this. 
Is nam'd, your Wars in France; this makes bold Mouths ; 
Tongues ſpit their Duties out, and cold Hearts freeze. 
| Allegiance in them; their Curſes now 
Live where their Prayers did; and it's come to paſs, 1 
| | That 
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14 The LIFE of 
That tractable Obedience is a Slave 
To each incenſed Will: I wduld your Highneſs 
Would give it quick Confideration, for 
Thare is no primer baſeneſs. 

King. By my Life, 
This is againſt our Pleaſure; 

Wel. And for me, 
F have no further gone in this; than by _ 
A ſingle Voice, and that not paſt me, but 
By learned Approbation of the Judges: If I am 
Traduc'd by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My Faculties nor Perſon, yet will be 
The Chronicles of my doing; let me {ay 
Tis but the Bate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Virtue muſt go through: We muſt not ſtint. 
Our neceſſary Actions, in the Fear 
To cope malicious Cenſurers, which ever, 
As rav'nous Fiſhes do a Veſſel follow 
That is new trimm'd; but benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſt, 
By fick Interpreters, once weak. ones, is 
Not ours. or not allow'd ; what work, as oft 
Hitting a grofſer Quality, is cry'd up 
For our beſt Act; if we ſtand ſtill, 7 
In Fear our Motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, 
We ſhould take root here where we lit: 
Or fit State-Statues only. | 

King. Things done well, 
And with a Care, exempt themſelves from Fear.. 
Things done without Example, in their iſſue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a Prefident | 
Of this Commiſſion ?- I believe notany. 
We muſt not rend our Subjects from our Laws, 
And ſtick them in our Will. Sixth Part of each! 
A trembling Contribution why we take | 
From every Tree, Lor, Bark, and part o'th' Timber: 
And though we leave it with a Root thus back d, 
The Air will drink the Sap. To every Cou nity - 
Where this is queſtion d, ſend our Letters, wich 
Free Pardon to each Man that has deny'd | 
The Force of this Commiſſion ; : Pray look to 5 
I put it to your Care. 

Wal. A Word with you, [To the Secretary. 
| Let there be Letters writ to . Sus 5 


JJC Vil. ic 
Of the King's Grace and Pardon; the griev'd Com- 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois'd (mons 
That through our Interceſſion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes; I ſhall anon adviſe you | 
Further in. the Proceeding. | [Exit Secretary, 
EEͤnter Surveyor. 

Queen. I am ſorry that the Duke of Buckingham 
Is run in your Diſpleaſure. 

King. It grieves many ; | 
The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound, is training ſuch, 
That he may furniſh and inſtruct great Teachers, 
And never ſeek for Aid out of himſelf; yet fee, 
When theſe ſo. noble Benefits ſhall prove 
Not well dispos'd, the Mind growing once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious Forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This Man fo compleat, 
Who was enroll'd mongſt Wonders; and when we 
Almoſt with raviſht liſtning, could not find 
His hour of Speech, a minute; He, my Lady, 
Hath into monſtrous Habits put the Graces 
That once were his, and is become as black, 
As if beſmear'd in Hell. Sit by us, you ſhall hear 
(This was his Gentleman in truſt) of him 
Things to ſtrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
To force-recited Practices, whereof 
We cannot feel too little. hear too much. 

Wol. Stand. forth, and with bold Spirit relate, what 
Moſt like a careful Subject, have collected (you, 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. | 

King. Speak freely. $6 ex 

Surv, Firſt, it was was uſual with him every day, 
It would infect his Speech, that if the King 
Should without Iſſue die, he'll carry it fo 
To make the Scepter his. Theſe very Worde 
I've heard him utter to his Son- in- law | 
Lord Aberganny,.'to whom by Oath he menac'd 
Revenge upon the Cardinal, 

Mol. Pleaſe your Highneſs, note 
'This dangeroos Conception in this Point, 
Not friended by his with to your high Perſon ;. 
His will is moſt malignant, and it ſtretches 
Beyend you to your Friends. 


® 


Queer: 
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geen. My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all wich Charity, _ 
FJ = a 
How grounded he his Title to the Crown 
Upon our fail? to this Point haſt thou heard him, 
At any time ſpeak. ought? | 
Sur. He was brought to this, 

By a vain Propheſie of Nicholas Henton. 
King. What was that Henton? 
Surv, Sir, a Chartreux Friar, © 

His Confeſſor, who fed him every Minute 

With Words of Sovereignty. _ 

King. How Know'ft thou that? | - 
Szrv, Not long before your Highneſs ſped to France, 

The Duke being at the Roſe, within the Pariſh 
St. Laurence Poultney, did of me demand : 

What was the Speech among the Londoners | | 

Concerning the French Journey. T reply'd, 

Men fear the French would: prove perfidious 

To the King's danger; pretently the Duke 

Said, twas the fear indeed, and that he doubted. 

*T would prove the verity of certain Words 

Spoke by a holy Monk, that oft, ſays he, 

Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 

Jobn de la Car, my Chaplain, a choice Hour 
To hear from him a Matter of ſome Moment: 

Whom after, under the Commiſſions Seal, 

He Tolemnly had ſwern, that wnat he ſpoke 

My Chaplain to no Creature living, but - 

To me, ſhould utter, with demure Confidence, | 

Thus pauſingly enſu'd ; neither the King, nor's Heirs 

(Tell you the Duke) ſhall proſper, bid him flrive- 
To gain the love o th''Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England | 

Daeen. If I know you well, 

Vou were the Duke's Surveyor, and loſt your Office 
On the complaint o' th* Tenants ; take good heed 
You charge not in your Spleen a noble Perſon, 

And ſpoil your noble Soul ; I ſay, take heed; 
Yes, heartily I beſeech you. £ 
- King. Let him on. Go forward. | 
Surv. On my Soul, I'll ſpeak but Truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th*-Devit's' THuſions,- 
The. Monk might be deceiv'd, and that 'twas dang'rous 
| N For 
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For him to ruminate on this ſo far, until 
It forg'd him ſome defign, which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do: He anſwer'd, Tuſh, 
It can do me no damage ; adding further, 
That had the King in his laſt ſickneſs fail'd, 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lowe!lPs Heads 
Should have gone off. | 
King. Ha! What, ſo rank? Ah, ha 
There's Miſchief in this Man; canſt thou ſay further? 
Sure, I can, my Liege. 
King. Proceed. 
Surv. Being at Greenwieh, 
After your Highneſs had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William Blumer 
King. I remember of ſuch a time, being my ſworn 
Servant, 6 . | | 
The Duke retain'd him his. But on, what hence ? 
Surv. If quoth he, I for this Deed had been com- 
mitted, . * | 
As to the Tower, I thought; I would have plaid 
The Part my Father meant to act upon 
Th' Ufarper Richard, who being at Salisbury, 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence ;- which if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his Duty) would 
Have put his Knife into him. 
King. A giant Traitor ! | | 
Wel Now, Madam, may his Highneſs live in freedom, 
And this Man out of Priſon? | 
Queen. God mend all. | (ſay'ſt? 
King. There's ſomething more would out of thee; what 
Surv. After the Duke his Father with the Knife, 
He ſtrech'd him, and with one Hand upon his Dagger, 
Another ſpread on's Breaſt, mounting his Eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horrible Oath, whoſe Tenor 
Was, were he evil us'd, he weuld out-go 
His Father, by as much asa Performance 
Does an irrefolute Purpoſe. 
King. There's his Period, | 
To ſheath his Knife in us; he is attach'd, 
Call him to preſent Trial; if he may 
Find Mercy in the Law, 'tis his; if none, 
Let him not ſeek't of us: By Day and Night 
He's Traitor to th* height. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


SCENE III. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands, 


Cham. Is't poſſible the Spells of France ſhould juggle 
Men into ſuch ſtrange Mykeries ? 
Sands. New Cuſtoms, 
Tho' they be never ſo ridiculous, 
| Nay let em be unmanly, yet are follow'd, 
Cham. As far as I ſee, all the good our Engl; 
Have got by the laſt Voyage, is but meerly 
A fit or two o' th" Face, but they are ſhrew'd ones ; 
For when they hold 'em, you would ſwear directly 
Their very Noſes had been Counſellors 
To Pepin or Clotbarius, they keep State ſo. 
Sands. They have all new Legs, | 
And lame ones; one would take it, 
That never ſee em pace before, the Spavan, / 
A Spring-halt, reign'd among em. | 
Cham. Death! my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after ſuch a Pagan Cut too, 
That ſure th'have worn out Chriſlendom: How now ? 
What News, Sir Thomas Lovell. wen" 


: Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. : 
Low. Faith, my Lord, F 
I hear of none, but the new Proclamation 7 


That's clap'd upon the Court Gate. 
Cham. What is't for? 
Low. The Reformation of our travell'd Gallants, 
That fill the Court with Quarrels, Eurer and Tailors. 
Cham, I'm glad tis there; 


Now I would pray our Monfieurs 1 
To think an Exgliſb Courtier may be wiſe, 4 
And never ſee the Louvre. | { 


Low. They muſt either 
(For ſo runs the Conditions) leave thoſe 8 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France 
With all their honourable Points of Ignorance 
Pertaining thereupon, as Fights and Fireworks, 
Abuſing better Men than they can be 
Out of a foreign Wiſdom, renouncing clean 
The Faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bolſtred Breeches, and thoſe types of Travel, 
And underſtand again like honeſt Men: 


VVV 


Or 
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Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there I take it, 
They may, Cum Privilegio, wear awa 4 
The Lag- end of their Lewdneſs, and be laugh'd at. 
Sands. Tis time to give them Phykick, their Diſeaſes 
Are. grown fo catching. 
Cham. What a loſs our Ladies 
Will bave of theſe trim Vanities ? 
Lov. Ay marry, 
There will be Woe indeed, Lords, the fly Whoreſons 
Have got a ſpeeding. Trick to lay down Ladies: 
A French Song and a Fiddle, has no Fellow. 
Sands. The Devil fiddle em; 
J am glad they are going, 
For ſure there's no converting em Now _ 
An honeſt Country Lord, as I am, beaten . 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 
And have an hour of hearing, and by” r Lady 
Held currant Muſick too. 
Cham. Well ſaid, Lord Sands, 
Your Colts Tooth is not caſt yet. 
Sands. No, my Lord, 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a ee 
Cham. Sir Thomas, 1 
Whither are you a- going 8 
Low. To the Cardinal's ; 
Your Lordſhip. is a Gueſt too. 
Cham. O, tis true: 
This Night he makes a Supper, and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdom, I'll aſſure _ 
Low, That Churchman - _- 
Bears a bounteous Mind indeed; 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, 
His Dey falls every where. 
Cham. No- doubt, he's noble; - ? 
He had a Black Mouth that faid other of him. | 
Sands, He may, my Lord, h'as wherewithal in him; 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe Sin, than il Doctrine. 
Men of his way ſhould be moſt liberal, 
They are ſet here for Examples. 
Cham. True, they are 14 
But few now give ſo great ones: My Barges ſtays; 
Your Lordſhip. ſhall along: Come, good Sir Thomas, 
Ws ſhall be late elſe, which I would not be, ay 
or 


20 The LTA of: 


For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford, 
This Night to be Comptrollers. | 
Sands. 1 am yonr Lordſhip 8. [ Exeunt: 


SCENE IV. 


| Hantboyr. A ſmall Table under a Start for the Cardinal, 
| .  & longer Table for the Gueſts. Then enter Anne Bullen, 
and divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Gueſts at 

one Daor ; at another Door enter Sir Henry G uilford, 


| Gui. Ladies, 
i A general Weicome from 1 Grace 
| Salutes ye all: This Night he dedicates 
To fair Content, and you: None here he hopes, 
In all this noble Bevy, has brought with her 
One Care abroad: He would have all as merry, 
As firft, good Company, good Wane, 500d Welcome, 
Can ok good People. 2 E 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Loyel. 
O my Lord, y are t rdy; 
The \ very Thought of this fair Company 
Clap'd Wings to nie. | 
Cham. You are young, Sir Harry Guilford, 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal 
But half my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
Should find a running Banquet, ere they reſted, 
I think would better pleaſe em: By my Life, 
They are a ſweet Society of fair ones. | 
Lov. O that your * were but now Conſeſſer 
To one or two of theſe; 
Sands, I would I were, 
They ſhould find eaſy Penance: 
Low. *Faith, — eaſy? 
Sands. As eaſy as a Down Bed would afford i "Rs 
Cham. Sweet Ladies, will it pleaſe you fit : Sir Harry,. 
Place you that ſide, I'll take the Charge of this. 
His Grace is entring, nay you muſt not freeze, 
Two Women plac'd together makes cold Weather: 
My Lord Sands, you are one will Keep” em waking ;: 
Pray fit between theſe Ladies, 
Sands. By my Faith, 
And thank your Lordſhip: By your Leave, beet Ladies; 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me: 115 
L had it fram my Father. 


Anne. 
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Anne. Was he mad, Sir? 

Sands O very mad, exceeding OT in love too; 
But he would bite none, juſt as Ido now, 
He would &ifs you twenty with a Breath. 

Cham. Well faid, my Lord: 

So now yare fairly ſeated : Gentlemen, 
The Penance lies on you, if theſe fair Ladies 
Paſs away frowning. 
Sands. For my little Cue, 
Let me alone. 
Hautboys. E nter oe Wolſey, and takes his State. 
/. Yare welcome my fair Gueſts; that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confirm my Welcome, 
And to you all good Health. 
Sands. Your Grace is noble, 
Let me have ſuch a Bow! may hold my Thanks, 
And fave me ſo much talking. 
Vol. My Lord Sands, 
I am beholding to you; cheer your Neighbour: 
Ladies, you are not merry ; Gentlemen, 
Whoſe Fault is this ? 

Sands, The red Wine muſt firſt riſe | 
In their fair Cheeks, my Lord, then we ſhall have em 
Talk us to Silence. 

Anne. You area merry Gameſter, 

My Lord Sands. 

Sands. Ves, if I make my Play: 

Here's to your Ladyſhip, and pledge it, Madam: 
For tis to ſucha Thing — 

Anne, You cannot ſhew me. 

[Drum and Trumpets, Chambers di charges. 

Sands. I told your Grace that they would talk anon. 

Wal. What's chat? 

Cham. Look outthere, ſome of ye. 

Wol. What warlike Voice, 

And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not ; 
By all the Laws of War y'are privileged, 5 
Enter a Servant. 

Chan. How now, what is't ? 

Ser. A noble Troop of Strangers, 

For ſo they ſeem, they have left their Barge and landed 
And hither make, as great Ambatladors 
From Foreign Princes, 

Wil. 


Pol. Good Lord Chamberlain, | {[Tengue, 
Go, give em welcome; you can ſpeak the French 
And pray receive em nobly, and conduct em 
Into our Preſence, where this Heav'n of Beauty 
Shall ſhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

| [All ariſe, and Tables removed. 
You have now a broken Banquet, but we'll mend it. 
A good Digeſtion to you all; and once more 
I ſhowre a Welcome on ye: Welcome all. 


 Hauthoys. Enter King and others as Masters, habited 
lite Shepherds, uſher'd by the Lord Chamberlain. They 
" paſs directly before the Cardinal, and gratefully ſalute 
im. - 1 
A noble Company: What are their Pleaſures? 
Cham. Becaule they ſpeak no Eagliſb thus they pray'd 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by Fame 
Of this ſo noble and ſo fair Aſſembly, 
This Night to meet here, they could do no leſs, 
Out of the great Reſpect they bear to Beauty, 
But leave their Flocks, and under-ypur fair Conduct 
Crave leave to view theſe Ladies, and entreat 
An Hour of Revels with em. 
Wl. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They have done my poor Houſe grace: 
For which I pay em a thouſand Thanks, 
And pray 'em take their Pleaſures. 7. 
| . [Chu/e Ladies, King aud Anne Bullen. 
King. The faireſt Hand I ever touch'd: O Beauty, 
Till now I never knew thee. L Mai. Dance. 


Wel. My Lord. 5 
Cham. Your Grace. 
 W%. Pray tell em thus much from me: 
There ſhould be one amongſt em by his Perſon 
More worthy this Place than myſelf, to whom, 
1 T but knew him, with my Love and Duty | 
I would ſurrender it. | | 1 hijper. 
— Chan. I will, my Lord. | | 
Wal. What ſay they ? 
Cham, Such a one, they all confeſs, - 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. | 
Hel. Let me fee then, 


| 
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By all your good leaves, Gentlemen, here I'll make 
My Royal Choice. : 8 
King. You have found him, Cardinal: 
You hold a fair Aſſembly, you do well, Lord. 
You are a Churchman, or I'll tell you, Cardinal, 
I ſhould judge you unhappily. 
Mol. I am glad . 
Your Grace is grown fo pleaſant. 
King. My Lora Chamberlain, - | 
Prithee come hither, what fair Lady's that ? 
_ Cham. An't pleaſe your Grace, 
| Sir Thomas Bullen's Daughter, the Viſcount Rochford, 
One of her Highneſs Women. 
King. By Heav'n ſhe's a dainty one: Sweet heart, 
J were unmannerly to take you out, [2e Anne Bullen. 
And not to kiſs you. A Health, Gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 
Mol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the Banquet ready 
I' th' Privy Chamber? 
Lov. Ves, my Lord. 
Vol. Your Grace, 
I fear, with Dancing is a little heated. 
King. I fear too much. 
Wol. There's freſner Air, my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. FE = 
King. Lead in your Ladies every one : Sweet Partner, 
I muſt not vet forſake you; let's be merry, 


8 Good my Lord Cardinal: I have a dozen Healths 
0 To drink to theſe fair Ladies, and a meaſure 
a Lo lead em once again, and then let's dream 
; Who's beſt in Favour, Let the Muſick knock it. 
| [Exrant with Trumpets, 
Wa 
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CT ESCENE I 


Enter two Gentlemen at ſeveral Doors. 


1 Gen. Hither away ſo faſt ? ; 
\ } 2 Gen. O, God faveye: _ 


Even to the Hall, to hear what ſhall 


Of the great Duke of Buckingham. [become 
1 Gen. I' fave you „ | * 
That Labour, Sir. All's now done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringing back the Priſoner. | ; 
2 Gen, Were you there? 
1 Gen. Yes * e was 1 OM | 
2 Gen. Pray 1] what . 4 og ; 
1 Gen. Sk quickly what. 
2 Gen. Is he found Guilty ? | 
1 Gex. Yes truly is he, 
And condemn'd upon't. ' 
2 Gen. I am ſorry for't. | 
1 Cen. So. area Number more. 
2 Gen. But pray how paſt it? | . 
1 Gen. III tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accuſations © 
He pleaded ſti'l Not guilty, and alledged 
Many ſharp Reaſons to defeat the Law. 
The King's Attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on the Examinations, Proofs, Confeſſions 
Of divers Witneſſes, which the Duke defir'd 
To have brought wiwa voce to his Face; 
At which appear'd againſt him, his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke, his Chancellor, and Fohn Car 
Confeffor to him, with that Devil Monk, 
Hopkins, that made this Miſchief. 
2 Gen. That was he, 
That fed him with his Prophecies, 
1 Gen. The fame. | | 
All theſe accus'd him ſtrongly, which he fain | 
Would have flung from him; but indeed he could not: 
And fo his Peers upon this Evidence, 
Have found him guilty of High Treaſon, Much 


OY 4 


He 


ad wt 


— 22 


King Hexnxy VIII. 20. 


He ſpoke, and learnedly for Life; but all 
Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 
2 Gen, Aiter all this, how did he bear himſelf? | 
1 Gen. When he was brought again to th'Bar, to hear 
His Knell rung out, his Judgment, he was ſtirr'd | 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, _ 
And ſomething ſpoke in choler, ill and haſty; . 
But he fell to himſelf again, and ſweetly, 33 
In all the reſt, ſnew d a moſt noble Patience. 
2 Gen. I do not think he fears Deatn. 
1 Gen. Sure he do's np. 
He never was ſo Womanith, the Cauſe 
He may a little grieve at. | 
2 Gen. Certainly, 57 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 
1 Gen. Tis likely. „„ 
By all eonjectures: Firſt KaIdare's Attainder, 
Ihen Deputy of Ireland who remov d, 
Earl Surrey was ſent thither, and in haſte too, 
Leſt be ſhou!d help his Father. | 
2 Gen, That trick of State 
Was a deep envious one. 
I Gen. At his return, EG IS 
No doubt he will requite it ; this is noted 
And generally, who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinal inſtantly will find employment for, 
And far enough from Court too. | 
2 Gen. All the Commons 
Hate him pernicioufly, and o' my Conſcience, 
Wiſh him ten Fathom deep: this Duke as much 
They love and doat on, call him bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all Courteſie, | 


Enter. Buckingham from his Arraignment. Tipſtaves before 
him, the Axe with the edge towards him, Halberds on 
each ide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovel, Sir Ni- 
cholas Vafix,. Walter Sands, and common Pecple, &c. 


I Gen. Stay there, Sir, „ 
And lee the noble ruin d Man you ſpeak of. 

2 Gen, Let's ſtand cloſe and behold him. 
Buck, All gogd People, 
7 e You 
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You that thus far have come to pity me, 
Hear what I ſay, and then go home and loſe me. 
I have this day receiv'd a Traitor's Judgment, 
And by that Name muſt die; yet Heay'n bear witneſs, 
And if I have a Conſcience. let it ſink me, "Of 
Even as the Axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
To th' Law I bear no malicefor my death, 
T has done upon the Premiſes, but Juſtice : 1 
But thoſe that {ought it, I could wiſh more Chriſtians; 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive em; Woes 
Let let em look they glory not in miſchief, 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great Men; 
For then, my guiltleſs Blood muſt cry againſt em. 
For further Life in this World I ne'er hope, 
Nor will [ ſue, although the King have Mercies 
More than I dare make faults. . You.few that lov'd me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, | . 
His noble Friends and Fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter t6 him, only dying. 
Go with me like good Angels to my end, 
Ard as the long divorce of Steel falls on tne, 
Make of your Prayers one {weet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul to.Heay'n.. 
Lead on a God's Name. | | 
Lov. I do beſeech your Grace for Charity, 
If ever any malice in your Heart © 
Were hid againſt me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck, Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive you 
As | would be forgiven : I forgive all. 
There cannot be thoſe numberleſs Offences 
* Cainlt me, that I cannot take peace with: 
No black envy ſhall make my Grave. 


Commend me-to his Grace; 15 
And if he ſpeak of Buckingham, pray tell him, 2 
You met him half in Heav'n: My Vows and Prayers, T 
Yet are the King's ; and till my Soul forſake me, T 
Shall cry for Bleflings on him. May he live © B. 
Longer than I have time to tell his Years; p. 
Ever beloy'd and loving may his Rule be; 0 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, F 

Goodneſs and he fill up one Monument. Sp 


Tou. To th' Water-ſlide I muſt conduct your Grace, 
ag 2 > | * 1 hen 


Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Vazx, 
Who undertakes you'to your end; 
JJ | | 
The Duke is coming: ſee the Barge be ready, 
And fit it with ſuch Furniture as ſuits 
The greatneſs of his Perſon. 

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 3 | 
Let it alone; my State now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord high Conſtable, 
And Duke of Buckingbam; now, poor Edward Boban; 
Vet l am richer than my baſe Acculers, 
That never knew what Truth meant; I now ſeal it; 


+ 


And with that Blood will make em one Day groan for't. = 


My noble Father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who firſt rais'd head againſt uſurping Richard, 

Flying for ſuccour to his Servant Baniſter, 

Being diſtreſt, was by that Wretch betray'd, 

Ard without Trial, fell, God's peace be with him. 
Henry the Seventh ſucceeding, truly pitying 

My Father's loſs, like a moſt Royal Prince 

Reſtor'd to me my Honours; and out of Ruins 

Made my Name once more Noble, Now his Son, 
Henry the Eighth, Life, Honour, Name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ſtroke has taken 

For ever from the World, I had my Trial, 

And muf. needs ſay, a Noble one; which makes me 

A little happier than my wretched Father: 

Yet thus far we are one in Fortune, both 2 
Fell by our Servants, by thoſe Men we loy'd moſt: 

A moſt unnatural and faithleſs Service, 
Heav'n has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 

This from a dying Man receive as certain: 

Where you are liberal of your Love's and Counſels, 

Be ſure you be not looſe 5 for thoſe you make Friends, 
And give your Hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaſt rub in your Fortunes, fall away | 

Like Water from ye, never found again, 

But where they mean to ſink ye; all good People 

Pray for me, muſt now forſake ye; the laſt hour 

Of my long weary Lite is come upon me : 
Farewell; and when you would ay, ſomething, that is ſad, 
Speak how I fell, „ pet 
T- | B2- I haye 


King HENRY VIII. E 
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I have done; 3 and God forgive me. 
Exeuni Buckingham and Train 
I Gen. O, this is full of Pity; Sir, it calls, | 
I fear too many Curſes on their Heads, | 
That were the Authors, + 
2 Gen. If the Dulè be guiltleſs, 
»Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enſuing evil, ifit fall, 
Greater than this, | 
1. Gen. Good Angels keep itfrom us: | 
What may it be? you do not doubt my Faith, sir; 5 
2 Gen, This Secret is ſo weighty, * twill require . 
A ſtrong Faith to conceal it, 
1 Gen, Let me baveit; 
Ido not talk much. 
2 Gen. I am confident; 
You ſhall, Sir; Did you not of late Days hear 
A buzzing, of a Separation, 
Between t ie King and Katherine ? 
1 Gen. Yes, but it held not; 
For when the King once heard it, out of Anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor ſtraight 
Jo ſtop the Rumour, and allay thoſe Tongues 
That durſt diſperſe it. 
2 Gen. But that ſlander, Sir, 
Is found a truth now; for it grows again 
Freſher than ere it was, and held for certain 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or ſome about him near, have, out of Malice 
To the good Queen poſſeſt him with a ſeruple 
That will undo her: To confirm this too, : 
Cardinal Campeius is arriv' d, and lately, ] 
As all think, for this bulineſs, 
1 Gen. 'Tis tbe Cardinal; . 
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperor, | 
For not beſtowing on him, at his asking, 
The Arch-biſhoprick of Toledo, this is Purpos 'd. 
2 Gen. I think 
You have hit the mark; but is't not cruel, 
That ſhe ſhould feel the ſmart of this ? the Cardinal 
Will have bis Will, and ſhe muſt fall, 
1 Gen, Tis woful. FOE 
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We are too open here to argue this:: 
Let's think in private more. [ [Exeunt, 


240 SNE I; -* 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, reading a Letter. 


Y Lord, the Horſes your Lordſhip ſent for, with all the 

care I had I ſaw well ch:ſen, ridden, and farniſly d. 

They were young and handſeme, and of the beſt Breed in tbe 

Mert. When th:y were ready to ſet yut for London @ A an 

of my Lord Cardinal's, by Commiſſion and main Power tock 

em ſrom me with this reaſon: His Mater would be ſerv A 

leſore a Subject, if net befors the King, which flop d our 
Mouths, Sir. | „„ 

| tear, he will indeed; well, let him have them; he 

will haveall, I think. e 


Enter to the Lord n the Dukes of Norfolk end 
Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain, 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces, 
Suf. How is the King empioy'd ? 
Cham. [left him private, 
Full of {ad Thoughts and Troubles. 
Nor, What's the Cauſe? | 
Cham: It ſeems the Marriage with his Brother's Wife, 
Has crept too near his Conſcience, | 
„uf. No, his Conſcience 
Has crept too near another Lady, 
r, Into; 8 | 
This is the Cardinal's doirg ; the King-Cardiral ; 
That blind Prieſt, like the eldeſt Son of Fortune, 
Turns what he liſt. The King will know him one Day. 
Sf. Pray God he do, 
He'll never know himſelf elſe, | 
Nor. How holily he works in all his Buſineſs, 
And with what zeal? For now he has crackt the League 
Between us and the Emperor, the Queen's great Nephew, 
He dives into the King's Soul, and there ſcatters ; 
Xe Dange rs, Doubts, wringing of the Comciencr, 
; Fears, and Deſpair, _— all theſe for his Marriage, 
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And out of all theſe, to reſtore the King, 
He counſels a Divorce, a loſs of her, 

| That like a Jewel, has hung twenty Years 
About his Neck, yet never loft her Luſtre ; 

Of her that loves him with that excellence, 

That Angelslove good Men with; even of her, 

That, when the greateſt ſtroke of Fortune falls, 

Will bleſs the King; ; and ĩs not this courſe pious ? ? 
Cham. Heav'n keep me from ſuchCounſel; tis moſt true, 

Theſe News are every where, every tongue ſpeaks em, 

And every true Heart weeps for t. All that dare 
Look into theſe Affairs, {ee his main end, 

The French King's Siſter. Heav'n will one day open 
The King's Eyes, that ſo long have ſlept upon 
Ibis bold bad Man. 

Saf. And free us from his . 
Nor. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance; 

Or this i impious Man will work us ' all 
From Princes into Pages; all Mens Honours 
Lye like one lump before him, to be faſhion' 4 
Into what pitch he pleaſe. 

Suf. For me, my Lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him, there's my Creed : : 
As I am made without him, ſo I'll ſt and, . 

If the King pleaſe; his Curſes and his Bleſſings 
Touch me alike; th'are breath I net believe in. 

I knew him, and I know him; ſo I leaye him 

To him that made him proud, the Pope, 

Nor. Let'sin; 
And with ſome other Buſineſs, put the King 


From theſe lad 'Thoughts, t that work too much 1 him; 


My Lord, you'll bear us Company? 
cCbæm. Excuſe me, 
The King has ſert me other-where : Beſides 
Youll find a moſt unfit time to diſturb hm: 
Health to your Lordſhipss [ Exit Lord Chemberlain. 
..... Ner. Thanks my good Lord Chamberlain, 
The Scene draws, and diſcovers the King ſitting and reading 
penſruely. 
Suf. How fad he 19 — lure he is much afliged. 


Id, N ho s there? Ha? 2 1 4 
i a - Nr a 


King Henry VII. „ > 


Nor. Pray God, he be not angry. 5 | | 

King. Who's there, I fay? how dare you thruſt your ſelvey 
Into my ptivate Meditations ? | I 
Who am [? ha? 

Nor, A gracious. King, that pardons all Offences 
Malice ne er meant: Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is Buſineſs of Eſtate; in which we come 
To know your Royal Pleaſure. 

King. Ve are too bold: 


e; Go to; F'll make ye know your times of Buſineſs: 

, Is this an hour for temporal Affairs? ha? | 
Enter Wolſey, and Campeius the Pipe's Legat, with a 
mii. 7 


Who's there? my good Lord Cardinal? O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience; 
Thou art a cure fit for the King; you're welcome, 
Moſt learned reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, 
Uſe us, and it; my good Lord, have great care, 
I be not found a Talker. 5 
ol. Sir, you cannot: 5 
I would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private Conference. | 
King. We are buſie; go. | R 
Mor. This Prieſt has no Pride in him? 
Suf. Not to ſpeak or 
I would not be ſo fick though, for his place: 
But this cannot continue. 3 - 
Nor. If it do, Pl venture one heave at him. 
Suf. J another. [ Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Mol. Your Grace has given a Preſident of Wiſdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
| Your ſeruple to the Voice of Chriſtendom : 
13 Who can be angry now? what Envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, ty'd by Blood and Favour to her, 
Muſt now confels, if they have any Goodneſs, 
The Trial juſt and noble. All the Clerks, 
In mean the leai ned ones in Chriſtian Kingdoms, 


** 


in. Have their free Voice, Rome, the Nurſe of Judgment, - 
Invited by your Noble ſelf, bath ſent 
ng One general T o2gue unto us, this good Man, 


This juſt and learnzd Prieſt, Cardinal Campeius, 

Whom once more I preſent unto your Highnels, 
| King. And ones more in mine Arms I bid him welcome, 
UF EY B 4 | And 


32 'The LIFE of 
And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, _ 
They have ſent me ſuch a Man I would have wiſh'd for, 
Cam. Your Grace muſt reeds delerve all ſtrangers loyes 
Yeu are ſo Noble: To your Highneſs's Hand 
I tender my Commiſſion; by whole Virtue, 
The Court of Reme commanding, you, my Lord, 
Cardinal of TorÞ; are join'd with me, their Servant 
In the unpartial judging of this Buſineſs, . 
Hing. Two equal Men: the Queen ſhall be acquainted 
Forthivith for what you come. Where's Gardiner? 
ol. Iknow your Majeſty has always lov'd her 
So dear in Heart, not to deny her that, 
A Woman of leſs Place might ask by Law, 
Scholars allow'd, freely to argue for her. 
King. Ay, and the beſt ſhe ſhall have; and my Favour 
To him that does beſt, God forbid elſe; Cardinal: 
Prithee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 
I find him a fit Fellow. we 
5 Enter Gardiner. | 
Vol. Give me your Hand; much joy and favour to you; 
You are the King's now. | 
Gard. But te be commanded | | 
For ever by your Grace, whoſe hand has rais'd me. 
King. Come hither, Gardiner. [Walks and whiſpers. 
Cam. My Lord of Tok, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this Man's place before him? 
Vol. Ves, he was. 5 4 
Cam, Was he not held a learned Man ? 
Mol. Yes, ſurely, ig 20 
cam. Believe me, there's an ill Opinion ſpread then 
Even of your ſelf, Lord Cardinal. | 
JJ Aeon f 
Cam. They will not ſtick to ſay, you envy'd him; 
And fearing he would riſe, he was ſo virtuous, | | 
Kept him à foreign Man till, which ſo griey'd him, | 
That he ran mad and dy' d. No | 
Woel. Heaven's peace be with him; 
That's Chriſtian Care enough; for living Murmurers, 
1 here's places of rebuke. He was a Fool, | 
Fer he would needs be yertuous. That good Fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 
1 will haye none fo near elle, Learn this, Brother, 


We 


ur 


S. 


We 


Pronounce diſhonour of ber ; by my life, 


So many courſes of the Sun enthron'd, 


She ne er had known pomp ;z though't be temporal 


As Soul and Body's ſevering. 


King Hexxy VIII. 33 


We live not to be grip'd by meaner Perſons. a 
King. Deliver this with modeſty to th' Queen. 
| 55 | | Exit Gardiner. 
The moſt convenient place that I can think of, 
For ſuch receit of Learning is Black Fryars : 
There ye ſhall meet about this weighty Buſite%, 
My Wolley, ſee it furniſh'd. O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve an able Man to leave ; 
So ſweet a Bedfellow ? But Conſcience, Conſcience 
O tis a tender place, and I muſt leave her. [ Ex2unt, 


SCENE III. 
Ent er Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 


„ | 
Anne. Not for that neither--here's the Pang that pinches, 

His e having liv'd ſo long with her, and ſhe 

So good a Lady, that no Tongue could ever 


She never knew harm doing: Oh now after 


Still growing in a Majeſty and Pomp, the which 
To leave, a thouſand fold more bitter, than 
Tis ſweet at firſt t acquire. After this proceſs, 
To give her the Avaunt, it is a pity 
Would move a Monſter, 

Old Z. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for ber. 

Anne. © God's Will, much better 


Yet if that quarrel, - Fortune, do divorce 5 
It from the bearer, tis a Sufferance, panging 


Old T. Alas, poor lady, 

She's ſtranger now again, 
Anne. So much the more 

Muſt pity drop upon her; verily | 
1 iwear tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 
Than to be perk'd up ina gliſt ring Gries, 
And wear a golden Sorrow. 


01d TL. Our Ccntent | 8 
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Is our beſt having. Ep 
Anne. By my troth tad Maidenhead, i 79S 
I would not be a Queen, 1 
01d Z. Beſhrew me, I would,” © 
Ard venture Maidenhead for't, and ſo would you, 
For all this fpice of your Hypocriſie; 
You that have fo fair Parts of Woman on you, 
Have, tee, a Woman's Heart, which ever yet 
Affected Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty; 1 
Which; to ſay ſooth, are Bleſüngs; ; and which Gifts ; 
(<aving your mincing) the Capacity 
Of your loft Chiverel Conſcience would receive, 
If you might pleaſe to ſtretch it. | 
Anne. Nay, good troth | 
Old Z. Yes, troth and troth; you would not be a Queer? 
Anne. No, not for all the Riches under Heay'n, 
Old L. Tis ſtrange, a three- pence bow d no would 
Old as I am, to Queenit; but I pray you, (hire me, | 
M bat think you of a Dutcheſs ? haye you Limbs _ | 
To bear that load of Title? | 
Anne. No, in truth. 1 
O Z. Then you are weakly made, Piber d R a na, 


] would not be a young Count in your way, a 
For more than bluſhing comes to: If your Back 7 
Cannot vouchſafe this Burthen, * tis too weak 7 
Ever to geta Boy. I 


Anne. How do youtalk! 
I {wear again, I would not hea Queen | 
For all the World. 5 I 
014 T. In faith for little Eng laud, 1 + | 0 


You'l] venture an emballing: I my "ſelf © 
Would for Carnarvanſhire, although there long'd. F 
No more to th Crown but that. Lo, who comes here? A 
Enter Lord Chamberlain. T 
Cham. Good-Morrow, Ladies, what were't worth to 5 
The ſecret of your Conference? © C⸗xknow ol 
Anne. My good Lord, 
Not your demand ; it values not your asking : T 
Our Miſtreſs Sorrows we were pitying. L T 
Cham. It was a gentle Buſineſs, and en 7 
The Action of good Women, there is hope | 3, 


4 * 


All will be well. 
Anne. 


W 


Ne. 
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Aum. Now I pray God, Amen. 


Cham, You bear à gentle Mind, and heavenly Bleſfings 
Follow ſuch Creatures. That you may, fair Lady, 


Perceive I ſpeak ſincerely, and high Notes 


Ta'en of your many Virtues ; the King's Majeſty 
Commends his good Opinion of you, to you and 
Does purpoſe Honour to you no leſs lowing 
Than Marchioneſs of Pembroke; to which Title 
A thouſand pound a Year, Annual Support, 
Out of his Grace, he adds, | 
Anne. I do not know 
What kind of my Obedience, I ſhould tender; 
More than my All, is nothing : nor my Prayers 
Are not Words duly hallowed, nor my wiſhes T 
More worth than empty V anities; yet Prayers and Wiſhes 


Are all | can return. Beſeech your Lo:dſhip, 


Vouchſafe to ſpeak my Thanks, and my Obedience, 
As from a bluſhing Handmaid to bis Highneſs, 
Whoſe Health and Royalty I pray for. 
- Chain. Lady; 1 8 
I ſhall not fail t approve the fair Conceit | 
The King hath of you. I have perus d her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are ſo mingled, _ ; 
That they have caught the King; and who knows yet, 
But from this Lady may proceed a Gem, e 
To lighten all this Iſle? L to the King; 
And lay I ipoke with you. [Exit Chamberlain. 
Anne. My honour'd Lord. [123 8 
01d Z. Why this it is: See, ſee, 
I have been begging ſixteen Yearsin Court 
(Am yet a Courtier beggarly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too late 
For any ſuit of Pounds; and you, oh fate, 
A very freſh Fiſh here; fie, fie, ſie upon 
This compell'd Fortune, have your Mouth filbd up; 
Belore Yau o o r 
Anne. This is ſtrange to ue. 8 
014 L. How taſtes it? Is it bitter? Forty Pence, na: 
There was an old Lady once (tis an old Story) 
That would not be a Queen, that would the not, 
Fer all the mud in Egypt; have you heard it? 
Anne. Come, you are pleatant. Eo 
2 O. 
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01d Z. With your Theme, I could 


O'er-mount the Zark ; the Marchioneſs of Pembroke ? 
A thouſand pounds a Year, ſor pure refpet? 

No other Obligation? But my life | 

That promiſes more thouſands : Honour's train 

Is longer than his Fore - skirt; by this time 

I know your Back will bear a Dutcheſs, Say, 

Are you not ſtronger than you were ? . 


Anne. Good Lady, | | 
ake your [elf Mirth with your particular Fancy, 


And leave me out on t. Would I had no being, 


If this ſalute my Blood a jot ; it faints me 

To think what follows. 5 
The Queen is comfortleſs, and we forgetful 
In our long abſence; pray do not deliver, 
Wbat here y ave heard, to her. 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets. Enter two Vergers, with 


| Let Silence be commanded, 


01d Z. What do you think me X ¶ Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 
fhort filver Wands ; next them two Scribes in the habits of 


Doctors: "After them, the Biſhop if Canterbury alone; 
aſter bim, the Biſhops of Lincoln, Ely, Rocheſter, and St. 


_ Alaph;, next them, with ſome ſmall diftance, follows a 


Gentleman bearing the Purſz, with the great Seal, and a 
Cardinal's Hat; then two Prieſis, bearing each a ſilver 


Croſs; then a Gentleman Uſher bare headed, accompanied 
with a Ser jeant at Arms, bearing a Mace; then two Gen- 


tlemen, bearing two filver Pillars; after them, fide by 
ide, the two Cardinals, two Moblemen with the Sword 
and Mare. The King takes Plate under the Clith of State, 
the two Cardinals fit under him as Judges. The Queen 
takes plate ſome diſtance frem the King. The Biſheps 


place themſelves on each ſide the Curt in manner of a 


GARY: Below them the Scribes. The Lords fit next 


- the Biſhops. The reſt of the Attendants ſtand in conveni- 


ent Gider about the Stage. 
Wol. Whilſt our Commiſſion from Rowe is read, 
King. 


44 
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Kino. What's the need? 

It hath already publickly been read. 

And on all ſides th Authority allow'd, 

You may then ſpare that time, | _ 
ol. Be't fo, proceed, | | Court, 
Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come into the 
er. Henry King of England, &c. 

King. Here. pa gy Us 
Scribe. Say, Katherine Queen of England, 

Come into the Court. gs 
er. Katherine, Queen of England, &c. 

The Queen makes no Anſwer, rijes out of ber Chair, gees 

about the Court, comes to the King, and kneels at bis 

RT IFRS... Coo -...; 

Sir, I defire you to do me Right and Juſtice, 

And to beſtow your Pity on me; for 

Jam a moſt poor Woman, and a Stranger, 

Born out of your Dominions; having here 


No Judge indifferent, nor no more aſſurance 


Of equal Friendſhip and Proceeding. A ; 
In what have I offended you? What ſe * 
Hath my Behaviour given to 3 Diſpleaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, 

And take your good Grace from me? Heav'n witneſs, 
J have been to you a true and humble Wife, | 
At all times to your Will conformable :_ 

Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike, | 
Yea, ſubject to your Countenance ; glad, or ſorry, 
As I ſaw it inelin d: when was the hour 

Jever contradited your Deſire ? | 

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ſtrove to Love, although I knew 

He were mine Enemy? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your Anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence diſcharg'd ? Sir, call to mind, 
That I bave been your Wife, in this Qbedience, 
Upward of twenty Years, and have been bleſt 

With many Children by you. If in the courſe 

And procels of this time you can report, 

And prove it too, againſt mine Honour ought, 


My bond of Wedlock, or my Love and Duty 


Againſt 
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Againſt your ſacred Perſon; in God's Name 

Turn me away; and let foul'ſt Contempt 

Shut door upon me, and fo give me u 5 

To the ſharp'ſt kind of Juſtice, Pleaſe you, Sir, 

The K ing your Father, was reputed for. 5 

A Prince moſt prudent, and an excellent | 

And unmatch'd Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand 

My Father, King of Spain, was reckor d one 

The wiſeſt Prince, that there had reign'd, by man 

A Year before. It is not to be queſt lion d. 
That they had gather'd a wiſe Council to them 

Of every Realm, that did debate this Buſineſs, | 
Who deen our Marriage lafwul. Wherefore I humbly 
Beſeech you, Sir, to ſpare. me, till I ma, 


Be by my Friends in Spain advis d; whole Counſel 
I will implore. If not, '''th” name of God 
Your pleaſure be fulfill d. . 3 

Vol. You Have here, Lady, --:; 
(And of your choice) theſe Reverend Fathers, Men 
Of ſingular Integrity and Learning 

Yea, the elect oth the Land, who are aſſembled 

To plead your Cauſe. It ſhall be therefore bootleſs, 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 

What is unſettled in the King. 

Cam. His Grace = = 
Hath ſpoken well, .and juſtly ; therefore, Madam, 
It's fit this Royal Seſſion do proceed. 
And that, without delay, their Arguments 
Be now produc' d, and heard. A 

Suren. Lord Cardinal, to you I ſpeak, 

ol. Your pleaſure, Madam. 

Cueen. Sir, I am about to weep; but thinking that 
We are a Queen, or long have dream'd ſo, certain 
The Naughter of a King, my drops of Tears 
II turn to ſparks of Fire. . 

Vol. Be patient vet : 

Queen. I will, when your are humble; nay before, 
Or God will puniſh nie. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent Circumilances,. that 5 
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You ſhall not be my Judge. For it is jou 


Have 


— 


= 
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Have blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord and me, 
Which God's dew quench; therefore, I ſay again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my Sul - 
Refuſe yort for my Judge, whom yet once more 
I hold my moſt malicious Foe, and think not 
At all a Friend to Truth. | 
Wol. I do profeſs OT 
Lou ſpeak not like your ſelf, who ever yet 
Have ſtood to Chatity, and diſplay d th' effects 
Of Diſpoſition gentle, and of Wiſdom 
O'er-topping Woman's power, Madam, you do me wrong, 
J have no Spleen againſt you, nor Injuſtice 5 
For you, or any; how far Þ have proceeded, 
Or how far further ſhall, is warranted 
By a Commiſſion from the Conſiſtory, 
Yea, the whole Conſiſtory of Rome. You charge me, 
That I have blown this Coal, I do deny it, a 
The King is preſent; If it be known to him, 
That I gain-ſay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falſhood? yea, as much 
As you have done my Truth. If he know © 
That I am free of your Report, he knows 
I am not ef your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lyes to cure me, and, the Cure is to | 
Remove theſe thoughts from you. The whick before 
His Highneſs ſhall ſpeak in, I do beſeech 
You, gracious Madam, to unthink your ſpeaking, 
And to ſay no more. | 
Queen. My Lord, my Lord, | 
I am a ſimple Woman, much too weak | 
T*oppoſe your cunning. Mare meek, and humble mouth's, 
You ſign your Place and calling, in full ſeeming, : 
With Meekneſs and Humility ; but your Heart 
Is cramm'd with Arrogance, with Spleen and Pride. 
You have by Fortune and his Highneſs Favours, 
Gone {lightly o'er low Steps, and now are mounted 
Where Powers are your Retainers, and your Words, 
Domeſticks to you ſerve your Will, as't pleaſe 
Your ſelf pronounce their Office. I muſt tell you, 
You tender more your Perſon's Honour, than 
Your high profeſſion Spiritual. That again 
1 do refuſe you for my Judge, and here 


Before 
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Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, 


To bring my whole Cauſe” fore his Holineſs, I 
And to be 1195 d by Hm. ; | | I 
[be curtfies to the King, and offers to t. 1 

cam. The Queen is obſtinate, = 2 * V 
Stubborn to Juſtice, apt to accuſe it, and B 
Diſdainful to be try'd by't; tis not well. T 
She's going away. * B 
King. Call her again. FOO 5 H 
Cryer, Katherine, Queen of England,comeinto the Court, It 

_ Uſher. Madam, you are call'd back, JT. 
Hueen. What need you nate it? pray you keep your way, If 
When you are call'd, return. Now the Lord help, At 
They yex me paſt my patience —— pray you pals on; T 1 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more Hs T! 
Upon this buſineſs my appearance make M 
In any of their Courts. | Set 


[ Exeunt Queen, and her Attendants, By 
ing. Go thy ways, Kate,  _ 
That Man ith World, who ſhall report he has 
A better Wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
For ſpeaking falſe in that ; thou art alone, 
If thy rare Qualities, ſweet Gentleneſs, 
Thy Meeknels Saint-like, Wife-like Government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy Parts 
Sovereign and pious, could ſpeak thee out, 
The Queen of earthly Queens: She's noble born; 
And like her true Nobility, ſhe has iy 
Carried her ſelf towards me. 
Wol. Moſt gracious Sir, 
In humbleſt manner I require your Highneſs 
That it ſhall pleaſe you to declare in hearing 
Of all theſe Ears (for where I am robb'd and bound, 
There muſt I be unloos'd, although not there 
At once, and fully ſatisfy d) whether ever I 
Did broach this Buſineſs to your Highneſs, or 
| Laid any ſcruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queſtion on t; or eyer 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for ſuch 
A Royal Lady, ſpake one, the leaſt word 
That might be the prejudice of her preſent State, 
Or touch of her good Perſon? ie ab 
2249 OM King 
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King. My Lord Cardinal, 

do excuſe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 

I free you from't: You are not to be taught, 

That you bave many Enemies, that know not 

Why they are ſo, but like the Village Curs, 

Bark when their fellows do. By ſome of theſe 

The Queen is put in anger; y are excus d: 

But will z ou be more juſtify d? You ever | 

Have wiſh'd the ſleeping ef this Buſinefs, never deſir d 

It to be ſtirr d; but oft have hindred, oft, 

The Paſſages made towards it: on my Honour 

I ſpeak, my good Lord Cardinal, to this point; 

And thus far clear him. Now, what moy'd me to't, 

Iwill be bold with time and our attention: ä 

Then mark th ĩnducement. Thus it came; give heed to't : 

My Conſcience firſt receiv d a tenderneſs, 

Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches utter d 

By the Biſhop of Bayon, then French Ambaſſador, 

Who had been hither ſent on the debating 

A Marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleans, and 

Our Daughter Mary : I'th' Progreſs of this buſineſs, 

Eer a determinate Reſolution, he, | 

I mean the biſhop, did require a reſpite, 

Wherein he might the King his Lord advertiſe, 

Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 

ReſpeRing this our Marriage with the Dowager, 

Sometime our Brother's Wife. This reſpite thook 

The boſom! of my Conſcience, enter'd me, 

Yea, with a ſplitting Power, and made to tremble 

The Region of my Breaſt, which forc'd ſuch way, 

That many mad Conſiderings did throng 

And preſt in with this Caution. Firſt, methought 

I ſtood not in the {mile of Heay'n, who had 

Commanded Nature, that my Lady's Womb, 

If it conceiv'd a Male- child by me, ſhould 

Do no more Offices of Life to't, than 

The Grave does to the Dead; for her Male - Iſſue, 

Or died where they were made, or ſhortly after | 

This World hadair'd them. Hence 1 took a thought, 

This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom, 

Well worthy the beſt Heir o'th' World, thould not 

Be glad int by me. Then follows, that 
* 5 a I weigh'd 
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T weigh'd the Danger which my Realms ſtood in 81 
By this my Iſſues fail, and that gave to nme a 
Many a groaning throw; thus hulling in ＋T. 
The wild Sea of my Conſcience, I did ſteer TI 
Towards this Remedy, whereupon we are M 
No preſent here together; that's to ſay, Pr 
I mean to rectify my Conſcience, which M 
I then did feel full fick, and yet not well, If 

By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And Doctors learn d. Firſt, I began in private, | 2 


With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How under my Oppreſſion I did reel, 
When I firſt mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my Liege. 


King. I have ſpoke long, be pleas d your felf to ſay 
Habs ere ſatisfy'd me. PEER 15 
Tin. So pleaſe your Highneſs, Sin 


| The Queſtion did at firſt ſo ſtagger me, 
| Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in't, 
| And conſequence of dread, that I committed | 
The daring ſt Councel which 1 had to doubt, | 
And did intreat your Highneſs to this Courſe, 
Which you are running here. 
King. I then moy'd you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this preſent Summons unſollicited. 
J left no reve end Perſon in this Court, 
But by pa: ticular conſent proceeded 
Under your Hands-and Seals; therefore go on, 
For ne diſlike th? World againſt the Perſon 
Of our good Queen, but the ſharp thorny Points 
Of my ajledged Reaſons, drives this forward: 
Prove but our Marriage lawſu!, by my Life 
And kingly Hignity, we are contented ' 


To wear our mortal State to come, with her 2 
(Katherine our Queen) before the primeſt Creature 2 
That's paragon d o' tht World. | | Wait 

Cam, So pleaſe your Highneſs, _ 2 
The Queen being abſent, tis a needful fitneſs, Ge 
That we adjourn this Court to a further day 9; 
Mean while muſt be an earneſt motion | Toc 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal 5 * wa 
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She intends unto his Holineſs, 
King. I may perceive | 

Theſe Cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 

This dilatory Sloth, and Tricks of Rome. 

My learn'd and well beloy'd Servant Cranmer, 

Prithee return; with thy approach, I know, 

My comfort comes along; break up the Court 
JI lay, ſet on. [EExeunt, in manner as they enter d. 


eee 
4 ACT Il. 8. CAN E L 


Enter Queen and her Nomen, as at Vork. 
Queen, AK E thy Lute, Wench, 7 
My Soul grews ſad with Troubles, 
ding, and diſperſe em if thou canſt: leave working. 


SONG. 


Rpheus, with bis Lute, made Trees, 
And the Mountain tips, that freeze, 
Bom themſelves when he did ſing, 
To his Muſick, Plants and Flowers 
Ever ſpring, as Sun and Showers 
"There had made a laſting Spring. 
Every thing that heard bim play. 
Even the Billows of the Sea, © 
Hung their Heads, and then lay by 
In ſweet Muſick is ſuch Art, © 
Killing Care, and Grief of Heart, 


Fall afleep, or hearing die, 
. 


- 


l 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Lueen, How no e wy 1 
Cent. And't pleale your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the preſence, _ bt? 
Lueen, Would they ſpeak with me? 
Gent. They will'd me ſay fo, Madam. 
Queen. Pray their Gracees 
To come near; what can be their Buſinefss 
„Wich me, a poor weak Woman, fall'n from Favour? 
he 1 do not like their coming. Now I think ont, They 


44 F 
They ſhould be good Men, their Affairs are Righteous, M 
But, A. Hoods make not Monts. 


5 | 125 . Ze 

Enter the Cardinals, Wolſey, and Campeius. Fo: 

We. Peace to your Highneſs © with, Boi 

Queen. Your Graces find me here part of a Houle OA 

(T weuld be all) againſt the worſt may happen: i His 

What are your Pleaſures with me, Reverend Lords q £ 

Mol. May it pleaſe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw My 

Into your private Chamber; we ſhall give you YE 

:The full cauſe of our coming. | But 

Queen. Speak it here, . | Ir { 

There'sothing I have done yet, o my Conſcience, (M, 

Deſerves a Corner; would all other Women Anc 

Could {peak this with as free a Soul, as | do: In t. 

My Lords, I care not (ſo much I am happy Am 

Above a number) if my Actions 1 Eit! 

Were try d by every. Tongue, every Eye ſaw ems, For 

Envy and haſe Opinion ſet againſt 'em The 

] I know my Lite fo even. It your Buſineſs Let 

| Seek me out, and that way 1 am wiſe in; Alas 
<a) th | g - D lin 

Out with it boldly: Truth loves open Dealing. 7 


oel. Tanta eſt erga te mentis integritas, Regina Sere You 


Lueen. Good my Lord, no Latin, L. — You 

J am not ſuch a Truant fince my coming,  _ 2 

As not to know the Language I have liv'd in: terns: . But. 

A ſtrange tongue makes my cauſe more ſtrange, ſuſpicious; That 

Pray ſpeak in Engliſh, here are ſome will thank you, Or b 

If you ſpeak truth, fer their poor Miſtreſs lake; 12 1 Tho 

| Believe we ſhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, And 
| The willing Sin I ever yet committed, * The) 
May be ablolv'd in Engliſh. | The) 

ol. Noble Lady, 1555 | | They 

T am ſorry my Integrity ſhould breed In a; 

(And Service to his Majeſty and you) Ca 

| So deep Suſpicion, where all Faith was meant; Wou 
| We come not by the way of Accuſation, | „ 
To taint that Honour every good Tongue bleſſes; GG, 
| Nor to betray you any way to Sorrow, He's 
| You have too much, good Lady: But to know Both 
How you ſtand minded in the weighty Difference: For ii 

Between the King and you, and to deliver, : You'l 


* 


ike free and honeſt Men, our juſt Opiniors, 


And 


ro Ss. 
* 
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And comforts to your Cauſe. 


Cam. Moſt honoured Madam, . 
My Lord of Tort, out ef his noble Nature, 
Zeal and Obedience, he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting, like a goed Man, your late Cenſure 
Both of his Truth and him, (which was too far) 
Offers, as I do, in a fign of Peacs, 
His Service and his Counſel, © 

Lucen. To betray me. | EE 
My Lords, I thank you both for your good Wills, 
Ye ſpeak like honeſt Men, pray God ye prove fo, 
But how to make ye ſuddenly an Anfwer 
Ir ſuch à point of weight, ſo near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, I fear) with my weak wit, 
And to ſuch Men of Gravity and Learning; 
In truth [ know not. I was ſet at work | 
Among my Maids, ful] little, God knows, lcoking 
Either for ſuch Men, or ſuch Buſinels; 
For her ſake that I have been, for I feel' 
The laſt fit of my Greatneſs, good your Graces, 
Let me have Time and Council for my Cauſe: 
Alas, I am a Woman friendleſs, hopeleſs. 

Vol. Madam, | | | 
You wrong the King's Love with thoſe Fears, 
Your hopes and Friends are infinite, 

Lueen. In England, 1 
But little ſor my profit: Can you think, Lords, 
That any Engliſh Man dare give me Counſel? _ 
Or be a known Friend gainſt his Highneſs Pleaſure, 
Though he be grown ſo deſperate to be honeſt, 
And like a Subject? Nay forſooth, my Friends, 
They that muſt weigh out my AﬀiiQions, 
They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here, 
They are, as all my other Comforts are, far hence 
In mine own Country, Lords, | | 

Cam. I would your Grace | 
Would leave your Griefs, and take my Counſel. 

Cuecen. How, Sir? 117 | | 

Cam, Put your main Cauſe into the King's Protection, 
He's loving and moſt gracious. *T will be much 
Both tor your Honour better, and your Cauſe: 
For ii the Trial of the Law o'er-take ye, 
Lou'll part away diſgrac'd, , ol. 


oC Roo 
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Wi. He tells you rightly. ' 


Queen. Ve tell me what you wiſh for 11 W: > Rua : 


Is this your Chriſtian Counſel? Out upon ye, 
Heav'n is above all yet; there fits a | udge, A 
That no King can corrupt. | 

Cam. Your Rage miſtakes us. 


Queen. The more ſhame for ye; holy Men 1 FOWL ye, 


Upon my Soul, two reverend Cardinal Virtues; ; 
But Cardinal Sins, and hollow Hearts, I fear ye: 


Mend em for ſhame, my Lords: Is this your Comfort? 


The Cordial that ye bring a wretched Lady ? 
A Woman loſt among ye, laugh'd at, ſcorn' d; 2 
Iwill not wiſh ye half my Miſeries, 

I have more Charity, But ſay I warn'd ye; 


Take heed, for Heay'ns ſake take heed, leſt at once. 


The burthen of my Sorrows fall upon ye. 
Wol. Madam, this is a meer DiſtraQions | 
You turn the Good we offer into Envy. _ , | 
ueen. Ye turn me into nothing. Wo u ye, 
And all ſuch falſe Profeſſors, Would you. es e me 
{If you have any Juftice, any Pity, _.. 
If ye be any thing, but Churchmens Habits) _ 


Put my ſick Cauſe into his Har ds that hates me > 


Alas, has baniſh'd me his Bed already, 
His Love too, long ago. I am old, my Lords, 
And all the Fellowthip I hold now with him 


Is only by Obedience. What can ha 
To me, above this wretchedneſs? Allour r studies 
Make me SONS like de A. 


Cam. Your fears are worſe. 


Queen. Have I liv'd thus long (let ma peak my tel 


Since Vii tus finds (no friends) a Wife, 2.true one ? 


A Woman (I dare ſay without vain Glory) 


Never yet branded with Suſpicion ? 
Have I, with all my full Affections 


Still met the King? loy'd him next Heav'n, obey d kn 


Been, out of fondneſs, ſuperſtitious to him? 

Imoſt forgot my Prayers £9 content 1 
And am I thus rewarded? tis not well, Lords. 
Bring me a conſtant. Woman to her Husband, 
One that ne er dream d a Joy, beyond his Pleaſure: 2 
And to that Woman, when ſhe has done moſt, 


Let will Ladd an Honour; a great Patience. 


ol. 


Cue. 
It Tha 


J. 


Pol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 
Lueen. My Lord, I dare not make my ſelf ſo guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble Title 
Your Maſter wed me to: Nothing but Death 
Shall e“ er divorce my Dignities. 
Vol. Pray, hear 282. | 
Cueen. Would I had never trod this Engliſh Earth, - 
Or felt the Flatteries that grow upon it? 
Ye have Angels Faces, but Heaven knows your Hearts, 
What ſhall become of me now !- wretched Lady ! 
Iam the malt unhappy Woman living. 


Alas, poor Wenches, whereare now your Fortunes? . 


Tv Her "ANY 

Ship-wreck' d upon a Kingdom, where no Pity, 
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me 
Almoſt no Grave allow'd me! like the Lilly, © 
That once was Miſtreſs of the Field and flouriſh'd, 
Tl hang my Head and periſh. 

Wal. If your Grace | 
Could but be brought to know our Ends are honeſty 
You'lfeel more comfort. Why ſhould we, good Lady, 
Upon what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profeſſion is againſt it?: 
We are to cure ſuch Sorrows, not to fow em. 
For goodneſs ſake conſider what you do, 


How you may hurt your felf, ay, utterly 411 


Grow from the King's Aequairtance, by this Carriage. 


The Hearts of Princeskiis Obedience, iT 


So much they love it: But to ſtubborn Spirits, 

They ſwell and grow as terrible as Storms. 

I know you have a gentle, wble Temper, 

A Soul as even as a Calm; pray think us, | 

Thoſe we profeſs, Peace makers, Friends lt Servants. 
Cam. Madam, you'll find ito: 

You wrong your Virtues 

With theſe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 

As yours was, put into you ever caſts ' 

Such doubts as falſe Coin from it. The Fic loves you 

Beware you loſe it not; far us (if you pleaſe 

Jo truſt us in yd ur. Buſineſs) we aro ready 


To uſe our utmoſt Studies in your Service. (me, 


Cucen. Do what you will, my Lords; and pray forgive 
It Thaye us d my (elf anmannerly ; ; | You 
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You, know Lam a Woman, lacking Wit 
To is pn a ſeemly Anſwer to ſuch Perſons. | 
Pray do my Service to his Majeſty. 

. my Heart yet; and ſhall — my 3 
While I ſhall have my Life. Come, Reverend Fathers; 
Beſtow your Counſels on me. She now begs 
That lictle zee when ſhe let footing here, 

She ſhould = 


SCENE II. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk, Deke of Suffolk, 3 Surrey. 
tn 4d n n e 
Nor. If you will now unite in your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conſtancy, the Cardinal 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 8 
The offer of this time, I cannot promiſe, 
that you ſhall ſuſtain more new r 
With theſe you bear already. . 
Fur. I am joyful 
To meet the leaſt Occaſion that may give me 
Remembrance of wy F Win a the dukes, 
To be reveng d on him. 
Suff. Which of the Peers 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaſt 
Strangely neglected? When did be regard 
The ftamp of Nobleneſs in any Perſon 
Out of himſelf? ' ©, | 
Cham. My Lords, you ſpeak your . 
What he deſerves of you and me, I know: _, 
What we can do to him (though now the time 
Give way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his acceſs to th King, never attempt 
Any thing en him; for he hath a — 3 
Over the King ins Tongue. hg 
Nor. O fear him not, 
His Spell in that is out; the King hath found _ 
Matter againſt him that for ever mars 
The Honey of his Language, No, he's ſettled, _ 
Notto _ off, in his high * 5 
Sur. | 


ught her Dignities: ſo dear. C Ereun. 


£14 1 ſhould | 
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I ſhould be glad to hear ſuch News as this 
Once every hour, | 
Nor. Believe it this is true, 
In the-Divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded z wherein he appears, 
As I would wiſh my Enemy. 
Sur, How came 
His Practices to light? 
Suf. Meſt ſtrangely. £ 
Sur. O how? how? 
$f. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope miſcarried, 
ö And came to th' Eye o'th King, wherein was read, 
How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holineſs 
To ftay the Judgment o'th' Divorce; for if 
t did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is tangled in Affection, to 
A Creature of the Queen's, Lady Anne Ballen. 
Sur, Ha's the King this? ; 
Suf, Believe it. | 
Sur, Will this work? | 
Cham, The King in this perceives him, how he coaſts 
And hedges his own way, But in this Point, 
All his tricks founder, and he brings his Phy ſick 
After his Patient's Death, the King already 
Ha:h married the fair Lady, 
Sar. Would he had. | 
Suf, May vou be happy in your Wiſh, my Lord, 
For 1 profels you have it, | | 
Str, Now all my Joy 
Trace the Conjunttion, 
Sf. My Amen to't, 
Nor. All Mens. | 
Suf, There's order given for her Coronation z 
Marry this is but young, and may be left 
Fo lome Ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She is a gallant. Creature, and. compleat : 
In Mind and Feature, I perſwade me from her 
Will fall ſome Bleſſing to this Land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz d. | 
Sur, But will the King 
Digeſt this Letter of the Cardinal's? 
The Lord forbid, 
ud | " 68 
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Iver. ae Ae 
Suf. No, no: 
There be mare Waſps that buz about his Noſe, 
V ill make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinal ein 
Is ſtoln away to Rene, has ta' en no leave, 
Hath left the Caule to th' King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of our Cardiral, 
To ſecond all his Plot. I do aſſure you, 
The King cry'd Ha! at this. : 
Cbam. Now God incenſe him; 

And let him ery. Ha, louder, 

Nor. But, my Lord, 
V hen returns Cranmer ? 

Suf. He is return d with his opinions, which 
Have ſatisfy'd the King for his Divorce, 
Gather'd from all the famous Colleges 
Almoſt in Chriſtendom; ſhortly, I believe, 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be publiſhed, and 
Her Coronation. Katharine no more 

Shall be call'd Queen, but Princeſs coop 
A Widow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This ſame Cranmer's | 
A worthy Fellow, and hath ta'en much pain 
dn the King's Buſineſs. 

Suff. He has, and we ſhall ſee bim, 
2 85 an Archbiſhop. 
Nor. So I hear, 


Suf. Tis lo. 
Enter Wolſey and Cromwel. 
The Cardinal. 


Nr. Obſerve, obſerve, he's moody. 
. The Packet, Cromwell, 

Gave't you the King? | 7 
Crew, To his awn hand, in's cBchamber, 
e. Look d he o e intide of the _ ? 
Gem. Prefently, 

e did unſeal them, ab the firſt he view'd, 

Fe did it with a ſerious Mind; a heed 

Was in his Countenance. | You he bad 

Attend him here this Morning. 

Mol. Is he ready to come abroad? 


Crom. I think by this he is. 


0 
& 
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His Eye againſt the — in moſt ſtrange poſtures 
x <5 


ol. Leave me a while, Exit Cromivxel. 
It ſhall be to the Ducheſs of Alenſon, Aide. 
The French King's Siſter; he ſhall marry her. EE” 
Anne Bul'en! —No, Fl no Anne Bullens for him, 
There's more in't than fair Vilage— Ballen. 

No, we'll. no Bullens—Speedily 4wilh 
To hear frdm Rome the Marchionels of Perbroke Jo 

Nor. 'He's\diſcontented s 

$f. May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur, Sharp enough, 

Lord for thy ſuſtice. 

ol. | Afide. | The late Queen's Gentle woman 
A Knight's Daughter Le 
To be her Miſtreſs's Miſtreſs! the Queen's Queen !— 
This Candle burns not clear, tis I muſt ſnu ff it, 
Then out it goes — What though I know her yirtuous 
And well-delerving? yet I know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not whollome to 
Our Cauſe !—that ſhe ſhould lie i th boſom tft 
Our hard- rul'd King! Again there is ſprung up 
An Heretick, an arch one; Cran mer, one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour ot the King, 

And i 8 

Nr. He's vex'd at ſomething. 

Enter & ing, reading of a Schedule. 

Sur, T would *twere ſomething that would fret the ſtring 
The Maſter- cord on's Heart. . | 

Suf. The King, the King. 

King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion! and what expense by th' hour 
Seems to flow from him! how i' th' name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together! Now, my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinal? | | 

Nor. My Lord, we have 
Stocd here obſerving him. Some ſtrange Commotion 
Is in his Brain; he bites his Lips and ſtarts, 

Stops on a ſudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then lays his finger onhis Temple; ſtraight 
Springs out into fait Gate, then ſtops again, 
Strikes his Breaſt hard, and then anon, he caſts 
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We have ſeen him ſet himſelf. 
King. It may well be, 


There is a mutiny in's mind. This Morning, 


ES. 
; e 
ON 
s 
* 


Papers of State he (ſent me to peruſe, 
As I requir'd; and wot you what I found [ 
There, on my Conſcience put unwittingly, [ 
Forſooth an Inventory, thus importin 
The ſeveral parcels of his Plate, his . ] 
Rich Stuffs and Ornaments of Houſhold, which ] 
I find at ſuch a proud Rate, that it out-ipeaks \ 
Poſſeſſion of a Subject. 
8 3 It's ee oh will, , L 
ome Spirit put this paper in the packet, 

To blefs your Eye withal, F 1 
King. If we did think 8 If 
His Contemplations were above the Earth, A 
And fix d on ſpiritual Objects, he ſhould ſtill If 

Dwell in his Muſings, but I am afraid 
His thinkings are below the Moon, nor worth Sb 
His ſerious conſidering. | M 
He takes his Seat, whiſpers Love), who goes to Wolſey. Be 
Vol. Heaven forgive me — He 
Ever God bleſs your Highneſs ——— | Ye 
King. Good my Lord, | Ha 
| You are full of heavenly Stuff, and bear the Inventory To 
| Of your beſt Graces, in your Mind; the which Th 
£ You were now running o'er; you have ſcarce time He 
| To ſteal from ſpiritual leiſure, a brief ſpan Ca: 
To keep your earthly Audit, ſure in that Fn 
F I deem you an ill Husband, and am glad Wh 
q To have you therein my Companion. Ti! 
$S Mol. Sir, | h 
For Holy Offices I have a time; time A | 
To think upon the part of Buſineſs, which The 
I bear 7th' State; and Nature does require Doe 
Her times of Preſervation, which perforce | The 
I her frail Son, amongſt my Brethren mortal, | Tha 
Muſt give my tendance to. My 
Hing. You have ſaid well. 5 On, 
| Mol. And ever may your Highneſs yoke together, You 
As I will lend you cauſe, my doing well, 8 


Withen Il ſaying. 
i 3 — , | f King, Co: 
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King. Tis well ſaid again, 

And tis a kind of good Deed to ſay well, 

And yet Words are no Deeds. My Father lov'd you, 

He ſaid he did, and with this: Deed did crown i 

His Word upon you. Since I had my Office 

have kept you next my Heart, have not alone 

Imploy'd you where: high Profits might come home, 

But par'd my preſent Havings, to beſtow 

My Bounties upon o—_ ** 
Vol. What ſhould this mean? C Aſde. 
Sur. The Lord increaſe this Buſineſs. Aſide. 
King. Have I not made you 8 | 

The prime Man of the State ? I pray you tell me, 

If what I now pronounce, you have found true : 

And if you may confels it, ſay withal 

If you are bound to us, or no. What ſay you? 
Vol. My Sovereign, I confeſs your Royal Graces 

Showr'd on me daily, have been more than could. 

My ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 

Beyond all man's endeayours.. My endeavours, 

Have ever come too ſhort of my deſires, 

Yet fill'd with my Abilities : Mine own Ends 

Have been fo, that eyermore they pointed 

To th' good of your moſt Sacred Perſon, and 

The profit of the State: For your great Graces: 

Heap'd upon me, poor Undeſerver, I | 

Can nothing render but Allegiant Thanks, 

My Prayers to Heay'n for you; my Loyelty, 

Which ever has, and ever ſhall be. growing, 

'Till Death, that Winter, kill it. 
King. Fairly anſwer' d: 

A Loyal and Obedient Subject is 

Therein illuſtrated; the Honour of it 

Does pay the Act of it, as i'th' contrary 

The foulneſs is the Puniſhment. I preſume, 

That as my Hand has open'd Bounty to you, 

My Heart dropp'd Love, my Pow'r rait d Honour, more 

On you, thanany; ſo your Hand and Heart, | 

Your Brain, and every Function of your Power, 

Should, notwithſtanding that your Bond of Duty, 

As twere in Love's particular, be more 

ting, To me, your Friend, than any. | 


3 Wal. 


What appetite you may. 
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Il. I do profeſs, wy | 

That for your Highneſs good, I ever labour'd 
More than mine own; that am I, have been, and will be: 
Though all the World ſhould crack their duty to you, 
And throw it from their Soul; though perils did 
Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and 
Appear in Forms more horrid; yet my Duty, 

As doth a Rock againſt the chiding Flood, 
Should the approach of this wild River break, 

And ſtand unthaken yours.” Sk 
King. Tis nobly Jpoken; „ 
Take notice Lords, he has a loyal Breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open d. Read o er this, 
Ard after this, and then to Breakfait with 


x 


| Exit King, frumning upon Cardinal Wolſey, the 
Neobles throng after him whiſpering and ſmiling. 
Mol. What ſhould this mean? | | 
What ſudden Anger's this? How have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if Ruin 
Leap'd from his Eyes. Solooksthe chaſed Lion 
Upon the daring Huntfman that bas gall'd him, 
Then makes him nothing. I muſt read this Paper: 
I fear, the ſtory of his Anger —Tis o — 
This Paper has undone me Tis th. Account 
Of all that World of Wealth I have drawn together 
For mine own Ends, indeed to gain the Popedom, 
Ard fee my- Friends in Rane. O Negligence 
Fit for a Fool to fall by: What croſs Devil 
NM ade me put this main Secret inthe Packet 
ent the King ? Is there no way to cute this? 
No rew device to heat this from his Bains? 
J know *twill ſtir him ſtrongly; yet I know. 
A way, if it take right, in ſpite of Fortune 


Will bring me off again. What's this Io tb: Pope? Tho 
The Letter, as live, with all the Buſinets | Of 
T*writ to's Holineſs. Nay, then fare wel; The 
I have touched the hĩgheſt point ot all my Greatti ſs, Wit! 
And from that full Meridian of my Glory, Wei, 
I haſte now to my Settipg. I ſhall fall | | Jag 
ar 


Likca bright Exbalation im the Evening, 
And no NM. an ſee me more. 


Enter 


King r VIII. TE 


Enter to Wolſey, the Dukes of Norfolk $4 Suffolk, the 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain.” | 

Nr. Hear the King's pleaſure, Cardinal, 

Who commands you 

To render up the great Seal preſently 

Into our Hands, and to confine your ſelf 

To Aſher-houſe, my Lord of Vincbeſter's, 

'Till you hear further from his Highneſs.” : 

ol. Stay: 

Where's your Com miſſion, Lords? words cannot carry 
Authority o mighty. | 

Suf, Who dare croſs! em. 

Bearing the King's Will from his Month expreſſ. y ? 

Vel. Till I find more than wil, or Words to co it, 
mean your Malice, know, Olkefous Lords, f 
dare, and muſt deny it. Now feel 
Of what courſe Metal ye are ie e e n 
How eagerly you follow my Diſgrace 
As ii it ted ye, and how fleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my Ruin; 

Follow yourenvious Courles, Men of! Malice 
You have a Chriſtian warrant for em, and no doubt 
jn time will find their fit Rewards. That: Seal 
You ack with ſuch a Violence, the King, 
Mine, and your Maſter, with h's own Hand gave ms 
zad me enjoy it, with the Piace, 'and Honours 
During my lite; and to confirm his: Good neſs, 
1y'd it by Letters Patents, Now, ho ] take | it? 
Sur, The King that gave it. 
1, It muſt be himteitthen, 
Sar. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieſt, 
. Proud Lord, thou lyeſt: 
Within theſe torty Hours, Surrey durſt bettet 
Have burnt that Tongue, than laid __—_ 
Sur. Thy Ambition, 
Thou fcariet Sin, robb'd this bewaifiii Land 
Of noble Buckingham, my Father-ih-Law : 
The Heads of all thy brother Cardinals, 
With thee, and all thy beſt Prats bound together, 
Weigh d nota Hair of his. Plague of y our Policy 3 
You ſent me Deputy for Ireland, 
Far from his Succour : from the King, we ail 
SY” 1 That 
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That might have Mercy on the Fault thou gav'ſt him 
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Whilſt your great Goodneſs, out of holy Pity, 
Abſolv'd him with an Axe. 

Vol. This, and all el{& | 
This talking Lei d can lay upon my Credit, 
I anſwer, is moſt falſe, The Duke by Law 
Found his Deſerts. How innocent I was. 
From any private Malice in his End, 
His noble Jury, and foul Cauſe can witneſs, | 
If I lov'd many words, Lord, I ſhould tell you, 
You have as little Honeſty, as Honour, 
Thatin the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the King, my ever Royal Maſter, 
Dare mate a ſounder Man than Surrey can be, 
Ard all that love his Follies. | 

Sur, by my Soul, 


Your long Coat, Prieſt, protects you, thou ſhould'ſt fee] 


My Sword i th' Life-Blood of thee elſe, My Lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ? 


And from his Fellow? If we live thus tamely, 


To be thus Jaded by a Piece of Scarlet, 
Farewel Nobility, let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks, 
Vol. All Goodneſs 
Is poiſon to wy Stomach. 
Sur. Yes, that Goodneſs 
Of gleaning all the Lands-wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, Card'nal, by Extortion: 
The goodneſs of your intercepted Packets 


You writ to th' Pope, againſt the King; your Goodneſs, 


Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious, 
My Lord of Ncrfolk, as you are truely noble, 
As you reſpect the common Good, the State 
Of our deſpis d Nobility, our Iſſues, ; 
Who, if he live, will ſcarce be Gentlemen, 
Produce the grand ſum of his Sins, the Articles 
Collected from his Life. I'll ſtartle you 
Worſe than the {caring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kiſſing in your Arms, Lord Cardinal. 

ol. How much methinks I could deſpiſe this Man, 
But that I am beund in Charity againſt it, 


Mr. Thoſe Articles, my Lord, are in the King's 2 : 


uc 
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But thus much they are foul ones, 
Mol. So much fairer 
And ſpotleſs ſhall mine Innocence ariſe, 
When the King knows my Truth, 
Sur. This cannot ſave you: | 
I thank my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſe Articles, and out they ſhall. 
Now, if you can bluſh, and cry Guilty, Cardinal, 
You'll ſhew a little Honeſty. | 
Vol. Speak on, Sir, | 
dare your worſt ObjeRions: If I bluſh, 
t is to ſee a Noble man want Manners. 8 
Sur, I had rather want thoſe, than my Head; have at you. 
Firſt, that without the King's Aſſent or Knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legat, by which Power 
You maim d the Juriſdiction of all Biſhops. _ 
Ner, Then, that in all you writ to Rexze, or elle 
To foreign Princes, Ego & Rex meus 
Was til] inferib'd ; in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant. . 
Suf. Then, that without the Knowledge 
Lither of King or Council, when you went 
Ambaſſador to the Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great Seal, 
Sur, Item, You ſent a large Commiſſion 
To Gregory de Caſſalis, to conclude, 1 
Without the King's Will, or the States allowance, 
A League between his Highneſs and Ferrara. 
Sf. That out of meer Ambition, you have caus'd 
Your Holy-Hat to be ſtamp'd on the King's Coin. 
Sur. Then, that you have ſent innumerable Subſtance, 
By what means got I leave to your own Confcience, 
To furniſh Rome, and to prepare the Ways 


You have for Dignities, to the meer undoing 


Ofall the Kingdom. Many more there are 
Which ſince they are of you, and edious, 
| will not taint my Mouth with. | 
Cham. O my Lord, 
Preſs not a falling Man too far; tis Virtue: 
His Faults lye open to the Laws, let them, 
Not you, correct him. My Heart weeps to ſee him 
do little, of his great Self. | 


C4: | Sur, 
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The King 


VM by, how 
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Sur. I forgive him. 
Suf. Lord Cardinal, t] 
Becauſe all thoſe things you have done of late, 
By your power Legatine, within this Kingdom, 
Fall into the compaſs of a Præmunire; 
That therefore ſuch a Writ beſued againſt you, 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caſtles, and whatſoever, and to be 
Out of the King's protection. This is my charge. 
Nor. And ſo we'll leave you to your Meditations 


How to live better. 


About the giving back the great Seal to us, 
H know it, and, no doubt, ſhall thank you. 


Euter 


now Cromwell ? | 
Cem. | have no power to ſpeak, Sir. 
Wl, Vi hat, amaz'd 


he King's further pleaſure IS, 


For your ſtubborn anſwer 


Lord Cardinal. 


So fare you well, my little good 
b | (Exeunt all but Wolſey. 


e. So farewel to the little good you bear me, 
Fatewel, a long farewel to all my Greatnels 
This is the ſtate of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of hopes, to morrow Bloſſoms, 
And bears his b!uſhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third Day comes a Froſt, a killing Froſt, 

And when he thinks, good eaſy man, full ſurely 

His greatneſs is a ripening, nips his root, 

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 

Like little wanton Boys that ſwim on Bladders, 
This many Summers in a Sea of Glory, 

But far beyond my Nepth : My high-blown pride 
At length broke, under me, and now has left me 
Weary and old with Service, to the Mercy. 
Of a rude Stream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp, and glory of the world, I hate ye, 

I feel my Heart new open d. Oh how wretched 

Is that poor Man that hangs on Princes Favours; 
There is bet wixt that ſmile we would aſpire to, 
That ſweet A ſpect of Princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than Wars or Women have: 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 


Never to hope again. 
Cromwell ſtanding ama; d. 


N. 


ſey. 
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At my Misfortunes? Can ch. y Spirit wonder 
A great Man ſhould decline. Nay, and you weep | 
I = fall'n indeed, 
Crem. How does your Grace? 
Vol. Why, well; 
Never ſo truly happy» my good Semmel, 
I know myſelf now, and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities. 
A till and quiet Conſcience. The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and from theſe Shoulders, | 
Theſe ruin'd Pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink a Navy, too much Honour. 
O' tis a Burden, Crowell, tis a Burden! 
Too heavy for a Man, that hopes for Heaven. 
Crox; I am glad your Grace 
Has made that right Uſe of it. 
Mol. T hope I have: 
Jam able now, methinks, 


Out of a fortitude of Shut. T feel, 


To endure more miſeries, and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer. 
What News abroad ? | 

Cem. The heavieſt and the worſt, 
Ts your Diſpleaſure with the King. 
1.1. Go bleſs him. | 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Linder Moor is ch ꝛoſen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. ( 

Vol. That's ſome what ſudden— * 
But he's a learned Man. May he contirue 
Long in his Highneſs favout, and do Juſtice 
For Truth's ſake and his Conſcience ; that his Bones, 
When he has run his Courſe and fleeps i in Bleſſings, 
May have a Tomb of e Tears wept on his 
What more? 

Crem, That Cranmer is return d with wee come 3 
Inſtall'd Lord Archbiſhop of Canterbary. 

ol. That's News indeed. 

Crom. Laſt, that the Lady Anne, 
Whom the King hath i in ſecrecy long e 
This Day was view'd in open, as his Queen, 
Going to Chappel; and the Voice is now 
Only about her Coronation. 


18 


0 be 


. 
Wol. There was the weight that pall'd me down 

O Cromwell, : | 

The King has gone beyond me: All my Glories 

In that one Woman ] have loſt for ever. 

No Sun ſnall ever uſher forth mine Honours, 

Or gild again the noble Troops that waited 


Upon my Smiles. Go get thee from me, Comme „ 


I am a poor fallen Man, unworthy now 
To he thy Lord and Maſter. . Seek the King, 
That Sun, I pray may never ſet ; I have told him, 
What and how true thou art; he will advance thee : 
Some little memory of me will ſtir him, 
I know his noble Nature, not to let | 
Thy hopeful Service periſh too. Good Cromwell, 
Neglect him not: make ule now, and provide 
For thine own future ſafety, 
Crom. O my Lord, | 
Muſt I then leave you? mult I needs forgo 
So good, fo noble, and ſo true a Maſter ? 
Bear witneſs, all that have not Hearts of Tron, 
With what a Sorrow Cromwell leaves his L ord. 
The King ſhall have my Service; but my Prayers 
For ever, and for ever ſhall be yours. | 
Wol. Cromwell, I did not think to ſhed a Tear 
Inall my Miſeries; but thou haſt forc'd me; 
Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the Woman. 


Let's dry our Eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell, 


And when I am forgotten, as I ſhall be, E 2 
And ſleep in dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me more muſt be heard: Say, I taught thee; 
Say, Wolſey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths and Shoals of Honour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wrack to riſe in: 
A ſure, and ſafe one, though thy Maſter miſt it. 
Mark but my fall and that that ruin'd me 
Cromwell, | charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that Sin fell the Angels; how can Man then 
The Image of his Maker, hope to win it? 


Love thy ſelf laſt, cheriſh thoſe Hearts that hate thee = 


Corruption wins not more than Honeſty. 
Still in thy right Hand, carry gentle Peace 
To ſilence envious Tongues, Be juft, and fear not. 


Let 


Et 


There take an Inventory of all I haye, 
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1 Cen. NF Ou're well met once again. 


The Lady Anne paſs from her Cororatien. 


T am fure haye ſhewn at full their Royal Minds, 


Pageants, and Sights of Honour, 


Of thoſe that claim their Offices this Day, 
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Let all the ends thou aĩm' ſt at, be thy Country's, | 
Thy God's and Truth's; then if thou fall ſt, O Cr: well, 
Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed Martyr. Serve the King; 
And prithee lead me in: 


To the laſt Penny, tis the King's. My Robe, 
And*my Integrity to Heav'n, is all | 
I] dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but ſery'd my God, with half the Zeal 
I ſerv'd my King; he would not in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Gem. Good Sir, have patience, 

Wal, Sol have. Farewel 
The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heav'n do dwell. 

| [ Exeunt. 


AG N. SCENE I. 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one ancther. 


2 Gen, So are you. | 
I Gen. You come to take your ſtand here, and behold 


2 Gen. Tis all my Bufinefs. At our laſt encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Trial. 
1 Gen. Tis very true, But that time offer'd Sorrow, 
This, general Joy. es — 
2 Gen. Tis well; the Citizens 


And let em haye their rights, they are ever forward 
In Celebration of this day with Shews, 


1 Gen. Never greater, 
Nor I'll aſſure you better taken, Sir. 
2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what that contains, 
The Paper in your Hands? 
1 Gen. Yes, tis the Liſt 
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By cuſtom of the Coronation, 
The Duke of Suffolk, is the firſt, and claims 
To be 2 Steward; next the Duke of Nor/olk, 
He to be Earl Marſhal : ; You may read the reſt. 


of 2 Gen. I thank you, Sir; had I not known thoſe Cuſtoms, 
|| J ſhould have been beholding to yaur Paper. 
| But I beleech you what's become of Katherine, < 
The Princeſs Dowager ? How goes YER, 
1 Gen. That I can tell you 98605 the Archbiſhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and Reverend Fathers cf his Order, 
Held a late Court at Dunſtable, fix Miles off 
From Ampthil, where the Princeſs lay, to which 
She was often cited by them, but appear'd not: 
And to be ſhort, for not Appearance, and 
The King s late ſcruple, by the main aſſent 
Of all theſe learned Men, ſhe was divorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none effect: 
Since which, ſhe was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where ſhe remains now flick. 
2 Gen. Alas good Lady; - 
The Trumpets found ; ſtand cloſe, 
The Queen is coming. i | | Haut boys. 


The Order of the Corovation. 


1. A lively Flouriſh of Trumpets. 

2. Then two Judges. 

3. Lord Chancellor, with the P wiſe and Mace beſore him. 

4. Guiriſters ſinging. 25 

5. Mayor of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter zn 

”_ 2 of Arms, and en bis Head à Gili Copper Crown. 
dur gp [5 of Dorlet, bearin 4 Scepter ef Gold, on his 
* Demi-Geronal of Geld. With bim, the Earl of 
Surrey, bearing the Rod of Si ver with the Dove crown 45 
with an Earls Ceronet. C.llars of SF. 

7. Duke of Suffolk, in his Robe cf Eſtate, bis Coronet en 
his Head, bearing along white wand, as High Steward. 
With him the Duke of Norfolk, with the Red ef Mar- 
ſhalſhip, a Coronet on his Had. Cellars of SS. 

8. 2 bern * four of the Cinque · Ports, ander 7 the 

Wee; 
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Queen in ber Robes, in her Hair richly: adbrned mith 
Pearl, Crcwn'd. On each fide her the Biſhops of Lon- 
don and Wincheſter. | 7 

9. The 'old Dutcheſs of Norfolk, in a Coronal of Geld, 
wrought with Flowers, bearing the Queen's Train. 

10. Certain Ladies or Counteſſes, with plain Circlets f 
Gold without Flowers, | | | 

They paſs over the Stage in Order and State, and then 
Exeunt, with a great Flouriſh of Trumpets. 


2 Gen. A Royal Train, believe me; theſe I know; 
Who's that bears the Scepter ? 
I Gen, Marqueſs Dorſet. 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod. 
2 Gen. A bold braye Gentleman. That ſhould be 
The Duke of Suffolk. ; 
1 Gen, Tis the ſame: High Steward. 
2 Gen, And that my Lord of Norfolk? 
I Gen, Yes. | | 
2 Gen. Heav'n bleſs thee, 
Thou haſt the ſweeteſt Face J ever look'd on 
Sir, as I have a Soul, ſhe is an Angel; 
Our King has all the Indies in his Arms. | 
And more, and richer, when he ſtrains that Lady: 
I cannot blame his Conſcience, | 
1 Gen, They that bear 
The Cloth of Honour over her, are four Barons 
Of the Cinque-Ports, 
2 Gen. Thoſe Men are happy, 
And ſo are all, are near her. 
I take it, the that carries up the Train, | 
Is that old noble Lady, the Dutcheſs of Norfolk. 
1 Gent. It is, and all the reſt are Counteſſes. 
2 Gen. Their Coronets ſay ſo. Theſe are ſtars indeed, 
And ſometimes falling ones. 
I Gen. No more of that. 
Enter a third Gentleman. 
God ſave you Sir. Where have you been broiling ? 
3 Gen, Among the Croud i'th' Abby, where a Finger 
Could not be wedg d in more; I amſtifled, 
Wich the meer Rankneſs of their Joy, 
2 Gen. You ſaw the Ceremony? 1 
3 Gen. I did. N I Cen. 
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1 Gen. How was it? 
3 Gen. Well worth the ſeeing. 
2 Gen. Good Sir, ſpeak it to us. | 
- Gen. As well as I am able. The rich Stream 
Of Lords and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
To aprepar'd place in the Quire, fell off. - 
A diſtance from her; while her Grace ſate down 
Fo'reſt a while, ſome half an hour, or ſo, 
In a rich Chair of State, oppoſing freely 
The Beauty of her Perſon to the People. 
Believe me, Sir, ſhe is the goodlieſt Woman 
That ever lay by Man; which when the People 
Had the full View of, ſuch a noiſe aroſe, 
As the ſhrowds'make at Sea in a ſtiff Tempeſt, 
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, Cloaks, 
Doublets, I think, flew up, and had their Faces 
Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
I never ſaw before. Great-belly'd Women, 
That had not half a Week to go, like Rams 
In the old time of War, would ſhake the Preſs 
And make em reel before em. No Man living 
Could ſay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece. , 
2 Gen. But what follow'd ? : [ Paces 
3 Gen, At length her Grace roſe, and with modeſt 
Came to the Altar, where ſhe kneel'd, and Saint-like 
Caſt her fair Eyes to Heav'n, and pray'd deyoutly, 
Then roſe again, and bow'd her to the People: 
When by the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, 
She had all the Royal makings of a Queen; 
As holy Oil, Edward Confeſſor's Crown, 
The Rod, and Bird of Peace, and all ſuch Emblems 
Laid nobly on her : which perform'd, the Quire 
With all the choiceſt Muſick of the Kingdom, 
Together ſung Te Deum. So ſhe parted, 
And with the ſame full State pac'd back again 
To Trk-Place, where the Feaſt is held, 
e, | 
You muſt no more call it Trk- Place, that's paſt. 
For ſince the Cardinal fell, that Title's loſt, 
Tis now the King's, and call d Vite ball. 
3 Gen. I know it: | 


But 
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But tis ſo-lately alter'd, that the old Name 
Is freſh about me. 

2 Gen. What two Reverend Biſhops 
Were thoſe, that went on each ſide of the Queen? 

3- Gen. Stokeſly and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly preferr d from the King's Secretary: 

The other, London. 

2 Gen, He of Wincheſter 
Is held no great good Lo ver of the Archbiſhop, 

The virtuous Cranmer. _ 

3 Gen. All the Land knows that: | 
However yet there is no great breach, when it comes, 
Craamer Will find a Friend will not ſhrink from him. 

2 Gon. Who may be that, I pray you? 

2 Gen, Thomas Cromwell, | 
A Man in much eſteem with the King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King has made him 
Maſter o' th' ſewel houſe, 

And one already of the Privy- Council. 
2 Gen, He will deſerve more. 
3 Gen. Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, Gentlemen, you ſhall go my way, 
Which is to th* Court, and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts 
Something I can command ; as I walk thither 
Fl tell ye more. 5 | . 
Both. Lou may command us, Sir. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II 


Enter Katherine Dowager, ſick, led between Griffith ber 
Gentleman Uſher, and Patience her Woman. 


Grif. How does your Grace ? 

Kath. O Griffith, ſick to death: 
My Legs like loaded Branches bow to th' Earth, 
Willing to leave their Burthen : Reach a Chair 
So — now methinks I feel a little eaſe. ¶ Sitting down. 
Didſt thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'ſt me, | 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Icy, 
Was dead ? dries 

Grif. Yes, Madam; but I think your Grace, 
Out of the pain you ſuffer'd, give no car to't. 6 

: | | | Ka h. 
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Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how he dy'd, 
If well, he ſtept before me happily, TY 
For my Example, 
Grif. Well, the Voice goes, Madam; 
For after the ſtout Earl of Northumberland 
Arreſted him at Pk, and brought him forward 
As a Man lorely tainted, to his Anſwer, _ 
He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill 
He could not fit his Mule, g 
Kath, Alas, poor Man. 


Griſ. At laſt, with ea ce dee came to Teiceſter, 


” 


Lodg d in the Abbey; where 1 
With all-his Convent, honeurably receiv d him; 
To whom he gave theſe Words. O Father Abbot, | 
An old Man broken with the Storms of State. 
Is come ta lay his weary Bones among e; 
Give him a little Earth for Charity, _ 
So went to Bed; wheneagerly his Sickneſs 
Purſu'd him ſtill, and three Nights after this, 
About the hour. of eight, which he himſelt 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt, full of Repentance, 
Continual Meditation, Tears and Sorrows, 
He gaye.bis Honoprsto the World again, 
His bieffed part to Heaven, and Qepfin Peace. 

PRs “? ok -, 
His Faults lay bury'd with him. 
Vet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to ſpeak him, 
And yet with Charity; be was a Man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever rarking 
Himſelf with Princes. One that by Suggeſtion 
Ty'd all the Kingdom; Sake 
His own Opinion was his Law. I'th' Preſence 
He would lay Untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his Words and Meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to Ruin, pititul. 
His promiſes were, as be then was, Mighty; 
But his performance, as he now is, Nothing; 
Ofhisewn Body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill Example. 

Griſ. Noble Madam. 
Mens evil Manners live in Braſs, their Virtues 
We write in water, May it pleale your Highneſs 


ere the reverend Abbot, 


. 
* 


» 


To 
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To hear me ſpeak his Good now? 
Kath. Yes, good Grifith, 
] wer2 malicious elſe. 
Grif. This Cardinal, | 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much Honour. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholar, and a ripe and good one: 
Exceeding wile, fair ſpoken, and perſuading ; 
Lofty and ſour to them that lov'd him not; 
But to thoſe Men that ſought him, ſweet as Summer. 
And though he were unſatisfied in getting, 
V hich was a Sin, yet in beſtowing, Madam, 
He was moſt princely ; ever witnefs for him 
'I hoſe Twins of Learning, that he rais'd in you. 
Jpſmich and Oxford: one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to out- live the good that did it, 
The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet ſo famous, 
So excellent in Art, and til] ſo rifing, 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever {peak his Virtue, 
His Overthrow heap'd Happineſs upon him 
For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, 
And found the Bleſſed neſs of being little, 
And to add greater Honours to bis Age. 
Than Man could give him; he dy'd fearing God. 
Kath; After my Death, Iwiſh no other Herald, 
No other Speaker of my living Actions, 
To keep mine Honaur from Corruption, 
ut ſuch an honeſt Chronicler, as Griſſitb. 
hom l moſt hated living, thou haſt made me 
With thy religious Truth and Modeſty, 
Now in his Athes, honour; Peace be with him. 
Patience, he near me ſtill, and ſet me lower. 
I have not long to trouble thee. Good Graffithy 
Caule the Muſicians play me that ſad Note 
I nam'd my Knell; whilſt I fit meditating, 
On that celeſtial Harmony, I go to. 


Sad and Sclemm Muſick. 
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Grif. She is aſleep : Good Wench, let's fit down quet, 


For iear we wak: her, Softly, gentle Pat icnce. 


The 
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The Viſion. Enter ſolemnly tripping one after another, fix 
Perfonages, clad in white Robes, wearing on their Heads 
Garlands of Bays; and golden Vigards cu their Faces, Bran- 
ches of Bays or Palm in their hands, They firſt Congee unto 
her, then Dance; and at certain Changes, the firſt two h Id 


a ſpare Garland over her head, al which the ather four 


ma ke reverendcuriſies. Then the two, that held theGarla':d, 
deliver the ſame to the cther next twe, who obſerve the 


ſame order in their Changes, and holding the Garland over 


her Head. Which done, they deliver the ſame Garland 
to the laſt two, who likewiſe obſerve the ſame Order. At 
which, aas it were by Taſpiration, ſhe makes in her ſleep, 
figns of rejoicing, and beldeth up her Hands to Heaven. 
And ſo in their dancing vaniſh, carrying the Garland with 
them. The Muſick continues. | 


Kath, Spirits of peace, where are ye? are ye all gone? 
And leave me here in wretchednels behind ye? 
Griſ. Madam, we are here, 
Kath. It is not you I call for, 
Saw ye none enter, ſince I ſlept? 
Grif. None, Madam. | | 45 
Kath. No? Saw you not even now a bleſſed Troop 
Invite me to a Banquet, whoſe bright Faces 
Caſt a thouſand Beams upon me, like the Sun ? 
They promis'd me eternal Happineſs, 
And brought me Garlands, Grifith, which I feel 
I 2m not worthy yet to wear: I ſhall afſuredly. 
Grif, I am moſt joyful, Madam, ſuch good Dreams 
Poſſels your Fancy. 
Kath. Bid the Muſick leave, 


They are harſh and heavy to me. [ Meſick ceaſes. 


Pat. Do you note " i 
How much her Grace is alter'd on Me ſudden ? 
How long her Face is drawn? How pale ſhe locks, 
And of an earthly cold? Mark her Eyes. 

Grif. She's going, Wench. Pray, pray, 

Pat. Heaven comfort her. : 


Enter 


— 
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Enter à Meſſenger. 


Meſ. And't like your Grace 

Kath. You are a ſawey Fellow, 
Deierve we no more Reyerence ? 

Grif. Vou are to blame, 
Knowing ſhe will not loſe her wonted Greatneſs, 
Jo uſe fo rude Behaviour. Go to, kneel. | 
Meſ. 1 humbly do intreat your Highneſs pardon, 
My haſte made me unmannerly. There is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the King, to ſee you. 

Kath, Admit him Entrance, Griffith. Bur this Fellow 
Let me neer lee again. [Exit Meſſenger. 


Enter Lerd Capucius. 


If my ſight fail not, | 
You ſhould be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor 
My Royal Nephew, and your Name Capucius. 

Cap. Madam, the ſame, your Servant. 

Kath. O my Lord, 
The Times and Titles now are alter'd ſtrangely 
With me, ſince firſt you knew me. But 1 pray you, 
What is your plealure with me-? | 

Cap. Noble Lady, | 
Firſt mine own Service to your Grace, the next 
The King's Requeſt that I would viſit you, 

Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 
Sends you his princely Commendations, 
And heartily intreats you take good Comfort. 

Kath, O my good Lord, that Comfort comes tes late, 
Tis like a pardon after Execution; | 
That gentle Phyſick given in Time had cur'd me; 
But now I am paſt all Comforts here, but Prayers. 
How does his Highneſs ? ITS 

Cap. Madam, in good Health. 

Kath. So may he ever do, and ever flouriſh, 

When I ſhall dwell with worms, and my poor Name 
05 | Baniſh'd 
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Baniſh'd the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter 

I caus'd you write, yet ſent away? 

Pat. No, Madam, | 

Kath, Sir, I muſt humbly pray you to deliver 

Thus to my Lord the King. : 

Cap. Moſt willingly Madam. | | 
Kath. In which 1 have commended to his Goodneſs 

The Model of our chaſte loves, his young Dauzhter, 

The dews of Heav'n fall thick in Bleſſings on her, 

Beſeeching him to give her virtuous breeding, 

She is young and of a noble modeſt Nature, 

I hope ſhe will deſerve well, and alittle 

To love her for her Mother's ſake, that lov'd him, 

- -. Heav'n knows how dearly. My next poor Petition 
Is, that his noble Grace would have ſome pity 
Upon my wretched Women, that fo long 
Have follow'd' both my Fortunes, faithfully, 

Of which there is not one, I dare ayow, 

And now I ſhould not lye, but well deſerve, 

For Virtue, and true Beauty ofthe Soul, 

For Honeſty and decent Carriage, | 

A right good Husband, let him be a Noble, 
And ſure thoſe Men are happy that ſhall have em. 
The laſt is for my Men, they are the pooreſt, 

But Poverty ceuld never draw em from me, 
That they may have their Wages duly paid em, 
And ſomething over to remember me by. 

If Heav'n had pleas'd to have given me longer Liſe 
And able Means, we had not parted thus. 

Theſe are the whole — ard good my Lord, 
By that you love theifleareſt in this World, | 
As you wiſh Chriſtian Peace to Souls departed, 

Stand theſe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 

To do me this laſt Right. | 
Cap. By Heav'n | will, - _ 
Or let me-loſe the Faſhion of a Man. 
Kath, I thank you, honeſt Lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his HFighneis; 
Say, his long trouble now is paſſing | 

Out of this World. Tell him, in Death'I bleſt him, 

For ſol will; mine Eyes grow dim. Farewel, 
My Lord, Griffith farewel. Nay, Patience, 


You 
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You muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to bed. : 

Call in more Women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
Let me be us'd with Honour, ſtrew me over | 

With Maiden Flowers, that all the World may know 

I was a chaſt Wife to my Grave: Embalm me, 

Then lay me forth, although un-Queen'd, yet like 

A Queen, and Daughter to a King, inter me? 

I can no more, [ Exeunt, leading Katherire. 
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Enter Gardiner Biſh.p cf Wincheſter, a Page with a 
before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 
Gard. I T's one a Clock, Boy, is't not? 
| Bey. It bath ſtruck. 
Dara. Theſe thould be hours for Neceffities, 
Not for Delights; Times to repair our Nature 
With comforting Repoſe, and not for us 
To waſte theſe times. Good hour of Night, Sir Thomas, 
Whither ſo late? | 
Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord ? 
Gard, I did, Sir Thomas, and left him at Primero 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 
Lov, I muſt to him too. | 
Before he goes to bed. I'll take my leave. 
Gard. Not yet Sir Thomas Lovel; what's the matter? 
It ſeems you are in haſte: And if there be 
No great Offenee belongs to't, give your Friend 
Some touch of your late Buſineſs; Affairs that walk, 
As they lay Spirits do, at midnight, have 
In them a wilder Nature, than the Buſineſs 
That ſeeks diſpatch by Day. 
Tov. My Lord, I love you: 
And durſt commend a Secret to your Ear 


Much weightier than this Word. The Queen's in Labour, 


They ſay in great extremity, and tis fear d 
She'll with the Labour end. 
Gard. The Fruit the goes with 
I pray for heartily, that it may find 
| Good 
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Good time, and live; but for the Stock, Sic Thomas, 
I wiſh it grubb'd up now. pe 
Lov. Methinks I could . 
Cry the Amen, and yet my Conſcience ſays, 
She is a good Creature, and ſweet Lady, does 
Does delerve our better Wiſhes. ' | 
Gard. But, Sir, Sir— 
Heat me, Sir Thomas—y'are a Geritleman 
Of mine own way, I know you are Wiſe, Religious, 
And let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, 
*T will not, Sir Thomas Lovel, take t of me, 
* Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two Hands, and ſhe, 
Sleep in their Graves, | | 
Lov. Now, Sir, you ſpeak of two 
The moſt remark'd i'th* Kingdom; as for Cromwell, 
Beſide that of the Jewel-houle, is made Maſter 
O'th' Rolls, and the King's Secretary. Further, Sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade for more preferments, 
With which the Time will load him. Th' Archbiſhop 
Is the King's Hand, or Tongue, and who dare ſpeak 
One ſyllable againſt him? F 
Gard. Ves, yes, Sir Thomas, 
There are that dare; and I myſelf have ventur'd 
To ſpeak my Mind of him; and indeed this Day, 
Sir, I may tell it you, I think I have 
Incens'd the Lords of the Council, that he is, 
(For fo I know he is, chey know he is) 
A moſt Arch-heretick, a Peſtilence F 
That does infect the Land; with which they mov'd, 
Have broken with the King, who hath lo far 


Given Ear to our Complaint, of his great Grace 


And Princely Care, foreſeeing thoſe fel] Miſchiets 
Our Reaſons laid before him, bath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Council Board - 
He be Convented. He's a rank Weed, Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt root him out. From your Affairs 
I kinder you too long: Good Night, Sir Thomas. 
3 Ext unt Gardiner and Page. 
Tov. Many Good Nights, my Lord, I reſt your ſer ; ant. 
| Enter King and Suffolk, 
King. Charles, Iwill play no more to Night, 
My Mind's not on't, you are too hard for me, 
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97. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
. King. But little, Charles, 
Nor ſhall not, when my Fancy's on my Play. 
Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News? 
Lov. I could not perſonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her Woman 
I ſent your Meſlage, who return'd her Thanks 
In the greateſt humbleneſs, and deſir d your Highneſs 
Moſt heartily to pray for her. 
King. Wha! fay'ſt thou! ha! 
To pray for Jr, What! is ſhe crying out ? 
Lov. $0 aid her Woman, and that her fuff'rance 
Almoft each Pang a Death. __ [made 
King. Alas! good Lady. 
S/. God ſafely quit her of her Burthen, and 


with gentle Travel, to the gladding of 


Your Highneſs with an Heir. 

King. Tis Midnight, Charles, 
Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember 
Th' Eſtate of m poor Queen. Leave me alone, 
For T muſt think of that, which OY 
Would-not be friendly to. 

 Suf. T wiſh. your Highneſs 
A quiet Night, and my good Miſtreſs will 
Remember in my Prayers. | 

King. Charles, Good Night : (Exit Suffolk. 
Well, Sir, what follows : : | : | 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Deny. Sir, I have brought * Lord the Arch- 
As yon commanded me. [biſhop 

King. Ha ! Canterbury.) --= , 

Denny. Ay, my good Lord. 

King. Tis true --- where is he? Denny. 


21 He atrends your Highnefs's Pleaſure. 


1. Prin g him to us Exit Denny. 
| 13 his is about that which the Biſhop ſpake, 
Jam happily come hither. LA ide. 


Euter Cranmer and Denny. | 
Ring. Avoid the Gallery. [Lovel ſcemerh to ftay. 
Ha! -I haye ſaid---be gone. [Ex. Loyel and Denny. 


D Cran. 


— —— —— 
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Cran. Tam fearful: wh refore frowns he thus ? 
Ts hs Aſpe@ of Te ro-. All s rot well. 

King. How now, my Lord ? you do defire to know, 
Wherefo e I ſent for you. | 

Cran. I. is my Duty, 
T attend your Highneſs p'eaſure. 

King. Pray you ariſe, | 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and I muſt walk a turn together : 
I have News to tell you. 
Come; come, give me your Hand. . 
Ah! my good Lord, I grieve at what I ſpeak, 
And am ſorry to repeat what follows. _ 
T have, and moſt unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do ſay, my Lord, 
Grieyous Complaints of you; which being conſider 
Have moved us, and our Council, that you ſhall | 
'Ths Morning come before us, where I know . 
You cannot with ſuch freedom purge our ſelf 
But that *cill further Trial, in thoſe Charges 
Which will require your Anſwer, you muſt take 
Your Patience to you, and be well contented | 
To make your Houſe our Tower ; you a Brother of us. 
It firs we thus proceed, or elſe no Witneſs 
Would come againſt you. | | 

Cran. T humbly thank your Highneſs, 


And am right glad to catch this good Occaſion. 


Moſt throughly to be winnow'd,. where my Chaff 

And Corn ſhall fly aſunder. For I know 

There's none ſtands under more calumnious Tongues 

Than I my ſelf, poor Man. 1 

King. Stand up good Canterbury; 

Thy Truth and thy Integrity is rooted 1 

In us, thy Friend. Give me thy Hand, ſtand up, 

Prithee let's walk. Now, by my holy Dame, 

What manner of Man are you? My Lord, I look'd 

You would have given me your Petition, that 

I ſhould have ta'en ſome pains, o bring together 

Yourſelf and your Accuſers, and to have heard you 

Without Indurance further. 
Cron. Moſt dread Leige, Th 

| | - 


er 
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The Good I ſtand on, is my Truth and Honeſty: 


What can be ſaid againſt me. 


Keep Comfort to you, and this Merning ſee 


Hle has ſtrangled all his Language in his Tears. 
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If they ſhall fall, I, with mine Enemies, 
Will triumph o'er my Perſon; which I weigh nor, 
Being of thoſe Virtues vacant. I fear nothing 


King. Know'you not [World? 
How your State ſtands i'th' World, with the whole 
Your Enemies are many, and not ſmall: their Prac- 
Muſt bear the ſame Proportion : and not ever [tices 
The Juſtice aud the Truth o'th* Queſtion carries 
The due o'th' Verdict with it. At what Eaſe 
Might corrupt Minds procure Knaves as corrupt, 
To ſwear againſt you ? Such things have been done. 
You are potently oppos'd, and with a Malice 
Of as great ſize. een you of better Luck, 

I mean in perjur'd Witneſs, than your Maſter, 
Whoſe Miniſter you re, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this naughty Earth? Go to, go to, 

You takea Precipice for no leap of Danger, 
And woe your own Deſtruction. 6 

Cran. God and your Majeſty 
Protect mine Innocence, or I fall into 
The Trap is laid for me. 

_ King. Be of good Cheer, 
They ſhall no more prevail than we give way to: 


You do appear before them. If they ſhall chance, 
In charging you with Matters, to commit you; 
The beſt Perſuaſions to the contrary | 
Fail not to uſe; and with what Vehemency 
The Occaſion ſhall inſtruct you. If Intreaties 
Will render you no Remedy, this Ring 0 
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us 

There make before them. Lock, the good Man weeps: 
He's honeſt, on mise Honour. God's bleſt Mother, 
I ſwear he is true-hearted, and a Soul 

None better in my Kingdom. Get you gone, | 
And do as J have bid you. p [Exit Cran, 


Enter an Old Lady. 


Gent, within, Come back, what mean you? 
£5 | D 2 * Lady. 
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Lady. II not come back, the Tidings that I brin 
Will ma ke my Boldneſs Manners. Now good 42 
Fly o'er thy Royal Head, and ſhade thy Perſon 


Under FREIE blefſed Wings. 


King. Now by thy Looks 
i en * Metlage. Is che Queen deliver'd : 5 
Say, A bred of a Boy. 

Lady. Ay, « ay, my Liege; 
And + a love iy Boy ; #he God of Heav'n 
Both now, and ever eſs her: Tis a Girl, 
Promiſes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Deſires your Viſitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this Stranger ; 'tis as like you, 
As Cherry is to Bair Fe 25 | 


King. Lowel. 
Lov. Sir. 

King. Give her an 1 Marks. 

III to the Queen. rite King. 
Lady. An hundredMarks By this light, I Lad 


An ordinary Groom is for ſuch Payment. 

T will have more, or ſcold it out of him. | 
Said I for this, the Girl was like to him? Pi. 
Have more, or elſe unſay't ; and now, whilef tis hot, 


Fu par it to the Iſſue. [Exit Lady. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Cranmer. 


Cran. I hope I'm not too late, and yet the Gentleman 


That was ſent to me from the Council, pray'd me 
To make great haſte. All faſt? what means this ? 
Who waits there? Sure you know me ? e ? 
Enter Keeper. 
Keep. Yes, my Lord ; 
But I cannot * you. 


Cran. 


Keep. Vour Grace muſt wait till you be ys for. 


Enter Doctor Butts. 


Can. So. 

Butts. This is a piece of Malice : I am glad 
I came this way, ſo haply. The King | WL 
Shall underſtand it preſently. | [Exit Butts. 


The 


Gran. * Tis Butt. 


2225 
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The King's Phyſician, as he paſt along, 
How e he caſt his Eyes upon me; 
Pray Heav'n he found not my Diſgrace : far certain 
This is of purpofe laid oY ſome that hate me, 
(God turn their Hearts, I never ſought their Malice) 
To quench mine Honour! they woul ſhame to make 
Wait elſe at Door : A Fellow Councellor me 
Mong Boys, and Grooms, and Lackeys! But their plea- 
Muſt be fulfilled, and I atrend with patience, [ſures 
Enter the King aud Butts at a Window above. 
Butts. I'll ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt Sight 
King. What's that, Butts ? Fe if 
Butts. I think your Highneſs ſaw this many a Day. 
King. Body a me: where is it ? £ : 
Butts. There, my Lord: | 
The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his State at Door mongſt Purſeyaats, 
Pages, and Foot-boys. | 
King. Ha? *tis he indeed. 
Is this the Honour they do one another? 
'Tis well there's one above'em yer. I had thought 
They had parted ſo much Honeſty among 'em 
At leaſt good Manners, as not thus to ſuffer 
A Man of his Place, and fo near our Favour 
To 1 Attendance on their Lordfhips pleaf ures, 
And at the Door too, like a Poſt with Packets: 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's Knavery; | 
Let em alone, and draws the Curtain cloſe. 
We ſhall hear more anon. | 
A Council Tible brought in with Chairs and Stools, and pl wed 
under the State. Enter Lord- Chancellor, places himſelf at 
the upper end of the Table, on the left Hand. A S at being 
left void above him, as for the Archbiſhop of Canterbury's 
. Seat. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of Norfolk, Surrey, Lord- 
Chamberlain, and Gardiner, ſeat themſelves in order on 
each Side. Cromwell at the lower end as Secretary. 
Chan. Speak to the Buſineſs, Mr. Secretary : 
Why are we met in Council? —\_ = 
Crom. Pleaſe your Honours, 
| The chief Concerns his Grace of Canterbury. 
? | Gzrd. Has he Knowledge of it? 
„ D 3 Crom. 
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Crom. Yes. | 
Nor. Who waits there? 
Keep. Without? my noble Lords. 

Gard. Yes. 1 . 

Keep. My Lord Archbiſhop; 3 

And has done half an Hour, to know your Pleaſures, 

Cban. Le t him come in. | 


f 
] 
1 
| | 
Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 3 
[Cranmer approaches the Council- Table. f 

1 

A 


| Chan. My good Lord Archbiſhop Tam yery ſorry 
; Io ſit here at this preſent, and behold. | 
That Chair ſtand empty: But we all are Men 

| In aur own Natures frail, aud capable 3 


Of our Fleſh, few are Angels; our of which Frailty * 
And want of Wiſdom, you that beſt ſhould teach us, A 
Have miſdemean'd your ſelf, and not a little: Fi 
Toward the King firſt, then his Laws, in filling M 
the whole Realm, by your teaching and yourChaplains, Y. 
(For ſo we are inform'd) with new. Opinions © M 
Divers and dangerous, which are Hereſies; Fa 

( 


And not reform'd, may-prove pernicious. - | 
Gard. Whi h Reformation muſt be ſudden too, Tt 
My noble Lords; for thoſe that tame wild Horſes, Yc 


Pace 'em not in their Hands to make em gentle, . 
But ſtop their Mouth: with ſtubborn Bits, and ſpur Be 
ITill they obey the manage. If we ſuffer, ['em, * 
Out of our Eaſineſs and childiſh Pit, Ca 

'To one Man's Honour, this contagious Sickneſs, La 
Farewel all Phyſick : And what follows then ? : r 

n 


Commotions, Uproars, witha general Taint 
Of the whole State: As of late Days our Neighbours, Bu 
The upper Germany, can dearly witneſs, _ | 
Yet freſhly pitied in our Memories. 

Cran. My good Lords, hitherto, in all the Progreſs 
Both of my Life and Office, I have labour d. 
And with no little Study, that my Teaching, 

And the ſtrong Courſe of my Authority, 
Might go one way, and ſafely ; and the end 
Was ever to do well: Nor is. there living, 

(I ſpeak it with a ſingle Heart, my Lords) 

A Man that molt deteſts, more ſtirs againſt, 


Both 


y 


5 


els 


th 
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Both in his private Conſcience, and his Place, 

De faces of the publick Peace, than I do: 

Pray Heav'n the King may never find a Heart 
With leſs Allegiance in it. Men that mak⸗ 

Envy, and crooked Malice, Nouriſhment, 

Dare bite the beſt. I do beſeech your Lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of Juſtice, my Accuſers, 

Be what they will, may ſtand forth Face to Face, 


And freely urge againſt me. 


Suf. Nay, my Lord. 
Th * you are a Councellor, 
And by that Virtue no Man dare accuſe you. [ment, 

Gard. My Lord, becauſe we have buſineſs of more mo- 
We will : e ſhort with you. Tis his Highneſs pleaſure 
And our Concent, for better Trial of you, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where being but a private Man again, 

You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ay, my good Lord of Winchefter, T thank you, 
You are always my good Friend ; if your Will pals, 
I ſhall both find your Lordſhip Judge and Juror, 
You are ſo merciful. I ſee your end, 

'Tis my undoing. Love and Meekneſs, Lord, 
Become a Church-man better than Ambition: 
Win ſtraying Souls with Modeſty again, 

Caſt none away. That I ſhall clear my ſelf, 
Lay all the Weight ye can upon my Pati nc e, 
I make as little doubt, as you do Conſcience 

In doing daily Wrongs. I could ſay more, 

But Reverence to your Calling makes me modeſt. 

Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a SeQary, 
That's the plain Truth; your painted Gloſs diſcovers, 
To Men that underſtand you, Words and Weakneſs. 

Crom. My Lord of Wincheſter, 2 a little, 

By your own good Favour, too ſharp; Men fo noble, 
However faulty, yet ſhould find Reſpect 
For what they have been: Tis a Cruelty 
To load a falling Man. 
Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
Icry you Honour Mercy ;- you may, worſt 
D 4 Ot 
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Of all this Table, ſay fo. 
Crom. Why, my LOT: - : 
Gard. Do not Iknow: you for a Favourer 

Of this new Sect? ye are not ſound. Fl 

Crom. Not ſound? | 
Gard. Not ſound, I ſay. 

Crom. Would you were half ſo honeſt : 

Mens Pra 2 e then would ſeek you, not their Fears. 
Gard. Tihall remember this bold Language. 
Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold Life too. 

Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear, for ſhame, my Lords. 
Gard. I have done. 
Crom. And J. 
Cham. Then thus for you, my Lord, it ſtands agreed 

I take itby all Voices; that forthwith 

You be convey'd to th Tow'y a Priſoner ; 

There to remain till the King's further Pleaſure 

Be known unto us. jAre you all agreed, Lords ? 
Al. We are. 

Gran. Is there no other way of Mercy, 

Bur I muſt needs to th Tower, wy Lords ? 
Gard. What other 


Would you expect "you are firangely troubleſome : 


Let ſome o'th* Guard be ready there. 
Enter the Guard. 
Cran. For me? 
Muſt I go like a Traitor - ooh ? 
Gard. Receive him, 
And ſee him ſafe 1 th" Tower. 
Cran, Stay, good my Lords, 2 
I have a little to ſay yet. Look there, my Lords; 
Buy virtue of that Ring, I take my Cauſe 
Out of the Gripes of cruel Men, and give it 
To a moſt noble Jug e, the King my Maſter. 
Cham. This is the King's Ring. 
Sur. Tis no counterfeit, - 
Suf. Tis his right Ring, by Heav'n. I told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dang'rous Stone a rowling, 


would fall i our ſelves. 8 
Nor. 


ee NY 
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Nor. Do you think, my Lords, 
The King will ſuffer but the little Finger 
Of this Man to be vex'd? ' © 
Cham. Tis now too certain, | 
How much more is his Life in value with him? 
Would I were fairly out 'on'te, 
Crom. My Mind gave me, 
. In ſeeking Tales and Informations | 
> Againſt this Man, whoſe Honeſty the Devil 
And his CO only envy at, 
Ye blew the Fire that burns ye; now have at you. 
| Enter King frowning on them, takes his Seat. t 
Gard. Dread re, e 
How much are we bound to Heav'n, 
In daily Thanks, that gave us ſuch a Prince; 
d Not only good and wiſe, but moſt religious : 
| One that in all Obedience, makes the Church 
The chief Aim of his Honour, and to ſtrengthen 
That holy Duty of our dear ReſpeQ, 
His Royal Self in Judgment comes to hear 
The Cauſe betwixt her and this great Offender. 
King.Y ou were ever good at ſudden Commendations. 
Biſhop of Winchefter. But know, I come not 
To hear ſuch Flatreries now, and in my Preſence, 
2 They are too thin and baſe to hide Offences. 
To me you cannot reach; you play the Spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me: 
But whatſoe'er thou tak'ſt me for, I'm ſure | 
Thou haſt a cruel Nature, and a bloody. 
Good Man, fit down: now let me ſee the proudeſtſ Io 
He that dares moſt, but wag his Finger at thee.[Cran. 
By all that's Holy, he had better ſtarve, 
Than but once think, this Place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May it pleaſe your Grace 
King. No, Sir, it does not pleaſe me, 
had thought I had Men of ſome Underſtanding 
And Wiſdom, in my Council; but I find none: 
Was it Diſcretion, Lords, to let this Man, 
if, This good Man, (few of you deſerve that Title) 
This honeſt Man, wait like a louſie Foot-boy 
At Chamber-door, and one, as great as you * 2 
15 Br +2 5 7 15 
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Why what a Shame was this? Did my Commiſſion 
Bid ye ſo far forget your ſelves? I gave ye | 
Power, as ye was a Counſellor, to try him, 
Not as a Groom; there's ſomething of ye, I ſee, 
More ont of Malice :han Integrity, 

Would try him to the utmoſt, had he mean; 
Which ye ſhall never have, while I do live. 

Cham. Thus far. ö 
My moſt dread Sovereign, may it like your Grace, 
To let my Tongue excuſe all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather, 

If their be faith in Men, meant for his Trial, 
And fair Purgation to the World, than Malice : 

% i Me nit ns Fog nd ras 

King. Well, well, my Lords. reſpe& him: 

Take him and uſe him well? he's worthy of it. 

T will ſay this much for him, if a Prince 

May be beholding to a Subject, 

Am, for his Love and Service, ſo to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 

Be Friends for ſhame, my Lords. My Lord of Canter- 
J have a Suit, which you muſt not deny me. {[bury, 
There's a fair young Maid that yet wants Baptiſm, 
You mult be Godfather, and anſwer for her. 
Ceran The greateſt Monarch now alive may glory 

In ſuch an Honour: how may I deſerve it, 

That am a poor and humble Subject to you? 

Ring. Come. come. my Lord, you'd ſpare your Spoons: 
You ſhall have two noble Partners with you: The old 
Dutcheſs of Norſolk, and the Lady Marqueſs of Dorſet; 

Will theſe pleaſe you? 

Once more, my Lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 
Embrace. and love this man. 

Gard. With a true Heart, 
And Brother's Love I do it, 

Cyan And let Heav'n | PE 
Witneſs. how cear IT hold this Confirmation. 

King. Good man, theſe joyful tears ſhew thy true 
The common Voice I ſee is verified (Heart; 
Of thee, which ſays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A ſhrewd Turn, and he's your Friend for wm | 

ome, 
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1 Come, Lords, we trifle Time away: I long 
| To have this young one made a Chriſtian. 
As Thaye made ye one, Lords, one remain : * 
So I grow ſtronger, you more Honour gain. [Ex. 
SEE SG =. ME IHE | 
Noiſe and Iumult within. Enter Porter and his Mau. 
Port. You'll Teave your Noiſe anon, ye Raſcals ; do 
you take the Court for Paris Garden? ye rude 8 laves, 
leave your gaping. | eo 
Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th'Larder. 
Port. Belong to the Gallows, and be hang'd ye rogue: 
Is this a Place to roar in? Fetch me a dozenCrabtree 
Staves, and ſtrong ones, theſe are but Switches to em: 
III ſcratch your heads, you muſt be ſeeing Chriſtnings? 
Do you look for Ale andCakes here, you rudeRaſcals? 
Man. Pray, Sir, be patient; tis as much impoſſible 
Unleſs we.{wept them from the Door with Cannons» 
To ſcatter em, as 'tis to make em ſleep, 
On May-day Morning, which will never be: 
We may as well pom againſt Pauls, as ſtir 'em. 
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd? 
| Man. Alas, I ki ow not; how gets the Tide in? 
| As much as one ſound Cudgel of four Foot; 
You fee the poor remainder, could diſtribute, 
1 made no ſpare, Sir. | £ 
Port. You did nothing, Sir. | 
Nan. Jam not Sampſon, nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand. 
To mow em down before; but if I ſpar'd any 
That had a Head to hit, either young or old, 
He or ſhe, a Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker, 
Let me never hope to ſee a Chine again; 
And that I would not for a Cow, God fave her. 
Within. Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? : 
Fort. I ſhall be with you preſenrly, good Mr. Puppy, 
Keep the Door clofe, Sirrah. 
Man. What would you have me do? | 
Port. What ſhould do, but knock them down 
by the Dozens; Is this MorzfFelds to muſter in? 
Or have we fome ſtrange Idian with the great. 
Tool, come to Court, the Women fo beſiege us? 
Bleſs me!“ What a Fry of Fornication is ar 
the Door 2 On my Chriſtian Conſcience, . _ 
riſt- 


. ̃²7 PESY 1 
Chriſining wilf beget a thouſand, here will be Fa-. Nc 


ther, Godfather, and all together. Ar 
Man. The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir; there is « 
à Fellow ſomewhat near the Doof, he ſhould be x Tf 
Brafier by his Face, for o' my Conſcience twenty of By 
the Dog-days now reign in's Noſe ; all that ſtand a- Cle 
bout him are under the Line, they need no other An 
Penance ; that Fire-Drake did I hit three times on Ye 
the Head, and three times was his Nofe diſcharged Th 
againſt me; he ſtands there like a Mortar-piece to Go 
blow us up. There was a Haberdaſher's Wife, of To 
ſmall Wit, near him, that rail'd upon me, till her A 
pink'd Porringer fell off her Head, for kindling ſuch 1 
a Combuſtion in the State. I miſt the Meteor once, , 
and hit that Woman, who cry'd out Clubs, when I Sta 
Might ſee from far, ſome forty Truncheons draw to E 
her Succour, which were the hope o'th' Strand, TII 
where ſhe was quarter'd; they fell on. I made good - 
my Place, at length they came to the Broom-ſtaf I Ent 
to me, I defy'd em ſtill, when ſuddenly a File of 0 
Boys behind em, looſe ſhot, deliver'd ſuch a Shower . 91 
of Pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine Honour A 
in, and let em win the Work; the Devil was amongſt 6 
dem, I think ſurely. + 5 eee, ee, G 
Port. Theſe are the Youths that thunder at a Play- & 
houſe, and 1 for bitten Apples, that no Audience, of 
but the Tribulation of Tower-h;l/, or the Limbs of 9 
Lime: hou ſe, their dear Brothers, are able to endure. G 
I have ſome of em in Limbo Patrum, there they are Fro 
like to dance theſe three Days; beſides the running Lor 
Banquet of two Bead les which is to come, _ Priz 
H Enter Lord Chamberlain, | 
. . Cham. Merey o'me ; what a Multitude are here? 0 


They grow fti!! too; from all parts they are coming, My 
As if we kept a Fair here? where are theſe Porters? All 
Theſe lazyKnaves? Ye've made a fine ha nd, Fellows? Hes 


There's a trim Rabble let in; are all theſe. _ Ma. 
Four faithful Friends of the Suburbs? we ſhall ha ve A 
Great ſtore of room, no doubt, left for the Ladies, W 
When they paſs back from the Chriſtning = 0 


Port. And't pleaſe your Honour. 


> Ma; 
U 
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we are but Men, and what ſo many may do, 
Not being torn inpieces, we haye done : 
An Army cannot rule em. C17 
Cham. As I live, 
If the King blame me for' t, PIl lay ye all 
By th' Heels, and ſuddenly; and on your Heads 
Clap round Fines, for negle& : Y'are lazy Knaves, 
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when | 
Ye ſhould de Service. Hark, the Trumpets ound, 
Tkare come already from the Chriftning 3 
Go break among the Preſs, and find a way our, 
To let the Troop s paſs fairly ? or PIT find, 
A Marſbg Paifes the If bold ye — 4 theſe two Months. 
Port. Make way there, for the Princeſs. 
Man. You, great Fellow, | 
Stand cloſe up, or F'll make your Head ach. 
Port. You, 1 rh Cambler, get up o'th' Rail, 
Fil peck you | o'er the Pales elfe. [Exeunt. 
+ F6 EME: n 
Enter Trumpets ſounding; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Crapmer, Dake of Norfolk, with his MarſbaPs 
. Staff,” Duke o Suffolk, two Noblemen beariug great ſtan- 
ding Bowls for the Chi xing Gifts; then four Noblemen 
bearing a Canopy, under vieh the Dutcheſs of Norfolk, 
God-Mother, _ the Child ri 'chly habited in a Mantle, 
& c. Train born by a Lady : Ton follows the We gn 
of Dorſet, the other Godmother, and Ladies. The Troop 
paſs auc about the Stage, and Garter ſpeaks. 
Cart. Heaven, 
Fromthy endleſs Goodneſs ſend proſperous Life, 
Long, and ever happy, to the high and miner 
Princes of England, Elizabeth. 
Flouriſp. Enter King and Guard. 
Cran, And to your Royal Grace, and the 200d Queen, 
My noble Pa: rtners, abi. myſelf thus pray, 
All Comfort, 1 in this moſt gracions Lady, 
Heav'n ever laid up to make Papen happy, 
May hourly fall upon 16. 
King. Thank you, 00d Ek Archbiſhop 
W has is her Name?; 
can. Elizabeth. 
King. 
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King. Stand up, Lord ; 5 | 
With this Kiſs, take my Bleſſing : God protec thee; 
Into whoſe Hand I give thy Life. © 

MM RET TTL EEE EEE | 

King. My noble Goſſips, y have been too prodigal, 
I thank ye heartily: So ſhall this Lad, . 
When ſhe has fo much Exgliſb. eee 

Cran. Let me ſpeak, Sir, 5 5 
For Heav'n now bids me; and the Words I utter, 
Let none think Flattery; for they'll find 'em Truth. 
This Royal Infant, Heay'n ſtill move about her; 
Though in her Cradle, yet now promiſes  , 
Upon this Land, a thouſand thouſand Bleflings, 
Which Time ſball bring to Ripeneſs : She ſhall be, 
(But few now living can behold that Goodneſs) 

A Patternto all Princes living with her, 

And all that ſhall ſucceed : Sheba was never 

More covetous of Wiſdom, and fair Virtue, _ 
Than this poor Soul ſhall be. All princely Graces 
That mould up ſuch a mighty Piece as this is, 
With all the Virtues that attend the Good, 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall nurſe her: T 
Holy and heav'nly Thoughts ſtill counſel her: 
She ſhall be lov'd and fear d. Her own ſhall bleſs her; Al 
Her Foes ſhake like a Field of beaten Corn. (her £7 
And hang their Heads with ſorrow : Good grows with A: 
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In her Days every Man ſhall eat in ſafety, Ye 
Under his own Vine what he plants; and ſing Sh 
The merry Songs of Peace. to all his Neighbours. He 
God: ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her, Th 


From her ſhall read the perfect Ways of Honour, 
And by thoſe claim their Greatneſs, not by Blood. 
Nor fhall this Peace ſleep with her; but as when 
The Bird of Wonder dies, the Maiden Phœnix, 
Her Aſhes new create another Heir, 
And great in Admiration has her ſelf : 1 
So ſhall ſhe leave her Bleſſedneſs to one, (Darkneſs, 
(When Heay'n ſhall call her from this Cloud o 
Who, from the ſacred Aſhes of her Honour, 
Shall Star like riſe, as great in Fame as the was, 
And fo ſtand fix d. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Ter- 
| rour, That 
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That were the Se rvants to this choſen Infant, 

M Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to him; 

Where-ever the bright Sun of Heav'n ſhall ſhine, 

| His Honour , and the Greatneſs of his Name, 

1, Shall be and make new Nations: He ſhall flouriſh, 
And like a Mountain Cedar, reach his Branches, 
To all the Plains about him: Our Childrens Chil- 


Shall ſee this, and bleſs Heaven. . 
King, Thou ſpeakeſt Wonders. | 
h. Cran. She ſhall be to the Happineſs of England, 


An aged Princeſs; many Days ſhall ſee. 
And yet no Day without a Deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more: But ſhe muſ? dic, 
She muſt, the Saints muſt have her; yet a Virgin, 
A moſt unſpotted Lilly ſhall ſhe.xaſs — 
To th' Ground, and all the World ſhall maurn her. 
King. O Lord Archbiſhop, | 
Thou has made me now a Man; never before 
This happy Child, did I get any thing. 
This Oracle of Comfort has ſo pleaſed me, 
That when I am in Heay'n, I ſhall deſire 
r: To ſee what this Child does, and praife my Maker. 
I thank ye all. To you, my good Lord-Mayor, 
er; And your good Brethren, I am much beholden : 
ner I have received much Honour by your Preſence, 
ith And ye ſhall find me thankful. Lead the way, Lords, 
Ye muſt all ſee the Queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye, 
She will be ſick elſe. This Day, no Man think 
He's buſineſs at his Houſe, for all ſhall ſtay, 
This little One ſhall make it. Holy-day. Exeunt. 
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9 IS ten to one this Play tan never pleaſe 
All that are here: ſome come to take their ea ſe, 
And /leep out an AF or two; but thoſe we fear : 
We've frighted with our Trumpets: ſo "tis clear, 
They ll ſay it's naught. Others, to bear the City 
Abus'd extremely, and to cry, That's witty 3 
Which we have not done neither; that, 1 fear, 
All the expefed Good we' ave like to hear, 
For this Ploy ar this tine, is en in 
The merciful Conſtruction of good Women 3 3 
For ſuth a one we ſhew'd em: If they ſmile, 
And ſny "twill dv; I hum mithin a while, 
All the beſt Men are ours ; for tis ill hap, 
If they hold, when their Ladies bid em clap. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


DUKE. 5 
Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Uſurper of his Ring- 
Amiens, Lords attending upon the Duke in his Baniſb- 
Jacques, ment. | 
Le Beu, 4 Courtier attending on Frederick. 
Oliver, eldeſt Son to Sir Rowland de Boys, who had fer- 
merly been a Servant to the Duke. Fs 
| 4 177 © menge. Brothers to Oliver. 
0 
Adam, an old Servant of Sir Rowland de Boys, nw 
" following the fortunes of Orlando 
Dennis, Servant to Oliver. | 
Charles, a Wreſtler, ani Servant to the uſurping Duke 
Exegerick. - -- ---- | 
one, a Clown, attending en Celia and Roſalind. 
Corin, 3 | 
A Clown, in Love with Audrey. 
William, another Clown, in love with Audrey. 
Sir Oliver Mar-text, 4 Country Carate. 


« 


Rofalind, Daughter ta the Duke. 

Celia, Daughter to Frederick. 

Phoebe, 4 Shepherdeſe. 

Audrey, 4 Country Wench. _ | 

Lords belonging to the two Dukes, with 
Pages, Foreſters, aud ather Attendants. 


The SCENE hes firſt near Oliver's 
Houſe, and afterwards, partly in the 


* 


artly in the Foreſt of 


4 
< 
x 
8 
8 
: 
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Oliver's Houſe. 
Enter Orlando and Adam. 


ORLANDO. 


SE STI remember, Adam, it was upon this 
fuaſhion bequeath'd me by will, but a 

poor thouſand crowns; and as thou 
fſay'ſt, charg'd my brother on his bleſ- 
ſing to breed me well; and there be- 
==! gins my ſadneſs. My brother Jaques 
he keeps at ſchool, and report ſpeaks 
goldenly of his profit; for my part he keeps me ruſti- 
cally at home, or (to ſpeak more properly) ſtays me 
here at home unkept ; for call you that keeping for a 
gentleman of my birth, that differs not from the ſta !- 
ling of an ox? his horfes are bred better; for beſides 


that they are fair with their feeding, they are taught 
their manage, and to that end riders dearly hired: bur 


I his brother, gain nothing under him but growth, for 
the which his animals on his dunghills are as much 
bound to him as I. Beſides this nothing that he ſo 
plentifully gives me, the ſomething that nature gave 
me his countenance ſeems * take from me. He lets 

| ” - N Die 
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with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, 
as much as in him lyes, mines my gentility with my 
education. This is it Adam, that grieves me; and 
the ſpirit of my father, which I think is within me, 
begins to mutiny againſt this ſervitude. I will no 
Jonger endure it, though yet I know no wiſe remedy 
how to avoid it. 
Enter Oliver. 
Adam. Yonder comes my maſter, your brother. 
Orla. Go apart, Adam, and thou ſhalt hear how he 
will ſhake me up, = ; 
Oli. Now, Sir, what make you here? 
Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 
; O77. What mar you then, Sir? | 
Orla. MarrySir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with 
idleneſs. VVV 


Oli. Marry Sir, be better employ'd, and be naught 


SR 
Orla. Shall T keep your hogs, and eat husks with 
them? what prodigal portion have I ſpent, that! 
mould come to ſuch penury ? 
Oli. Know you where you are, Sir? 
Orla. O Sir, very well; here in your Orchard. 
Oli. Know you before whom, Sir? - 
Orla. Ay, better than he I am before, knows me. I 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle 
cond Rion of blood you ſhould fo know me: the cour- 
tefy of nations allows you my better, in that you are 
the firſt born: but the ſame tradition takes not away 
my blood, were there tw-nty brothers betwixt us. [ 
have as much of my father in me, as you; albeir, I 
_ confeſs your coming before me is nearer to his reve- 
MR HT | | 
Oli. What boy! | 
Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. | 1 2) 


Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ?. 

Orla. J am no vailain: I am the youngeſt ſon of 
Sir Rowland de Boys; he was my father, and he is 
thrice a villain that ſays ſach a father begot villains, 
Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this = 
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from thy throat, till this other had pull'd out thy 
tongue for ſaying ſo; thou haſt rail'd on thy ſelf. 

Adam. Sweet maſters be patient; for your father's 
remembrance, be at accord, 

Oli. Let me go, I ſay. : 

Orla. I will not *till IJ pleaſe : you ſhall hear me. 
My father charged you in his will to give me good e- 
ducation: you have train'd me up like a peaſant, ob- 
ſcuring and hiding me from all gentleman-like quali- 
ties : the ſpirit of my father grows ſtrong in me, and 
Iwill no longer endure it: therefore allow me ſuch 
exerciſes as may become a gentleman, or give me 
the poor altettery my father left me by teſtament, 
with that I will go buy my fortunes. 

Sli. And what wilt thou do? beg when that is 
ſpent well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be 
troubled with you, you ſhall have ſome part of 
your will. I pray you leave me. 

Orla. I will no further offend you than becomes me 
for my good. 1 

Oli. Get you with him, you old Dog. 

Adam, Is old dog my reward? moſt-true. Ihave 


loſt my teeth in your ſervice. God be with my old 


maſter, he would not lia ve ſpoke ſuch a word. 
| [Exe. Orlando and Adam. 


dl. Is itevenſo ? begin you to grow upon me? 
Iwill phyſick your rankneſs, and yet give no thou- 


ſand Crowns neither. Hollow, Dennis 
| Enter Dennis. 
Deu. Calls your worſhip? 
Oli. Was not Charles, the duke's wreſtler, here to 
ſpeak with me ? f 
Den. So pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes acceſs to ou. 
Oli. Call him in: 'twill be a good way; and to- 
morrow the wreſtling is. 
Enter Charles. 
Char. Good-morrow to your worſhip. . 
Oli. Good Monfieur Charles, what's the new news 
at the court? A 
Char. There's no news at the court, Sir, but the old 
news; that is, the old duke is ba niſſid by his younger 
. 1 | brother 
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brother the new duke, and three or four loving lords 
have put themſelves into voluntary exile with him, 
whoſe lands and revenues enrich the new duke, there. 
fore he gives them good leave to wonder. _ 

Oli. Can you tell if Roſalind, the duke's daughter, 
te baniſh'd with her father? 

Cha, O no: for the duke's daughter her couſin fo 
Joves her, heing ever from their cradles bred toge- 
ther, that ſhe would have follow'd her exile, or have 
died to ſtay behind her. She is at the court, and no 
leſs belov'd of her uncle than his own daughter, and 
never two ladies lov'd as they do. 

oli. Where will the old duke live? : 
Cha. They ſay he is already in the foreſt of Arden, 


and a many a merry men with him; and there they 


live like the old Robin Hood of England: they ſay, 
many young gentlemen flock to him every day, and 


fleet the time careleſly, as they did in the golden 


world. 
oll. What, you wreſtle to-morrow before the new 

duke ? 8 SH | | 
Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and I come to acquaint you 
with a matter. I am given, Sir, ſecretly to under-« 
ſtand, that your younger brother Orlando hath a diſ- 
poſition to come in diſguis d againſt me to try a fall; 
to-morrow, Sir, I wreftle for my credit, and he t hat 
eſcapes me without ſome broken limb, ſhall acquit 
him well. Your brother is but young and tender, and 
for your love I would be loth to foil him, as I muſt 
for mine own honour if he come in; therefore out 
of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you 
withal, that either you might ſtay him from his in- 
rendment, or brook ſuch diſgrace well as he ſhall 
run into, in that it is a thing of his own ſearch, and 
altogether againſt my will. PER | 

Oli. Charles, T thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou ſbalr find I will moſt kindly requite. IJ had my 
{elf notice of my brother's purpoſe herein, and have 
by under=hand means labour'd to diſſuade him from 
it; but he is reſolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the 
ſtubborneſt young fellow of France; full of ambition, 


an enyious.emulator of every man's good parts, a ſe- 
| | cret 
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cret and villainous contriver againſt me his natural 
brother: therefore uſe thy diſcretion; I had as lief 
thou didſt break his neck as his finger. And thou 
wert beſt look to't ; for if thou doſt him any ſlight 
diſgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himſelf on 
thee, he will practiſe againſt thee by poiſon, entrap 
thee by ſome treacherous device; and never leave 
thee till he hath ta'en thy life by ſome indirect means 
or other: for I afſure thee, (and almoſt with tears I 
ſpeak it) there is not one ſo young and fo villainous 
this day living. I ſpeak but brotherly of him; but 
ſhould T anatomize him to thee as he is, I muſt bluſh 


and weep, and thou muſt look pale and wonder. 


Cha. J am heartily glad I came hither to you: if 
he come to-morrow, Þ'll 7 8 him his payment; if 
ever he go alone again, I'll never wreſtle for prize 
more; and ſo God keep your worſhip. Exit, 

Oli. Fare wel, good Charles. Now will I ſtir this 
gameſter: I hope I ſhall ſee an end of him; for my 
ſoul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than 
he, Yet he's gentle, never ſchool'd, and yet learned, 
full of noble device, of all ſorts enchantingly beloved; 
and indeed ſo much in the heart of the world, and 
eſpecially of my own people, who beſt know him, that 
Famaltogether miſpriſed. But it ſhall not be ſo long; 
this wreſtler ſhall clear all: nothing remains, but that 
T kindle the boy thither, which now I'll go about. [Ex. 

| Enter Roſalind and Celia. | 

Cel, I pray thee, Roſalind, ſweet coz, be merry. 

Roſ. Dear Celia, J how more mirth than I am mi- 
ſtrefs of; and would you yet I were merrier; un- 
leſs you could teach me to forget a baniſh'd Father, 
you muſt not learn me how to remember any extra- 
ordinary pleaſure. 

Cel. Herein I ſee thou lov'ſt me not with the full 
weight that I love thee. If my unkle, thy baniſh'd 
father, had baniſhed thy unkle the Duke my father, 
ſo thou hadſt been ſtill with me, I could have taught 
my love to take thy farther for mine; ſo would ſt 
thou if the truth of thy love to me were ſo righte- 
ouſly temper'd, as mine is to thee. | 


8 „3 

Roſ. Well, T will forget the condition of my eſtate, 
to rejoyce in yours. | 

Cel. You know my father hath no child: but I, nor 
none is like to have, and truly when he dies thou 
ſhalt be his heir; for what he hath taken away from 
thy father perfo: ce, Iwill render thee again in affe- 
ction ; by mine honour I will, and when I break that 
oath; let me turn Monſter :. therefore, my ſweet 
Roſe, my dear Roſe, be merry. 

Roſe. From henceforth I will, coz, and deviſe ſports: 
let me ſee, what think you of falling in love? 

Cel. Marry, I prythee do, to make fport withal; 
but love no man in good earneſt, nor no further in 
ſport neither, than with ſafery of a pure bluſh thou 
may'ſt in honour come off again. | 

Roſ. What thall be the ſport then? 

Cel. Let us ſit and mock the good houſewife for- 
tune from her wheel, that her gifts may hence forth 
be beſtowed equally. 

Roſ. I would we could do fo ; for her benefits are 
mightily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind woman 
doth moſt miſtake in her gifts ro women. 

Cel. Tis true, for thoſe that ſhe makes fair, ſhe 
ſcarce makes honeſt; and thoſe that ſhe makes ho- 
neſt, ſhe makes very ill favoured. 

Roſ. Nay, now thou goeſt from fortune's office to 
niture's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in 
the lineaments of nature. 

Enter Clown, 


Cel. No; when nature hath made a fair creature, 


may ſhe not by fortune fall into the fire? though na- 
ture hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not 
fortune ſent in this fool to cut off this argument? 

Roſ. Indeed, there is fortune too bard for nature, 
when fortune makes nature's natural the cutter off 
of nature's wit. 

Cæl. Peradventure this is not fortune's work neither, 
but nature's ; who perceiving our natural wits too 
dull to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes, hath ſent this natu- 
ral for our whetſtone ; for always the dulneſs of the 
fool, is the whetſtone of the wits. How now, whi- 
ther wander you ? 
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Cho. Miſtreſs, you muſt come away to your father. 
Cel. Were you made the meſſenger ? 

Clo. No by mine honour, but I was bid to come 
for you, © - | | 

Ro Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

Clo. Of a certain Knight, that ſwore by his honour 
they were good pancakes, and ſwore by his honour 
the muſtard was naught 3 now Il ſtand to ir, the 
pancakes were naught, and the muſtard was good, 
and yet was not the Knight forſworn. 

Cel. How prove you that in the great heap of your 
knowledge ? | | 

Roſ. Ay marry, now unmuzzle your wiſdom. 

Ch, Stand you both forth now; ſtroke your chins. 
and ſwear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Clo. By my knavery, if I had-it, then I were ; but 
if you ſwear by that that is not, you are not for- 
ſworn, no more was this knight ſwearing by his ho- 
nour, for he never had any; or if he had, he had 
{worn it away, before ever he ſaw thoſe pancakes or 
that muſtard. | 

Cel. Pr'ythee, who is that thou mean'lt ? 

Clo. One that old Frederick your father loves. 

Roſ. My father's love is enough to honour him e- 
nongh ; ſpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt for 
taxation one of theſe days. | | 

Clo. The more pity that fools may not ſpeak wiſe- 
ly what wiſe men do fooliſhly. : 

Cel: By my troth thou ſay ' ſt true; for ſince the lit- 
tle wit that fools have was ſilenc'd, the little foolery 
that wiſe men have makes a great ſhew : here comes 
Monſieur Le. Beu. 

Enter Le Bev. . 

Roſ. With his mouth fall of news. 

cel. Which he will put on-us, as pidgeons feed their 
young, | 

Roſ. Then ſhall we be n-ws-cram'd. | | 

Cel. All the better, we ſhall be the more market- 
able. Bonjour, Manſicur le Beu, what news; 

Le Ben. Fair Princeſs, you have loſt much ſport. 
Cel. Sport; of what colour? 

N | 8 Le Bes. 
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Le Beu. What colour, madam? how ſhall Tanſwer 
ou? | ER 
* Roſ. As wit and fortune will. 
Glo. Or as the deſtinies decree. 
Cel. Well ſaid, that was laid on with'a trowel. 
Clo. Nay, if I keep not my rank | 
Roſ. Thou loſeſt thy old ſmell, | 


Le Beu. You amaze me, ladies: I would have told 
you of good wreſtling, which you have loſt the ſight of. 


Reſ. Yet tell us the manner of the wreſtling. 


Le Beu. I will tell you the beginning, and if it 
pleats your ladyſhips, you may ſee the end, for the 
eſt is yet to do; and here where you are, they are 


coming to perform it. : 
Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 


Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beu. Three 
growth and preſence. 
"Ref... With bills on their necks: Be it known. unto 
all men by theſe preſents. | | 


Le Beu. There whe an old man and his three ſons. 
e p 


Le Beu. The eldeſt of the three wreſtled with Charle. 


the Duke's wreſtler, which Charles in a moment 
threw, him, broke three of his ribs, that there is 
little hope of life in him; ſo he ſerv'd the ſecond, 


and ſo the third: yonder they lye, the poor old man 
their father making ſuch pitiful dole over them, that 


all' the beholders take his part with weeping. 
Roſ. Alas! | t : 


Clo. But what is the ſport, Monſieur, that the ladies 


have loſt. | 
Le Beu. Why this that I ſpeak of. 


Clo. Thus men grow. wiſer every day. It is the 
firſt time that ever J heard breaking of ribs was f. port 


for ladies. | 
Cel. Or I, I promiſe the. 
Roſ. But is there any, elſe longs to ſee this broken 


miſick in his ſides; is there yet another doats upon 


rib-breaking ? ſhall we ſee this wreſtling, couſin ? 
Le Beu. You muſt if you ſtay here, for here is the 
place appointed for the wreſtling ; and they are 


ready to perform it. N 
- Cel. 


roper young men, of excellent 
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. Clo. Vonder ſure they are coming: let us now ſtay 
and ſee it. | - 1 ny | | 
Hlouriſh. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando. 
| Charles, and Attendants. - 

Duke. Come on, ſince the youth will not be entrea- 
ted; his own peril on his forwardneſs. 

Rof. Is yonder the man ? 

Le Beu. Even he, Madam. 

Col. Alas! he is too young; yet he looks ſucceſsfully 

Duke. How now, daughter and couſin; are you 
crept hither to ſee the wreſtling ? | 

Roſ. Ay, my liege, ſo pleaſe you give us leave. 

Dake. You will take little delight in it, I can tell 
you, there is ſuch odds in the man: in pity of the 
challenger's youth, I would feign diſſuade him, but 
he will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies, ſee 
if you can move him. „ 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monſieur Le Bea. 

Duke. Do ſo; TIl not be by. 

Le Bes. Monſieur the challenger, the Princeſs calls 
for you | 

Orla. T attend her with all reſpe& and duty. 

Roſ. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the 
wreſtler ? | 

Orla. No, fair Princeſs ; he is the general challeng- 
er: I come but as other do, to try with him the 
ſtrength of my youth, | 21 

Cel. Young gentleman, your Spirits are too bold 
for your Years : you have ſeen cruel proof of this 
man's ſtrength. If you ſaw yourſelf with yaur own - 
eyes, or knew your ſelf with your Jadgment, the 
fear of your adventure would counſel you to a more 
equal enterpriſe. We pray you for your own ſake 
to embrace your own ſafety, and give over this at- 
tempt. 

Roſ Do, young Sir, your Reputation ſhall nat there- 
fore be miſpriſed ; we will make it our ſuirt:to the 
duke, that the wreſtling might not go forward. 
Orla. I be ſeech you puniſh me not with your hard 
thoughts, wherein I confeſs me much guilty to deny 
ſo fair and excellent ladies any thing. Bur let your 
fair eyes and gentlo wiſhes go with me to my tryal; 
| | | A6 1 Wherein 


12 „ 
wherein if I be foil'd there is but one ſham'd that 
was never gracious; if kill'd, but one dead that is 
willing to be ſo: I fhall do my friends no wrong, 
for I have none to lament me; the world no. injury, 
for in it I have nothing; only in the world I. fill up 
a place, which may be oetter ſupply'd' when I have 
made it empty. _ | 

Rof. The little ſtrength that I have, I would it 
were with you. | | * 

Cel. And mine to eek out hers. 

Roſ. Fa re you well; pray heav'n I be deceiv'd in you. 

Cel. Vour hearts deſire be with you. . 

Chs. Come, where is this young gallant, that isſ o 
defirous to lie with his mother, earth? 8 

Orla. Ready, Sir, but his will hath in it a more 
modeſt working. e 5 

Date. You ſhall try but one fall, 24 

Cha. No, I warrant your grace you ſhall not en- 
treat him to a ſecond, that have ſo mightily peaſua- 
ded him from a firſt. e 
Orla. You mean to mock me after: you ſhould not 
have mock't before; but come your ways. | 

Roſ. Now Hercules be thy ſpeed, young man- 

Cel. I wouldI were inviſible, to catch the ſtrong 
fellow by the leg. [they wreſtle, 
Rof. OY excellent young man! A 
Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 


who ſhould down. 9 bout. 
Duke. No more, no more. [Charles is r. mn. 
Orla. Yes, I beſeech your Grace; I am not yet 


well breathed, 
Dube. How doſt thou, Charles ? 

Te Ben. He cannot ſpeak, my lord. 

Due. Bear him away. What is thy name, young 

man? | | 1 ; 

Orla. Orlando, my liege, the youngeſt Ton of Sir 

Rowland de Boys. 5 | 3 | | 
Dyke. T would thou hadſt been ſon to ſome man ele; 

The world eſteem'd thy father honourable, | 

Bat I did find him ſtill mine enemy: 

Thou ſhouldſt have better pleas'd me with this deed, 


Hadſt thou deſcended from another houſe- 


* 


But: 


5 


ir 
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we. 


I would thou hadſt told me of another father. 


And 
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But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 


| 30, | [Exit Duke, 

Cel. Were I my- father, coz, would Ido this? 

Orla. J am more proud to be Sir Rowland's Son, 
His youngeſt ſon, and would not change that calling. 
To be adopted heir to Irederick. 

Roſ. My father lov'd Sir Rowland as his Soul, 
all the world was of my father's mind : 
Had I before known this young man his ſon; 
I ould have given him tears unto entreaties, 
E're he ſhould thus have yentured: i 

Cel. Gentle couſin, © 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him; 

My father's rough and envious diſpoſition 

Sticks me at heat. Sir, you have well deſerved :- 
If you do keep your promiſes in love, 

But juſtly as you have exceeded all in promiſe, 
Your miſtreſs ſhall be happy. 

Roſ. Gentleman, 3 
Wear this for me, one out of ſuits with fortune, 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks means. 
Shall we go, coz ?: | | 

Gel. Ay, fare you well, fair gentleman. 

Orla. Can I not ſay, I thank you? my better parts 

Are all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up 
Is but a quintine, a meer lifeleſs block. 
Roſ. He calls us back: my pride fell with my for- 
runes. 
I' ask him what he would: Did you call, Sir? 
Sir, you have wreſtled well, and overthroun 
More than your enemies. , 

Cel. Will you go, coz. = 
Roſ. Have with you: fare you well. 
T .'  [Exe, Roſ. and Cel. 
Orla. What - paſſion: hangs theſe weights upon my 
| Ot: S109 | 


tongue? a 
I cannot ſpeak to her; yet ſhe urg'd conference. 
N Euter Le Beu. f | 
O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown; 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker, maſters thee. 
Lg Beu. Good Sir, Ido in friendſhip a...” 


— Qs 


f 
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To leave this place, albeit you have deſery'd 
High commendation, true applauſe, and love; 
Vet ſuch is now the Duke's condition, 
That he miſconſtrues all that you have done, 
The duke is humourous; what he is indeed 
More ſuits you to conceive, than me to ſpeak of. 
Orla. I thank you, Sir; and pray you tell me this, 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke, 
That here was at the wreſtling ? | | 


Le Bev. Neither his daughter, if we judge by man- 


But yet indeed the ſhorter is his daughter; (ners; 
The other's daughter to the baniſh'd duke, 
And here detain'd by her uſurping uncle, 


To keep his daughter company, whoſe loves 


Are dearer than the natural bond of ſiſters, 
But I can tell you, that of late this duke 

Hath ta'en diſpleaſure *gainſt his gentle niece, . 
Grounded upon no other argument, | 
But that the people praiſe her for her virtues, 


- Andpity her for her good father's ſake; 


And on my life his malice*gainſt the lady 

Will ſuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well, 
Hereafter in a better world than this 8 
I ſhall deſire more love and knowledge of you. [Ex. 


Orla. I reſt much bounden to you: fare you well! 


Thus muſt I from the ſmoke into the ſmother; 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother: 
But heav'nly Roſalind; „ 
Re-enter Celia and Roſalind. 
not A 
Roſ. Not one to throw at a dog. 


Cel. Why couſin, who Roſalind ; Cupid have mercy 3 . 


Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt a- 
way upon cars, throw ſome of them at me: come, 
lame me with-reaſons. 
Roſ. Then there were two couſins laid up; when the 
one ſhould be lam'd with reaſons, and the other mad 


— 


without an. 1 | 
Cel. But is all this for your father? 


| Roſ. No, ſome of it is for my father's child. Oh + 


how fall of briars is this working-day-world! 


Gel. They are but burs, couſin, thrown upon thee. 
82 in 
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in holiday foolery.; if we walk not in the trodden 
path, our vety petticoats will catch them. 

Roſ. I could ſhake them off my coat; theſe burs are 
in my heart. | 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Roſ. T would try, if I could cry hem, and have him. 

Cel. Come, come, wreſtle with thy affections. 

— 21 they take the part of a better wreſtler than 
„%%% 552 11 

621. O, a good wiſh upon you: you will try in time 
in deſpight of a fall; but turning theſe jeſts out of 
ſervice, let us talk in good earneſt: is it poſſible on 
ſuch a ſudden you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong a liking 
with old Sir Rowland's youngeſt ſon?? 

Roſ. The duke my father loy'd his father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore enſue that you ſhould jove 
his ſon: dearly ?- by this kind of chaſe I ſhould hate 
him, for my father hated his father dearly ? yet 1 
hate not Orlando. | ; : 

Roſ. No faith, hate him not for my ſake. 

Cel. Why ſhould I not? doth he not deſerye well? 

Enter Duke with» Lords. | 

Roſ. Let me love him for that; and do you love 
him becauſe Ido. Look, here comes the Duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 

Dyke. Miſtreſs, diſpatch you with your ſafeſt haſte: - 
And get you from our court. : 

Roſ. Me, uncle! 

Duke. You, couſin. 

Within theſe ten days if thou be*ſt found 
So near our publick court as twenty miles, 
Thou dieſt for it. | 

Roſ. I do beſeech your grace 
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me: 
If with my ſelf T hold intelligence, | 
Or have acquaintance with my own deſires, 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 
As J do cruſt J am not, then dear uncle, 
Never ſo much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your highneſs. 

Duke Thus do all Traitors. 

IE their purgation did conſiſt in words, YM 
| „„ They I 
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They are as innocent as grace it ſelf: 
Let it ſuffice thee that I truſt thee not. 

Rof. Yet your miſtruſt: cannot make me a-traitor:; 

Tell me wherein the likelihood depends.. | 
Duke. Thou art thy father's daughter; there's enough, 

Roſ. So was I when your higneſs took his dukedom, 
So was: Ewhen your highneſs baniſh'd him; 
Treaſon ĩs not inherited, my lord 
Or if we did derive it from our friends, 

What's that to me? myfather was no traitor 2 
Then good my liege, miſtake me not ſo much, 
To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear 3 hear me ſpeak. 

Duke. Ay Celia, we but ſtaid her for your ſake, 
Elfe had ſhe with her father ranged along. 

Col. I did not then intreat to have her ſtay ; 

It was your pleaſure, and your own remorſe ;. 

I was too young that time to value her, 

But now I know her ; if ſhe be a traitor, 

Why ſo am I; we ſtill have ſlept together, 
Roſe at an inftant, learn'd, play d, eat together, 
And whereſoever we went, like Juno's ſwans, 
Stilt we went coupled and inſeparable. | 

Duke. She is too ſubtle for thee, and;her ſmoothneſs, 
Her very ſilence and her patience, . 
Speak to the people, and they pity her: 

Thou art a fool, the robs thee of thy name, 

And thou wilt thew more bright, and ſeem more vir- 
tuous | | 

When ſhe is gone ; then open not thy lips : 

Firm and irrevocable is my doom, 

Which I have paſt upon her; ſhe is-baniſh'd. 

Cel. Pronounce that ſentence then on me, my liege, 
I cannot live out of her company. 

Duke. You are a fool; you niece provide yourſelf; 
If you out-ſtay the time, upon mine honour, 
And in the greatneſs of my word, you die, 

| | [ Ex. Duke, c. 

Cel. O my poor Roſalind, where wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine: 
Icharge thee be not thou more griey'd than I am. 

Roſ. I haye more cauſe. 


Cel. 
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Cel. Thou haſt nor, couſin, . | 
Pr'thee be cheerful; know'ſt thou not the Duke 
Has baniſh'd me his Daughter? 
Roſ. That he hath not, | 
Cel. No? hath not? Roſalind lacks then the love, 
Which teacheth thee that thou and J am one: 
Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we part, ſweet girl? 
No, let my father ſeek another heir. 
Therefore deviſe with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with. us, 
And do not ſeek to take your charge upon you, 
To bear your griefs your ſelf, and leave me out: 
For by this heav'n, now at our ſorrows pale, 
Say what thou canſt, Tl go along with thee, 
Roſ. Why, whither ſhall we go? | 
Cel. Te ſeek my uncle in the foreſt of Arden. 
Roſ. Alas! what danger will it be to us, 
Maids as we are, to travel forth ſo far ! 
Beauty provoketh thieves ſooner than gold. 
Cel. I'll put my ſelf in poor and mean attire, 
And with a kind of umber ſmuch my face ; 
The like do you, ſo fhall we paſs along, 
And never ſtir aſſailants. | 
© Rof. Were't not better, 
Becauſe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did ſuit me all points like a man; 
A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, 
A boar-ſpear in my hand; and (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will) 
We'll have a ſwaſhing and a'marble outfide, 
As many other mannjith cowards have, 
That do our-face it with their ſemblances. 
Cel. What ſhall I call thee when tho art a man ?. 
Roſ. I II have no worſe a name than qove's own page, 
And therefore look ye ll me Ganimed; 
But what will you be call'd? 
Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ſtate: 
No longer Celia, but Aliena. 1 
Roſ. But couſin, what if we aſſaid to ſteal 
The clowniſh fool out of your father's court; 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel? 
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Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me, 


Leave me alone to woe him; let's away, 

And get our Jewels and our wealth together; 
Deviſe the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 

To hide us from purſuit that willbe made 
After my flight: now go we in content 


To liberty, and not to baniſnment. ¶Zreunt. 
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5 A Foreſt. 


Enter Duke ſenior, Amiens, and two or three Lords 
like Foreſters, 


Duke ſenior. 


N O W my co-mates, and brothers in exile, 

- X © Hath not old cuſtom made this life more 

© Than that of painted pomp.? are not theſe woods 

More free from peril than the envious court? 

© Here feel we not the penalty of 47am, 

The ſeaſon's difference, as the icie-phang, 

And churliſh chiding of the winter's wind, 

Which when it- bites and blows upon my body, 

Even till J ſhrink with cold, I ſmile, and ſay, 

© This isno flattery : theſe are counſellors 

That feelingly. perſuade me what I am. 

© Sweet are the uſes of adverſity, 

Which like the toad, ugly and venemous, 

© Wears yet a precious jewel in his head : 

And this our life exempt from publick haunt, 

© Finds tongues in trees, books in the running 
© brooks, on | 


* Sermons in ſtones, and good in every thing. 
: Ami. 
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Ani. T would not change it: happy is your Grace, 
That can tranſlate the ſtubbornneſs of fortune 
Into ſo quiet and fo ſweet: a ſtyle. | 91 

Duke Sen. Come, ſhall we go and kill us veniſon ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, _ 
Being native burghers of this deſart city, 
Should, in their own confines, with forked. heads. 
Have their round haunches goar'd. | 

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that, 
And in that kind ſwears you do more uſurp _ 
Than d>th your brother that hath baniſh'd you: 
To day my lord of Amiens and my ſelf 
Did ſteal behind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whoſe antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood, 
To the which place a poor ſequeltred ſtag, 
That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languiſn; and indeed, my lord, 
The wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch groans, 
That their diſcharge did ſtretch his leathern coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent noſe 
In piteous chaſe ; and thus the hairy fool, / 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on the extremeſt verge of the ſwift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke Sen. But what ſaid Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this ſpectacle? 

1 Lord. O yes, into a thouſand miles. 
Firſt, for his weeping in the needleſs ſtream ; 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'ſt a teſtament 
As wordlings, giving the ſum of more 
To that which had roo much. Then being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends; 
'Tis right, quoth he, thus miſery. doth part 
The flux of company : anon a careleſs herd, 
Full of the Nga jumps along by him, 
And never ſtays to greet him: ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greazy citizens, 
Tis juſt the faſhion ; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 


Thus 
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Thus moſt invectivel) he pierceth through 


The body of the country, city, court, 


Yea and of this our life, ſwearing that we 
Are mere uſurpers, tyrants, and what's worſe, 
To fright. the animals, and to kill them up 
In their aſſign'd and native dwelling-place. 

Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this contem- 

plation ? | | 

2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting 
Upon the ſobbing deer. 

Deke Sen. Show me the place; 
J love to cope him in theſe ſullen fits, 
For then he's full of matter. 

2 Lord. I'll bring you to him ſtrait. [Exeunt. 

Ihe Palace again. 
. Euter Duke Frederick with Lords. 

Duke. Can it be poſſible that no man ſaw them? 
It cannot be; ſome villains of my court 
Are of conſent and ſufferance in this. | 

I Lord. I cannot hear of any that did ſee her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early 
They found the bed untreaſur'd of their miſtreſs. 


2 Lord. My lord, the royniſh clown, at whom ſo oft 


Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alſo mifling : 
Hiſperi a, the princeſs gentlewoman, 
Confeſſes, that ſhe ſecretly o'erheard 
Your daughter and her couſin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wreſtler 
That did but lately foil the ſinewy Charles; 
And ſhe believes, wherever they are gone, 
That youth is ſurely in their company. op? 
Duke. Send to his brother, fetch that gallant hither ; 
If ke be abſent, bring his brother to me, 
I'll make him find him; do this ſuddenly, 
And let not ſearch and inquiſition quail 
To bring again thoſe fooliſh runaways. [Exevnt. 
_ Oliver's Houſe. 
Ente, Orlando and Adam. 
Orla. Who's there ? 


Adam. What my young maſter ? oh, my gentle 


maſter, Oh, 


55252820 


8 2580808 


22 


„ 


As you Like it. 


Oh my ſweet maſter, O you memory 


21 


Of old Sir Rowland why what make you here? 
Why are you virtuous ? why do people love you ? 
3 are you gentle, ſtrong and valiant? 


Why would you be ſo fond to overcome 
The bonny priſe r of the humorous Duke ? 


Your praiſe is come too {ſwiftly home before you. 


Know you not, maſter, to ſome kind of men 
Their graces ſerve them but as enemies? 


No more do yours; your virtues, gentle maſter, 


Are ſanctified and holy traitors to you. 
Oh what a world 1s ch 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 
Orla. Why, what's the matter ? 
Adam. O unhappy youth, 
Come not within cheſe 
The enemy of all your graces lives ; | 


is, when what is comely 


doors ; within this roof 


< 


Your brother----(no ; no brother, yet the ſon, 


Yet not the ſon, I will not call him ſon, 
Of him I was about to call his father,) 


Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he means 


To burn the lodging where you uſe to lie, 
And you within it ; if he fail of that, 

He will have other means to cut you off : 
I overheard him, and his practices: 


This is no place, this houſe is but a butchery 3 


Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 


Orla. Why, whither Adam wouldſt thou have me go 
Adam. No matter whither, ſo you come not here. 
Orla. What, wouldſt thou have me go and beg my 


» 


food, 


Or with a baſe and boiſterous ſword enforce 


A thieviſh living on the common road ? 
This J muſt do, or know not what to do: 
Yet this T will not do, do how I can; 

I rather will ſubje& me to the malice 

Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 


Alam. But do not ſo; I have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifry hire I ſav'd under your farther, 


© Which I did flore, to be my foſter nurſe 


© When ſervice thould in my old limbs lie lame, 


© And uaregarded age in corners thrown 3 


© Take 
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Take that, and he that doth the ravens feed, 
© Yea providently caters for the ſparrow, 
Be comfort to my age: here is the gold, 
All this I give you, let me be your ſervant; 
Tho 1 look old, yet I am ſtrong and luſty, 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood, 
Nor did I with unbaihful forehead woo 
The means of weakneſs and debility: 
Therefore my age is as a luſty winter, 
« Froſty, but kindly ; let me go with you, 
I'll do the ſervice of a younger man 
In all your buſineſs and neceffitiles.  _ 
Orla. Oh, good old man, how well in thee appears 
The conſtant ſervice of the antique world; | 
When fervice ſweat for duty, not for meede ! 
Thou art not for the faſhion of theſe times, 
Where none will ſwear, but for promotion, 
And having that, do choak their ſervice up 
Even with the having; it is not ſo with thee: 
But poor old Man, thou prun'ſt a rotten tree, 
That cannot ſo much as a bloſſom yield, 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry ; 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together, 
And ere we have thy youthful wages ſpent, 
We'll light upon fome ſettled low content. 
Adam. Maſter go on, and Iwill follow thee 
To the laſt gaſp with truth and loyalty. 
From ſeventeen years till now almoſt fourſcore, 
Here liy'd I, but now live here no more. | 
At ſeventeen years many their fortunes ſeek, 
But at fourfcore, it is too late a week; 
Vet fortune cannot recompence me better 
Than to die well, and not my maſter's debtor. 
: The Foreft, _ [Exennt, 
Enter Roſalind in Boys Cloaths for Ganimed, Celia are/ 
like = Shepherdeſs for Aliena, and Clown, 
Roſ. O Jupiter, how merry are my ſpirits? 
Clo. care not for my ſpirits, if my legs were not 
wear y. | 
Roſ. J could find in my heart to diſgrace my man's 
apparel, and cry like a woman; but I muſt comfort 
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the weaker veſſel, as doublet and hoſe ought to ſhow 
it ſelf courageous to petticoat ; therefore courage, 
good Aliena. | 11 = 
Cel. I pray you bear with me, I can go no farther. 
Clo, For my part, I had rather bear with you than 


bear you; yet I ſhould bear no croſs if I did bear 


you, for I think you have no money in your purſe. 
Roſ. Well, this is the foreſt of Hen. | 
Clo. Ay, now Tam in Arden, the more fool I, when 
I was at home, I was in a better place; but travellers 


muſt be content. 
Roſ. Ay, be ſo, good Pachſfone; look you who 
comes here, a young man and an old in ſolemn talk. 
Enter Corin and Silvius. 30 
Cor. That is the way to make her ſcorn you ſtill. 
Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'ſt how I do love her! 
Cor. I partly gueſs, for I have lov'd ere now . 
Sil. No Corin, being old, thou can'ſt not gueſs, 
Tho' in thy youth thou waſt as true a Lover, 
As ever ſigh'd u pon a midnight Pillow ; 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, 
(As ſure I think did never man love fo) 
How many actions moſt ridiculous. | 
Haſt thou been drawn to by thy fantaſy ? 
Cor. Into a thouſand that I have forgotten. 
Sil. O thou didſt then ne'er love ſo heartily s 
If thou remember'ſt not the {lighteſt folly, 
That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd ; Pe] | 
Or if thou baſt not ſate as Idonow, @_ 
* Wearying the hearer in thy miſtreſs praiſe, 
* Thou haſt not loy'd. | N 
Or if thou haſt not broke from Company 
Abruptly, as my paſſion now makes me, 
Thuner 2; 5c 5 555, 
O Phebe, Phebe, Pele, f 
Roſ: Alas poor ſhepherd ! ſearching of thy wound, 
I have by hard adventure found my own. N 
Clo. And J mine; 1 remember when I was in love, 
I broke my {word upon a ſtone, and bid him rake 
that for coming a night to Jane Smile and I remember 
the kifling of her batlet, and the cow's dugs that her 


pretty 
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pretty chopt hands had milk'd ; and I remember the 
wooing of a peaſcod inftead of her, from whom I took 
two cods, and giving her them again,' ſaid with 
weeping rears, wear theſe for my ſake. We that are 
true lovers run into ſtrange capers ; but all is mortal 
in nature, ſo is all nature in love, mortal in folly. 
Roſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt wiſer than thou art ware of. 
Clo. Nay I ſhall ne'er be ware of mine own wit, 
till I break my ſhins againſt it. MES 
©: Roſe Fove ! -Jove ! this ſhepherd's paſſion is much 


upon my faſhion. SEE | 
Quo. And mine, but it grows ſomething ſtale with 
Cel. T pray you, one of you queſtion yond ma 
If he for gold will give us aby food, ? 8 
I faint almoſt to deatn. 
Clo. Holla; you clown. 
Rof. Peace fool, he is not thy kinſman. 
Cor. Who calls? ©: 5 7 + | 
Clo. Your betters, Sir. | 
Cor. Elſe they are very wretched. 
Roſ. Peace I ſay; good even to you, friend: 
Cor. And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all. 
Ro / I pr'ythee, ſhepherd, if that love or gold 


Can in this deſart place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may reſt ourſelves, and feed; 
Here's a young maid with travel much oppreſs' d, 


And faints for ſuccour. 

-. Far Ser, 4 piry her 3. EEE 
And wiſh, for her ſake more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her; 


But I am ſhepherd to another man 


And do not ſheer the fleeces that I graze 3 
My maſter is of chur liſh diſpoſition, | 
And little wreaks to find the way. to hea'en, 


By doing deeds of hoſpitality : 


Beſides, his Coat, his flocks, and bounds of feed 
Are now on ſale, and at our Sheep-cote now, 
By reaſon of his abſence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on; but what is, come ſee, 
And in my voice moſt welcome ſhall you be. 
Roſ. What is he that ſhall buy his flock and paſture? 
; 2p Cor, 
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ir. That young ſwain that you ſaw here but ere 


eee ee e ee e 
That little cares for buying any thing. 
RKoſ. Tpray thee, if it ſtand with honeſty, 
Buy thoti the Cottage, paſture, and the floc k, 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 
Col. And we will mend thy wages. 
T like this place, and willingly could waſte 
My time in it. . | 1 Ws. BL 

Cor. Aſſured ly the thing is to be ſold; 

Co with me; if you like upon oc . 
Thie ſoil, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be, * 
And buy it with your gold right ſuddenly. [ Excuns. 


_ 


Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others. 
| S ON G. 
Under the green wood tree, : 
Hho loves to he with me, 
And tune his merry note, 

' Vito the ſweet bird's thront; 
Come hither, come hither, come hithev: 
Here fball he ſee | 

No enemy, 


But winter and rough weather. 


r 


Jag. More, more, I pr'ythee, more. 
Ami. It will make you melancholy, Mon. cur Jaques. 
Faq. I thank it; more, I pr'ythee, more ; I can 
ſuck melancholy out of a ſorig, as a weazel ſucks 
eggs : more, I pr'ythee, more. 2 c 
Ami. My voice is rugged, T know I cannot pleaſe 
vou. | TO ror 
Jg. I do not defire you to pleaſe me, 1 do deſire 
you to ſing; come, come, another ſtanzo: call you 
Go. COT rr is 
Ami. What you will. Monſieur Jas. 
Jag. Nay, I care not for their names, tliey owe 
me nothing. Will you fing ? _ I 
Ami, More at your requeſt, than to pleaſe my ſelf. 
05 Jag. Well chen, if ever I thank any man, I'II 
ak B thank 


507 


= 
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F 
thank you; but that they call compliment is like the 
encounter of two dog-apes. And when a man thanks 
me heartily, methinks I have given him a penny, and 
he renders me the beggarly thanks. Come ſing, and 
you that will not, hold your tongues— 
Ami. Well, I'Il end the ſong, Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will dine under this tree; he hath been all 
this day to look you. | | 3 FAS | 
Jag. And I bave been all this day to avoid him, 
He is too diſputable for my company: I think of as 
many matters as he, but I give heav'n thanks, and 
make no boaſt of them. Come, warble, come. 


SONG. 


Who doth ambition ſhun, 
And loves to bye i th ſun, 
Seeking the food be eats,  _ 
And pleas'd with what he gets; 
Come hither, come bither, come hither ; 
Here ſball he ſee 5 
No enemy, . 
But winter and rough weather, 
Jag. I'll give you a verſe to this note, that I made 
yeſterday in deſpight of my invention. 
Ani. And T1 ſing it. 
729. Thus it goes. 


Ie die come to paſt, 
8 Wat any man turn aſ7 5. 
Leaving his wealth and eaſe, 
A A ſtubboyn will topleaſe, 
SEE 3% 5 Lv * 4 j 7 
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame, ducdame; 
111 .;.; x 


r if he will come to me. 
Ani. What's that duedame ?: 
Jag. Ts a Greek invocation to call ſuch fools into 
a circle. III go ſleep if I can; if I cannot, T'll rail 
againſt all the firſt-born of ERM Hf. 
Ani. And I'll go ſeek the Duke: his banquet is 


-prepar'd. [Exeunt. 
ha | Enter. 
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Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Adam. Dear maſter, I can go no further; O I die 


for food! here lye I down, and meaſure out my 


grave, Farewel, kind maſter. 


Orla. Why how now, Adam! no greater heart in 
thee ? live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy ſelf a 
little. If this uncouth foreſt yield any thing ſavage, I 
will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee: 


thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. For my 


ſake be comfortable, hold death a while at the arm's 
end: I will be here with thee preſently, and if I bring 


_ thee not ſomething to eat, III give thee leave to die. 


But if thou dieſt before I come, thou art a mocker 
of my labour. Well ſaid, thou look'ſt cheerly. And 
TI'11 be with thee quickly; yet thou lieſt in the bleak 
air, Come, I will bear thee to ſome ſhelter, and thou 
ſhalt not die for lack of a dinner, if there live any 
thing in this deſart. Cheerly, good Adam. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Duke Sen, and Lords. [A table ſet out. 
Duke Sen. I think he is transformed into a beaſt, 
For I can no were find him like a man. 
I Lord My Lord, he is but even now gone hence, 
Here was he merry, hearing of a ſong. 
Duke Sex. If he, compact of jars, grow muſical, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the ſpheres : 
Go ſeek him, tell him I would ſpeak with him. 
Enter Jaques. | 
1 Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach. 
Duke Sen. Why how now, Monſieur, what a life is 
AS Bin 1 
That your poor friends muſt woo your company? 
What, you look merrily. 


| aq. A fool, a fool ; I met a fool th foreſt, 


A motley fool ; a miſerable world ! 
As I do live by food I met a fool, | 
Who laid him down and bask'd him in the ſun, 
And railed on lady fortune in good terms, 
In good ſet terms, and yet a motley fool. 
Good morrow, fool, quoth 1: No, Sir, quoth he, 
Call me not fool, till heaven hath ſent me fortune; 
* And then he drew a dial from his poak, 
And looking on it with lack-luſtre eye, 

| | B 2 Sar 
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* Says, very wiſely, it is ten a clock: 
„Thus may we uſee, quoth he, how the world wags: 
Tis but an hour ago fince it vas nine, | 
And after an hour more *twill be eleven, 
And ſo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
And then from hour to honr we rot and ror, 
And thereby hangs a tale. When J did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 

That fools ſhould be fo deep contemplarive -: 

And I did laugh ſans intermiſſion, 2 

An hour by his dial. O noble fool, 

A worthy fool! motley's the only wear. 

Duke Sen. What fool is this? | 
Jag. O worthy fool? one that hath been a courtier, 
And ſays, if ladies be but young and fair. | 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
Which is as-dry as the remainder bisket 
After a voyage, he hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With obſeryation, the which he vents 
In mangled form. O that I were a fool? 

Jam ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke Sen. Thou ſhalt have one. 

Jag. It is my only ſuit. | | 
Provided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them, 

That T am wiſe. T muſt have liberty 
Withal, as large a charter as the wind, - 
To blow on whom I pleaſe, for ſo ſools have: 
And they that are moſt gaulded with my folly, 
They moſt muſt laugh and, vchy, Sir, muſt they ſo; 
The hy is plain, as way to pariſh church; 
He whom a. fool doth very wiſely hit, 
Dorh, very fooliſhly, although he ſmart, 
Seem ſenſeleſs of the bob. If not, 
The wiſe man's folly is anatomiz'd © _ 
Even by the ſquandring glances of a fool. 
Inveſt me in my motley, give me legve 
To ſpeak my mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanſe the foul body of th infected world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
Duke Sen. Fie on thee, I can tellwhat thou wouldſt _ 
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Jag. What for a counter, would I do but good? 
Duke Sen. Moſt miſchievons foul fin, in chiding fun : 
For thou thy ſelf haſt been a libertine, 
As ſenſual af the brutiſh ſting itſelf; 
And allth* emboſſed ſores and headed evils, . 
That thou with licenſe of free feet haſt caught, 
Wouldſt thou diſgorge into the general world. 
Jag. Why who cries out on pride, 2 
That can therein tax any private party? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the ſea, 
Till that the very very means do ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I ſay the city-woman bears 
The coſt of ptinces on unworthy ſhoulders ? 
Who can come in, and ſay that I mean her, 
When ſucha one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour ? 
Or what is he of baſeſt function, 
That ſays his bravery is not on my coſt, 
Thinking that J mean him, but therein ſuits 
His folly to the mettle of my ſpeech ? | 
There then, how then, what then, let me ſee wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him; if it do him right, 
'Fhen he hath wrong'd himſelf ;, if he be free, 
Why then my. taxing like a wild gooſe flies 
Unclam'd of any man. But who comes here? 
| Enter Orlando. 
Orla. Forbear, and eat no more. 
Jay. Why I have eat none yet. 
Orla. Nor ſhalt not, till neceſſity be ſerv'd. 
Jaq. Of what kind ſhould this cock come? 
Dake Sen. Art, thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy di- 
ſtreſs? | 8 5 
Or elſe a rude deſpifer of good manners, 
That in civility thou ſeem'ſt ſo empty? 

Orla. Youtouch'd my vein at firſt, the thorny point 
Of bare diſtreſs hath taken from me the thew : 
Of ſmooth civility ; yet am I in-land bred, 

And know ſome nurture : but forbear, I ſay : 
He dies that touches any of this fruit, 
Till I and my affairs are anſwered. 
Faq. If you will not £ 
Be anſwered with reaſon, I muſt die. 
B..z ES Dike 


Joc. As you Like it. 


Duke Sen. What would you have? your gentleneſs 


ſhall force, z 
More than your force move us to gentleneſs. 
Orla. J almoft die for food, and let me have it. 
Dake = Sit down and feed, and welcome to our 
table. # 2 35 


* 


Orla. Speak you ſo gently pardon me I pray you 3, 


I thought that all things had been ſavage here, 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of ftern commandment. Bur whate'er you are 
That in this deſert is acceſſible, © 
Under the ſhade of melancholy boughs, 

* Loſe and negle& the creeping hours of time; 

If ever you have look'd on better day 

* If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church; 


If ever ſat at any good man's feaſt; 

If ever from your eyelid wip'd a tear, 

- And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ; 
Ler gentleneſs my ſtrong enforcement be, 

In the which hope 7 bluth and hide my ſword. 


Dube Sen. True is it that we have ſeen better days, 


And have with holy bell been knolFd to church, 
And ſat at good men's feaſts, and wip'd our eyes 
Of drops, that ſacred pity hath engender'd: 
And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs, 
And take upon command what help we have, 

Thar to your wanting may be miniſtred, -, 

Orla. Then but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 

Who after me hath many a weary ſtep 

Limp'd in pure love; *rill he be firſt ſuffic'd, 
preſs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, 

I willnot touch a bit. 

Duke Sen. Go find him out, | 
And we will nothing waſte 'till you return. 

Orla. T thank ye, and be bleſs'd for your good com- 


fort. , 


Duke Sen. Thou ſeeſt we are not all alone unhappy : 
This wide and univerſal theatre | 
| Preſents more woful pageants than the ſcene, 
Waerein, we play. 

| | Jag. 
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Oy is you Like 
Ja. All the world's a ſtage, 
And all the men and women meerly. players; 
They have their exits and their entrances, 
And one man in his time plays many parts * | 
His acts being ſeven ages. And firſt the infant, 
_ © Mewling and puking in the nurſe's arms: 


ft. 


And then, the whining ſchool-boy with his ſatchel, 


And ſhining morning-face, creeping. like ſnail 

* Unwillingly to ſchool. ' And then the lover, 

* Sighing like furnace, with a- woful ballad 
Made to his miſtreſs eye-brow. Then a ſoldier, 
Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
* Jealous in honour, ſudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 


* Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the juſtice 


In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd, 
With eyes ſevere, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wiſe ſaws and modern inſtances, 
And ſo he plays his part. The fixth age ſhifrs 
Into the lean and ſlipper'd panta loon, 
With ſpeQtacles on noſe, and pouch on ſide; 

* His youthful hoſe well fav'd, a world too wide 
For his fhrunk ſhank, and his big manly voice 
Turning again toward childiſh tremble pipes, 
And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt ſcene 650 all, 
* That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, 
Is ſecond childiſhneſs, and meer oblivion; 


Sans teeth, ſans eyes, ſans taſte, ſans every thing. 


Enter Orlando with Adam. 


Duke Sen. Welcome: ſet down. your venerable bur- 


then, 
And let him feed. | 

Orla. J thank you moſt for him. 
Adam. So had you need, 
I ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for my ſelf. 
As yet to queſtion you about your fortunes, 
Give us ſome muſick, and good couſin ſing. 


us: T iN. 
Blom, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thon art not ſo unkind, 
CS. — 834 


Due Sen. Welcome, fall too: I will not tręub le you, 


af 
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At man 5. ingratituge.; 
Thy Tooth is not fo keen, 
Becauſe A1 art nat ſeen. 
o' thy breath be rude. 
Heigh 1 ** heigh ho, unto the green ly ? 
2 tri bh is fei 28. ; mo loving meer RING: 
Den leigh ho, t 
Tais life js moſt GS 
Freeze, freeze, thou win thy, 
| That doſt not bite ſo nigh 
As venifits forget : 
Tho" theu. the waters warp, 
Thy fling is not ſo ſharp 
As friend e not. 
_ Heigh ho, ſing, &c. 


Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowlands 


fon, 
ou have whiſper, d faithfully you were, 

HE 6 as mine eye doth his effigies witneſs, 
Aae truly limn'd, and living in ig (6s 
Be truly welcome. hither. - I'm the 55 
That loy'd your father. The reſidue of LN forte 
Go to my 205 and tell me. Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome, as thy maſter is; 
Support him by the arm; give me yonr hand 
And let me all your fortunes underſtand. 


— 


ACT III. SCENE E 


The Palace. 


E Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. 
DUX E. 5 
O T ſee him ſince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be: 
But were I not the better part made mercy, 


J ſhould not ſeek an abſent Argument 
Of my reyenge (thou preſent : but look to it, 


Find: 
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Find out thy brother wherefoe'er he is, 
Seek him with candle; bring him dead of living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To ſeek a living in our territory. _ 
Thy lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize into our hands, 
Till thou canſt quit thee by thy brother's mouth, 
Of what we think "againſt thee. 

oli. Oh that your highneſs knew my heart in this: 
I never lov'd my brother in my life. 

Duke. More villain thou. Well, puſh him out of doors, 
And let my officers of ſuch a nature, 
Make an extent upon his houſe and lands: | 
Do this expediently, and turn him going. (Exeunt. 

Enter Orlando. | 

Orl.. Hang there my verſe, in witneſs of my love? 
And thou thrice crowned Queen of night ſurvey, 
With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſphere above. 
Thy huntreſs' name that my full life doth ſway. 

O Roſalind, theſe trees ſhall:be my books, 

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character, 
That every eye which in this foreſt looks, 

Shalſ ſee thy Virtue witneſs'd every where, 

Run, run, Orlando, carve on every tree, 
The fair, the chaſte, and unexpreſſive the. Exit. 
Enter Cor in and Clown. 8. 

Cor. And how like you this ſhepherd's life, Mr. 
Touchſtone ? 5 „ 

Clo. Fruly ſhepherd, in reſpect of it ſelf,” it-Is a 
good life; but in reſpect that it is a ſhepherd's liſe, 
it is naught. In reſpe& that it is ſolitary, I like it 
very well; but in refpect that ir is private, it is a very 
vile life. Now in reſpe& it is in the fields, it pleaſetn 
me well; but in reſpect it is no t in the court, it is te- 
dious. As it is a ſpare life, look you, it fits my hu- 
mour well; but as there is no more plenty in it, it 
goes much againſt my ſtomach. Haſt any philoſophy 
in thee, ſhepherd? =. 

Cor. No more, but that, I know e the more one 
ſickens, the worſe at eaſe he is: and that he that 
wants money, means, and content, is without three 

Bs le _ good - 


» 


* . 


J 
good friends. That the property of rain is to wet, 
and fire to burn, that good paſture makes fat ſheep, 


and 1hat a great cauſe of the Night is lack of the ſun : 


that he that has learned no wit by nature nor art, 


may complain of good breeding, or comes of a very 


dull kindred. 


Clo. Such a one is a natural philoſopher. Waſt 


ever in court, ſhepherd: ? 
Cor. No truly. | 
Clo. Then thou art damn'd. | 
Cor. Nay, I hope--- 5 
Cle. Truly thou art damn'd, like an ill- roaſted egg 
all one. ſide. e Lt EAST 2 tres 7 
Cor. For not being at court? your reaſon. | 
Clo. Why. if thou never waſt at court, thou never 
ſaw'ſt good manners ; if thou never ſaw'ſt good man- 
ners, then thy manners muſt he wicked. and wick- 
edneſs is ſin, and fin is damnation : thou art in a par- 
lous ſtate, ſhepherd. 1 175 


C/o. Not a whir, Touchſtone : thoſe that are of good 
manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the country, 
as the behaviour of the country is moſt mockable at 
the court. You told me, you ſalute not at the court, 
but you Kiſs your hands; that courteſy would be 


uncleanly, if courtiers were ſhepherds. 
Cle. Inſtance, briefly: come, inſtance, 


Cor. Why, we are ſtill handling our ewes, and their 


ſels, you know are greaſy. | 
Cloe, Why do not your courtiers hands ſweat ? and 


is not the greaſe. of mutton as. wholeſome as the 
Tweat of a. man? ſhallow, ſhallow ; a better in- 


ſtance, I ſay : come. 4 
Cor. Beſides our hands are hard. 
again: a ſounder inftance, come 
Cor. And they axe often tarr'd over with the ſur- 


geryof our ſheep ; and would yau have us kiſs tar? 


the coutier's hands are perfum'd with civet. 
Clo, Moſt ſhallow man: thou worms-meat, in re- 


pect of a good piece of fleſh indeed; learn of the 
wiſe and perpend: civet is of a baſer birth than tar; 


the very uncleanly flux of æ cat. Mind the inſtance, 
Hepherd: | = 


Clo, Your lips will feel them the ſoooer. Shallow: 


— 
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Coy. You have too courtly a wit for me; Ill reſt.” 
Cla, Wilt thou reſt damn'd? God help thee, ſhallow 
man; God make inciſion in thee, thou art raw. 
Cor. Sir, I am a ttue Jabourer, I earn that I eat: 
* get that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no 
man's happineſs ; glad of other men's good, content 
with my harm; and the greateſt of my pride is, to 
*'ſee my ewes graze, and my lambs ſuck. —- 
duo. That is another ſimple fin in you, to bring the 
_ ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get your | 
living by the copulation of ' cattle, to be a baud to a ſi 
bell-weather, and to betray a ſhe-lamb of a twelve- || 
mouth old to a crooked-pated old cuckoldly ram, our 
of all reaſonable match. If thou be'ſt not damn'd 
for this, the devil himſelf ſhall have no ſhepherds; I 
cannot fee elſe how thou ſhould'ſt 'ſcape. 
Cr. Here comes young Mr. Ganimed, my new mil-. 
_ gcefſes. brother. BT” 
Enter Roſalind with a Paper. 


Roſ. From the eaſt to the weſtern Inde, 
No jewel is like Roſaline. 
Her worth being mounted on the mind, 
Through all the world bears Roſalind. 
All the pictures faireſt lin'd, 
Are but black to Roſalind ; 
Let no face be kept in mind, 
But the face of Roſalind. . 


Cloe. I'll rhime you ſo eight years together; dinners 
and ſuppers, and ſleeping hours excepted : it is the 
right butter-women's rank to market. 

Roſ. Out fool. : 

o. For a taſte. . 


If a hart ds-lack a hind, 

Let him ſeek out Roſalind. 

Tf. the cat will after kind, 

So be ſure will Roſalind. 83 
Winter garments muſt be lind, 

So muſt flender Roſalind. | 

They that reap muſt ſheaf and bind, 

Tien to cart with Roſalind. 


Speeteſt 
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Sweeteſt * wut hath ſowref ri nd, 
4A nut is . 8 
He at ſweeteff roſt mi. = 
Muſt fr love 's prick, and Roſalind. | 


36; 


This is the very falſe gallop of verſes: why do you 


infe& your ſelf with them? 
Rf, Peace, you dull fool, 1 found them on a tree. 
Clo. Truly, t e tree. yields bad fruit. 
Raj. III baff it Wich you, and then I ſhall graft 3 it 


with a medler.; then it Will beſthe earljeſt rue! i'th 
country 3 for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, 
and that's the right virtue of the medler. 
Co; You have 1aid: ; but. whether wiſely or no, let 
The foreſt judge. 


Enter Celia with a Mriting. 


Ref. Peace, here comes my ſiſter reading, ſtand 2 


Cel. iy ſhould this a deſart be? 
For it i, urnpeopled... Na; 
Tongues I'll hang or every Tree, 
That ſhall civil ſayings ſhow. 1 
Some, hom brief the life of man 
Runs his erring pilgrimage, 
That the ftretchi ng of a ſþan, 
Buckles in his ſum of age; 
Some of violated me, 
AIuit the ſouls o 70 fr rend and Fiend 1 
But upon the po *eft coughs, 
Or at every ſentence end, | 
W Roſalinda write; 
Teaching all that read to know 
This quinteſſence of every, ſprite, 
Heaven would in little ſhow... | 
Therefore heaven nature charg d, 
That one body ſhould be Hit 
With all graces wide onlarg'd 3 
Nature preſently diſtil d 
Helen' s cheeks; but not ber heart, 


Cleopatra's majefy 3 . 


meat. 


Atalanta“ 


PPP 
— 


Atalanta A part. 23 5 
Sad Lucretia's ay. 
Thns Roſalind ef many parts, 
By heawuly ſynod was devisd, 
Ip many faces, eyes and hearts, 
v have the touches deaveſt Fer 2d. 


Heaven would that ſhe theſe gifts ſhould baue, 
And I to live and die her fave, 


Ro. O moſt gentle Irpirer! what tedious homily of 
love have you wearied your Pariſhioners withal, and 
never ry'd, have. patience good people? 

Cel. How now, back friends! Thephieed go off a. 
little: go with him, ſirrah. 

Clo. Come ſhepherd, let us make an honourable re- 
treat, tho? not with bag and baggage, yet with ſerip 
and ſcri Age. Ex. Cor. and Clown. 
Cel. Didſt thou hear theſe verſes ? 

Roſ. O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for 
ſome of t em had in them more feet than the Verſes 
would bear. 

cel. Thats no matter, the feet might bear the verſes. 

Roſ. Ay, but the feet were lame, and c ald not 
bear chernſelves without the verſe, and therefore 
ſtood lamely in the verſe. 

Cel. But didſt thou hear without wondring, how thy 
name ſhould be hang'd and carv'd upon theſe” trees? 
Roſ. J was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, 
before you came: for look. here what J found on 4 
palmrree.; - I was never ſo berhim'd fince Pythagoras's 
time, that I was an iſh rat, which I. can hardly. 

remember. 

Cel. Tro you who hath done this ? 

Rof. Fs it a man? 

Cel And a chain that you onee wore, about his neck: . 
Change you colour? 

Rof. I pr'ythee who 2 

Ce/. O Cold. Lord, it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet! but mountains may de remoyed with earth- 
quakes, and fo encounter. 

Rof. Nay, but who is it? 


gel. $ it poſſible; þ . 3 
Is it pc 1 + 
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Roſ. Nay, I tere now, with moſt petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it is? 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and moſt wonderful, 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that 
out of all ho oping ==. 

Roſ. Good my complexion, doſt thou think, though 
I am caperiſon'd like a man, I have a doublet and 
a hoſe in my diſpoſition ? one inch of delay more, is a 
ſouth ſea of diſcovery. I pr'ythee tell me who is it, 


quickly, and ſpeak a pace; I would thou could'ſt ſtam- 
mer, that thou might'ſt pour this concealed man out 


of thy mouth, as wine comes. out of a .narrow- 
mouth'd bottle ; either too much at once, or none at 
all, I pr'ythee take the cork out of thy mouah, that 
E may drink thy tidings. 
Cel. So: you may put a man in your belly. 

Roſ. Is he of God's making? what manner of man? 
Is his head worth a hat? or his chin worth a beatd ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little Beard. * 

+ Roſ, Why God will ſend more, if the man will be 


thankful ; let me ſtay the growth of his beard, if 


thou delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 
Cel. It is young Orlando, that trip'd up the wreſtler's 
heels and your heart, both in an inſtant. _ 

Roſ. Nay, but the Devil take mocking ; ſpeak, fad 
brow, and true maid. , | 1255 
Cel, T'faith, coz, tis he. 

Roſ. Onlandoo !! | 

Gel. Orlando. — Sent 5 | | 

Roſ. Alas the day, what ſhall I do with my.doublet 
and hoſe ?. what did he when thou ſaw'ſt him? what 
ſaid he? how look'd he? wherein went he? what makes 
he here ? did he ask for me ? where remains. he ? how 
parted he with thee? and when ſhalt thou.ſee him 
again? anſwer me in one word. bz 5 

Cel. You muſt borrow me Garagantus's mouth firſt; 
"tis a word too great for any mouth of this age's ſize: 
to ſay ay-and no to theſe particulars, is more than 
to anſwer in a catechiſm, _ | 
Roſ. But doth he know that I am in this foreſt, and 
in man's apparel ? looks he as freſhly as he did the 
day he wreſtled ? | Komen 11 2 


Lo 


Cel. 
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Cel. It is as * to count atoms as to reſolve: the 

ropoſitionsjof a lover: bur take a taſte of my finding 

im, and reliſh it with good obſervance, I found: him 
under a tree like a dropp'd acorn 

Roſ. It may be well call'd Joe's tree, when it drops 
forth ſuch fruit. | 

- Give me audience, good madam.. 

: Proceed. . 

04 There lay he ſtreteb' d along like a wounded 
Knight. 

Roſ. Tho it be a pity to ſee ſach a ſight, ir wellbe- 
comes the ground. | 

Cel. Cry holla to thy tongue, I prithee ; ; it curvets 
e He was furniſh'd like a hunter. 

O ominous, he comes to kill my hart. 

2 I would: ſing my ſong without a burden, thou 
bring ſt me out of tune 

Roſ. Do you not — Lam a woman, hen! 
think I muſt ſpeak : ſweet, ſay on. | 

Euter Orlando and Jaques. 
cel. vou bring me out. Soft, comes he not bere ol 
Roſ. * Tis he, flinke by, and note him. 

Jag. I thank you. for your company; but 8 
faith, I had as lief have been my ſelf alone. | 

Orla. And ſo I had; but- yet for faſhion ſake, 1 
thank you too for your ſociet. 

Jaq. God b' w' you, let's meet as lictle AS we can. 

Orla. T do deſire we may be better ſtrangers. 

Jag. I pray you marr no more trees with writing 
love-ſongs in their barks. 

Orla. I pray. you marr no more of my verſes with. 
reading them ill-favouredly, 

Jag. Roſalind is your ppg Ones; 

Orla. Yes, juſt. 5 | 

Juq. I do — like her i tame E 

Orla. There was no thought ofpleaing you when, 


the was chriſten'd. 


Jag What Nature is ſhe of ? 

Orla. Juſt as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are full of pretty anſwers; have you not 
been acquainted with gold/miths wives, and dana 
chem out- of rings. | Wo 7 ; 
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orla. Not ſo: but I anſwer ou right painted cloth, 6 
from hence you have ſtudied [your queſtions. } 
Fug. Vou bave a nimble wit 5 I think it was made the 
of Atalanta's heels. Will you fit down with me, and cal 


we two will rail againſt our miſtreſs, the world, and bee 


all our . of 
Orla. I will chide no breather in the world but my bu 
If, againſt whom I-know-no faults. | wit 
Jag. The worſt t; you have, is to be in love. C 
Orla. Tis a fault I will not change for your beſt PE. 
virtue ; Tam weary of you. as 
Jag. 9 my troth 1 was ſeeking fora foo, when I * 
Orla. He 3 is Arown'd'; in the: brook, look bur in, * 1 

Il ſee him. | bet 

Faq. There I ſhall ſee mine on ſigure. hoy 
Orla. Which I take to be either a fool, or a 7 27 0 
Jug T II ſtæy no longer with you 3 farewel, 3 

nenier love. Ma D ski 
Orla. I am glad * your departure: adieu: -good 0 
Monfietr: melancholy. 4 
Roſ. I will ſpeak to him like a ſaucy lachwey; and kin 
I E habir play the knave with ut do you E 
hear f. Or | | pur 
Orla. Very well, what wou ld you? * F 
Roſ. I pray you what's a clock! reli 
Orla. Tou ſhould ask me what time o'day. ; there s. in! 
no clock in the foreſt. too 
Roſ. Then there is na true love in the foreſt; elte | rea 
ſightng every minute, and groaaing every hour, wou'd a 1 
detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a cloc as | 
Orla. And why not the ſwift foot of time? had N 0 
not that been as proper? tha 
Roſ. By no means, Sir: time travels in, diyers paces, I 
with divers perſons ; ; TII tell you who:time ambles one 
withal, who- time trots witlal, who time une ing 
withal, and who he ſtands ſtill withal. ..C 
Orla. I priythee, whom dothihe trot withat? R 
Roſ. Marry he trots hard wich a young id. be- tho 
tween the contract of her marriage and the day it js tha 
ſolemnized-: if the. interim be but a ſennight,-time's the 


pace 18 ſo hard, that. ĩt ſeems the length of ſeyen years. on 
0 rla. "> ſali 


er rooms 
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Orla. Who ambles time withal? Eine 

Roſ. With a prieſt that lacks Latin, and a rich man 
that hath not the gout ; for the other ſleep eaſily be- 
cauſe. he cannot ſtudy, and the other lives merrily, 
becauſe he feels no pain: the one lacking the burden 


of lean and aſte ful learning; the other knowing no 


bane of heavy tedious penury. Theſe time ambles 
witnad. | Tp A 
Orla. Whom doth, he gallop withal? 
e 


. Roſ. With a thief to the gallows : for tho' he go 


as ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinks himſelf roo ſoon 


there. ee | 
_ Orla, Whom ſtays it fill withal? 333 
Roſ. With lawyers in the vacacion ; for they ſleep 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moyes. W e e 
Orla. Where dwell you, pretty youth? 
Roſ. With this ſhepherdeſs, my ſiſter, here in the 
skirts of the foreſt, like frienge upon a petticoat. 


Orlu. Are you a. native of. this place; 
N * 11 


220. A the cony that yori ſee dwell where e is 


* 


Orla. Your accent is ſomething finer, than you could 


purchaſe in ſo removed a dwelli ng. 
Roſ. T have been told ſo of many; but indeed an old 
religious uncle of mine taught me to ſpeak, who was 
in his youth an inland man, one that knew. courtſhip 
too well; for there he fell in love. I have heard him 


re ad many lectures againſt it. Itkank God, I am not. 


4 woman to be touch'd with ſo many giddy offences, 
as he hath generally taxed there whole ſex withal. 

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal evils 
that he laĩd to the charge of women? 5 

Roſ. There were none principal, they were all like 
one another, as half pence are: every one fault ſeem- 
ing monſtrous, 'till his fellow fault came to. match it. 
Orla. I pr'ythee recount ſome of them. "97 

Roſ. No? I will not caſt away my phyſick, but on 
thoſe that are fick. There is a man haunts the foreſt, 


that abuſes our young plants with carving Roſaling on 


their barks : hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies 
on brambles ; all, forſooth, deifying the name of Ro- 


ſalind. If I could meer that fancy-monger, I would. 
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give him ſome good counſel, for he ſeems to have mos 
the quotidian of love upon him. e 

Orla. I am he that is ſo love-ſhak d; I pray you, inco 
tell me your remedy. 3 fon 
' Rof. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you, If boy: 
he taught me how to know a man in love; in which colo 
cage of ruſhes IJ am ſure you are not priſoner. ente 
Orla. What were his marks? 
|  Rof. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye hum 
and ſunken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable was 
ſpirit, which you have not; a beard negle&ed, which live 
you have not, but J pardon you for that, for ſimply I him 
your having no beard, is a youngor brother's reve- liver 
nue; then your hoſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your bon- not 


net unbanded, your fleeyve unbotton'd, your ſhoe un- 07 
tied, and every thing about you demonſtrating a care- Ri 
leſs deſolation ; bur you are no ſuch man, you are ra-  (al;y 
ther point device in your. accoutrements, as loving Or 
yourſelf, than feeming the lover of any other. we 
Orla. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be. Ri 
lieve I love. ve. 5 | by t] 
*Rof. Me believe it? you may as ſoon make her that live 
ou love believe it, which I warrant ſhe is apter todo or 
han to confeſs ſhe does; that is one of the points, in R. 
the which women ſtill give the lie to their conſciences. IF (ite; 
But in good ſooth, are you he that hangs the verſes 
on the trees wherein Roſalind is ſo much admir'd ? Cl, 
Orla. I ſwear to thee, youth, by the white hand of ¶ goat 
Roſalind, Tam he, that unfortunate he. - by £ doth 
Rof. But are you ſo much in love, as your rhimes 1 4. 
ſpeax? e T1 Clo 


Orla. Neither rhime nor reaſon can expreſs how cpr 
Roſ. Love is meerly a madneſs, aad I tell you de- a tha 
ferves as well a dark houſe and a whip, as mad men ele 
do: and the reaſon why they are not ſo punifh'd and I a ma 
cured, is, that the luna is ſo ordinary,thatjche whip- unde 
pers are inflove' too: yet I profeſs curingit by counſe!. ¶ grea 
Orla. Did you ever cure any ſo? -© © | | 
Roſe Yes one, and in this manner. He was to ima- f A. 
gine me his love, his miſtreſs: and Eſet him every in de 
day to woe me. At which time would I, being but a 2 f. 
15 3 5 ; moonith, 
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mooniſh youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, | 
longing, and liking proud, fantaſtical, apiſh, ſhallow, 
1, inconſtant, full of tears, full of ſmiles; for every paſ- 
ſion ſomething, and for no paſſton truly any thing, as 
1, boys and women are for the moſt part cattle of this 
ht colour; would now like him, now loath him; then 
entertain him, then forſwear him; now weep forhim; 
then ſpit at him; that I drave my ſuitor from his mad 
'e humour of love, to a livinghumour of madneſs, which 
e vas to forſwear the full ſtream of the world, and to 
h live in a nook merely monaſtick ; and thus I cur'd 
him, and this way will T take upon me to waſh your 
= I liver as clear as a found ſheep's heart, that there ſhall 
1- IF not be one ſpot of love in't. h 


I Orla. I would not be cur'd, youth. 1 

2 Roſ. EL would cure you if you would but call.me Ro- 

i- Bf [alinaa, and come every day to my cote, and woo me. 

8 Orla. Now by the faith of my love 7 will ; tell me 
EE 1055 :” | i 

8 Roſ. Go with me to it and 7 will ſhew it you; and 


by the way you ſhall tell me where in the foreſt you 
„ TORE EET SS. | 
o ola. With all my heart, good youtn. 
in Roſ. Nay, nay, you muſt call me Roſalinds: come 
„fer, fen 250595 07 5 27215 TBF” 
58 Enter Clown, Audery and Jaques. 
Clo. Come apace, good Audery, T will fetch up your 
f goats, Audery; and now audery, am I the man yet? 
doth my ſimple feature content you? „ 
85 Aud. Your features, lord warrant us; what features? 
Clo. J am here with thee and thy goats, as the moſt 
w | cipricious poet honeſt Ovid was among the Gothe. 
Faq O knowledge ill-habited, worſe than Fove in 
a thatch'd houſe. | 1 EO | 
n clo. When a man's verſes cannot be underſtood, not 
d a man's good wit feconded with the forward child, 
2- BF underſtanding ; it ſtrikes a man more dead than a 
J. great reckoning in a little room; truly 7 would the 
Gods had made thee poetical. : Led 
And I do not know what poetical is; is it honeſt j 
in deed and word; is it a true thing * 5 f 
234-67 | 12 +} 0. | 
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Cs. No truly; for the trueſt poetry is the moſt 
feigning, and lovers are given to poetry, and what 
| they {wear in poetry, may. be ſaid as lovers, they do 
eign. 5 | 
Aud. Do you wiſh then that the Gods had made me 
poetical ?. OG F 
NJ. I do truly; for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou art ho. 
neſt: now if thou wert a poet, I might have ſome 
hope thou didſt feign. | | 
Aud. Would you not have me honeſt > he 
Clo. No truly, unleſs thow wert hard-favour'd ;. for 
honeſty coupled. to, beauty, is to have honey a ſauce 
to ſugar. | | 
Jag. A meterial fool. : | 
Aud. Well, I am not fair, and therefore J pray the 
Gods make me honeſt. | 
Clo. Truly, and to caſt away honeſty upon a foul 
flut, were to put good meat into an unclean diſh. 
Aud. I am not a ſlut, tho' I thank the Gods I'm foul, 
Clo, Well, praiſed. be the Gods for thy foulneſs; 
ſuttiſhneſs may come hereafter :- but be it as it may 
be, I will marry thee : and to that end I have been 
with Sir Ofizer Mar-text, the vicar of the next village, 


was n to meet me in this place of the 


foreſt, and to couple us. La 
Jag. I would fain ſee this meeting. 
Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy, 


clo. Anen, A man may, if he were of a fearful 


heart, ſtagger in this attempt: for here we have no 
temple but the wood, no aſſembly but horn'd beaſts. 
But what tho' ?- courage. As horns are odious, they 


are neceſſary. It is ſaid, many a man knows no end 


of his goods: right: many a man has good horns, and 
knows no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of 
his wife, 'tis none of his own getting ; horns ? even 


ſo--- poor men alone - no, no the nobleſt doer hath 


them as huge as the raſcal : is the ſingle man thereof 
bleſſed ? no. As a wall'd town is worthier than a vil- 
lage, ſo is the forehead. of a married man more ho- 
nourable than the bare. brow of a batchelor; and by 
how much defence is better than no skill, ſo much is 
a horn more precious than to want. 


Ent uv 
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Enter Sir Oliyer Mar-text. 
Here comes Sir Olivar: Sir Oliver Moretext, you are 


well met, Will you diſpatch us here under this tree, 


or ſhall we go with you to your chapel? 
Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman? 
Clo. Iwill not take her on gift of any man. 
Sir Oli. Truly ſhe-muſt be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful. g 
Jag. Proceed, proceed; I'll give ner. 
Clo. Good even, good maſter what ye call: how do 
you Sir, you are very well met: Godild you for your 
laſt company, I am very glad to ſee you, even a toy 
in hand here Sir-: nay, pray be covered. | 
Jaq. Will you be married, Morley? | 
Clo. As the ox hath his bow, Sir the horſe his curb, 
and the falcon his bells, ſo man hath his defire; and 
as pigeons bill, ſo wedlock would be nibbling. 
Jag. And will you, being a man of your bree ing, 


be married under a buſh like a beggar? get you to 


church, and have a good prieſt that can tell you what 
marriage is; this fellow will but join you together 
as they join wainſcot, then one of you will prove a 
ſbrunk pannel, and like green timber, warp warp. 

Go. I am not in the mind, but I were better to 
be married of him- than of another ; for he is not 
like to marryme well; and not being well married, 
it oY be a good excuſe for me hereafter to leave my 
wife, Sits „ 

5ag. Go thou with me, and let me counſel thee. 

Clo. Come, ſweet Audrey, we muſt be married, or 
we muſt live in baudry : farewel good Mr. Oliver, not 
O ſweet Oliver, O brave Oliver, leave me not behind 


thee; but wind away, begone I ſay, I will not to 


wedding with thee. 


Sir Oli. Tis no manner: ne er a. fantaſtical knave of 

them all ſhall flout me out of my calling. [Exe. 
Euter Roſalind and Ce ia. 

Roſ. Never talk to me, Iwill weep. | 358 

Cel. Do I pr'ythee, but yet have Bo grace to con- 
ſider that tears do not become a man. 

Rof. Bit have I not cauſe to weep ? | 
Cel. As good cauſe as one would defire, therefore 
weep. h Tz Ref. 


Cel. He hath boug 
a nun of winter's. ſiſt 
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Roſ. His very Hair is of a diſſembling colour, 


Cel. Something bro wner than Juday's : marry his Kl. 


ſes are Fudar's own children. _ OY 

— 5 Tfaith his hair is of a good colour. 

Cel. An excellent colout: you cheſnut was ever the 
only colour. 3 Bp . 

Roſ. And his kiſſing as full of ſanctity, as the touch 
of holy bread. | | | 


ht a pair of chaſte lips of Dian 
| erhood kifſes not more religiouſly; 
the very ice of charity is in them. „ 

Roſ. But why did he ſwear he would come this mor- 
ning, and he comes not? DE 


Cel. Nay, certainly there is no truth in him. 
Roſ. Do you think fo? 1. 


Cel. Yes, I think he is not a pick-purſe, nor a horſe- 


ſtealer ; but for this verity in love, I do think him as 
| Roſe. Not true in loye? N 
Cel. Yes, when he is in; but I think he is not in. 
Roſ. You have heard him ſwear downright he was. 
Cel. Was, is not is: beſides, the oath of a lover is no 
ſtronger than the word of a tapſter; they are both 
the confirmers of falſe reckonings; he attends here 
in the foreſt on the duke your father. 
Roſ. T met the duke yeſterday, and had much queſ- 


* Concave as a cover'd goblet, or a worm-eaten nut. 


tion with him: he askr me of what parentage I was; 


£5 


That was his miſtreſs, - 


I told him of as good as he; ſo he laugh'd, and let 
5 Yu w. hp { "Yo ere TR 23:73 1 | . 
me'go. But what talk we of fathers, when there 1s 
ſuch a man as Orlando? ELL 
Cel. O that's a brave man, he writes brave verſes, 
ſpeaks brave words, {ſwears braye oaths, and breaks 
them bravely: quite travers athwart the heart of his 
lover, as a puiſny tilter, that ſpurs his horfe but one 


* Tide, breaks his ſtaff like a noble gooſe; but all's brave 
that youth mounts, and folly guides: who comes here? 


L iu Coin. ED 
Cor. Miſtreſs and maſter, you have ofc inquir'd 
After the ſhepherd that complain'd of love, 


Whom you ſaw fitting by me on the turf, 


Praiſing the proud diſdainful ſhepherdeſs 
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Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 


You meet in ſome freſh cheek the power of fancy. 
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Cel. Well, and what of him? | 
Cor. If you will ſee a pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale complexion of true love, 
And the red glow of ſcorn and proud diſdain ; 
Go hence a little, and I ſhall conduct you, 
If you will mark it. 
Roſ. O come, let us remove; | 
The fight of lovers feedeth thoſe in love: 
Bring us but to this ſight, and you ſhall ſay, 
[11 prove a buſy actor in their play. 
Enter Silvius and Phebe. 
Sil. Sweet Phebe do not ſcorn me, do not, Phebe? 
Say that you love me not, but ſay not ſo 
In bitterneſs, the common executioner, 
Whoſe heart th'accuſtom'd ſight of death makes hard, 
Falls not the ax upon the humbled neck, 
But firſt begs pardon: will you ſterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 
| Enter Roſalind, Celia and Corin. 
Phe. T would not be thy executioner, 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'ſt me there is murder in mine eyes; 
*Tis pretty ſure, and very probable. 
That Eyes that are the frail{t and ſofceſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward gates at atomies, 
Should be called tyrants, butchers, murderers. 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart, 


[ Exennt, 


And if mine eyes do wound, now let them kill thee 5 


Now counterfeit to ſwoon; Who no all down; 

Or if thou canſt not, oh for ſhame, for ſhame, 

Lie not, to ſay mine eyes are murderers. _ 

Now ſhew the wound mine eyes have made in thee : 
Some ſcar of it; lean but upon a ruſh, | 
The cicatrice and capable impreſſure 987 82 
Thy palm ſome moment keeps: but now mine eyes 
Which 1 have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 

Nor, Jam ſure, there is no force in eyes 


That can de hurt. 


Sil. O dear Phebe, 
If ever (as that ever may be near) 


Then 
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Then ſhall you know the wounds avible 
That love's keen arrows make. ' | 
Phe. Bur till that time 
Come not thou near me; and when * time comes, 
Affiic me with thy mocks, pity me not, 
As till that time F ſhall-nor pity thee: E: 
Rof. = why I pray you ? who might be your mos 
er 
That you infult, exult, and all at once. 
Over the wretched ? what tho” you. haye 10 beaury, 
(As, by my faith, I ſee no more in yon 
Than without candle may go dark co bed 
Muſt you be therefore proud and pitileſs ? 
Why, what means this? why do you: look on me ? 
I ſee no more in yow than in the ordinar 
Of nature's fale-work: odds my little life, 
I think fhe means to tangle mine eyes too 
No faith, proud miſtreſs hope not after it, 
Tis not your inky-brows, yeur black ſilk hair, 
Your bug le eye-bals, nor your cheek of cream 
That can entame my ſpirits to your worſhip, 
You fooliſh ſhepherd; wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy ſore uffing with wind and rain? 
You are a oat times a properer man 
Than ſhea woman. Tis futh fools as you, 
That make the would ſo full of ill-favour'd children; 
*Tis not her glaſs, but you that flatter her, 
And out of you the:ſees her ſelf more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can ſhow her. 
But miſtreſs know yourſelf, down on your knees, 
And thank heav'n faſting; for a good man's love; 1 
For I muſt tell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can, you ars not for all markets. 
Cry che man mercy, love him, take his offer, 
Fool is moſt foul, being foul to be a ſcoffer : 
So take her to thee 3 ſhepherd, fare you well, 
Phe: Sweet youth, Ipray you chide a year together; 
T had rather hear your chide, than this man woo. 
Roſ. He's fallen in love with your: foulneſs, and ſhe'ſl 


fall in love with my anger. IF it be ſo, as faſt as ſhe 


anſwers thee with frowning looks, III ſauce her with 
bitter words: Why look you ſo upon me ? 


Pho, 


» bye hy 
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Phe. For no ill-will I bear you. 
R/. I pray you do not falt in love with me, 
For I am falſer than vows made in wine; 
Beſides, I like you not. If you will know my houſe, 
'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by : 
Will you go, Siſter ? ſhepherd ply her hard: 
Come ſiſter; ſhepherdels, look on him better, 
And be not proud, tho'all the world could ice, 
None could be lo abus d in ſight as he. 
Come, to our flock. 15 (Ext. 
Phe. Dead ſhepherd now I find thy ſaw of might, 
V ho ever lov'd, that loy d not at firſt fight 7 
Sil. Sweet Phebe | 
Phe. Hah: what ſay'ſt thou S71v7rrs ? 
$71, Sweet Phebe, pity me. 
Phe. Mhy l am lorry for thee, gentle Srl, 
Sil. Wherever ſorrow is, relief would be; 
If you do lorrow at my grief in love, 
By giving love, your ſorrow and my grief 


Were both exter min'd. 


Phe, Thou haſt my love; is not that reighbourly ? 
$:1. I would have you. 

Phe. Why that were covetouſneſs. 

Silvius, the time was, that ] hated thee z 

And y et it is not that I bear thee love; 

But ſince that thou can'it talk of love fo well, 

Thy compary, which erſt was irklome to me, 

I will endure; and I'll employ thee too ; 

But do not look for further recompence, 

Than thine own glad ne is that thou art employ d. 
Sil. So holy and ſo perfect is my love, 

And ſuch a poverty of grace attends it, 

That I ſhall think ita moſt plenteous crop 

To glean the broken ears after the man 

That the main harveſt reaps: looſe now and then 

A ſcatter'd imile, and that I'll live upon. | 
Fhe, Know 'ſt thou the youth that ſpoke to me ere- 

while? | | 

Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft. 

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 

That the old Carlos once was matter of, 
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Phe. Think not I love him, tho' Lask for him; 
Tis but a peeviſh boy, yet he talks well, 
Put what care I for words ? yet words do well, 
When he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thole that hear: 
It is a pretty youth, not very pretty; 

But ſure he's proud, and yet his pride becothes him; j 
He'll make a proper man; the beſt thing in him 

Is his complexion ; and faſter than histongue 

Did make offence, his eye did heal it up: 

He is not very tall, yet for his years he's atk; 

His leg is but ſo fo, and yet 'tis well; 

There was a pretty redneſs in his lp, 

© A little riper, and more luſty red 


< Than that mix'd in his cheek; twas juſt the difference 


£ Betwixt the conſtant red and miogled damask. 
There be ſome women, Silvius, had they mark'd him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him: but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and yet 
J have more caule to hate him than to love him; 8 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He ſaid mine eyes were black, and my hair black, 
And now I am remembred, icorn' d at me? 
1 marvel why I anfwer d not again, 
But that's all one; omittance is no quittance. 
Fl] write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou ſhall bear it; wilt thou, Silvius? 
$71. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe, I'll write it ſtrait ; 
The matter'sin my head, and in 1 my heart. 
I will be bitter with him, and paſing ſhort : e 
Go with me, Szluius. [ .Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Centinues in the FOREST. 
Enter Roſalind, Celea and Jaques. 


Jaques, | Pr'ythe, pretty youth, let me be better ac- 
quainted with thee. Hh 

Rf. 1 hey lay you are a melancholy fellow. 

Faq. I am ſo; I do love it better than laughing. 

Roj. Thoſe that are in extremity of either, are abomin- 
able tellows, and betray themſelves to every modern cen- 
ture, worſe than drunkards. | 4 

Jag. Why, tis good to be ſad, and ſay nothing. 

R:/. Why then tis good to be a poſt. | 

Faq. I have neither the lcholar s melancholy, which is 
emulation; nor the muſician's, which is fantaſtical; nor 
the courtier's, which is proud; nor the loldiers, wh ch 
is amhitious; nor the lawyer's; which is politick; nor the 
lady's, which is nice; nor the lovers, which is all theſe; 
but it is a melancholy of mine own, compounded of many 
{inples, extracted from many objects, and indeed the 
lundry contemplation of my travels, in which my often 
rumination wraps me ina moſt humorous ſadneſs. 

Reſ. A traveller! by my faith you have great reaſon to 
be fad; I fear you have fold your lands, to ſee other 
men's; then, to have ſeen much, ard to haye nothing, 
is to have rich eyes and poor hands, 

Jaq. Yes, I have gain'd experience. 

| | Enter Orlando, | 
Rye. And your experience makes you ſad : I had rather 
haye a fool to make me merry, than experience to make 
me ſad, and to travel for it too. 

Orla. Good day, and happiness, dear Roſalind. 

Jag. Nay, then God b'w'y you, and you talk in blank 
Verles 7 Exit. 
C2 | Ref. 
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Roſ. Farewell, monſieur traveller; look you liſp, Ind 
Wear ſtrange ſuits; diſable all the benefits of your o 
country; be out of love with your nativity, and almoſt 
chide God for making you that countenance you are, or 
1 will ſcarce think you have ſwam in a Gondola. Why 
how now, Orlando, where have you been all this while? 
You a lover? an you lerye me ſuch another trick, never 
come inmy fight more. | 

Orla. My tair R ſalind, I come within an hour of my 
promiſe. 

Ref, Break an hour's promiſe in love? he that will 
divide a Minute into a thouſand parts, and break but 
a part of the thouſandth part of a minute in the affairs 
of love, it may be ſaid of him, that Cupzd hath e apt him 
o'th' ſhoulder; but I will warrant him heart-whole, 

Orla, Pardon me, dear Roſalind. | 

Re. Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more in my 
ſight. I had as lief be woo'd of a ſnail, 

Orla, Ota ſnail ? : 

Re. Ay of a ſnail; for tho' he comes ſlowly, he 
carries his houſe on his head: a better jointure, I think, 
than you make a woman; beſides he brings his deſtiny 
with him, | 

Orla. What's that? 

R/. Why horns; which ſuch as you, are fain to be 
behoiden to your Wives for; but he comes armed in his 
fortune, and preventsthe Slander of his wife, 

Orla. Virtue is no horn-maker, and my Roſalind is 
virtuous. | 

Rey}. And I am your Roſalind. | 
Cel. It pleaſes him to eall you ſo; but he hath a Roſalind 
of a bettcrleer than you. 5 | 

Ref. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in a 
holy-day humour, and like enough to conſent : what 
would you fay to me now, an I were your very, very 
1 | EE 

Orla. I would kiſs before I ſpoke, i 

Keſe Nay, you were better ſpeak firſt, and when you 
were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might take occa- 
lion to kits. Very good orators, when they are out, 
they will ſpit, and for lovers lacking, God warn us, 

matter, the ceanteſt ſhiſt is to kils, . 


Ora. 


th 
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Orla. How if the kiſs be denied? 
Ref. l hen ſhe puts you to intreaty, and there begins 


new matter. 


Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
miſtreſs? 8 

Re /. Marry that ſhould you if I were your miſtreſs, 
or | ſhould think my honeſty ranker than my wit. 

Orla. What, of my ſuit? | | _ 
Ke. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your 
ſuit. Am not l your Roſalind? | 

Orla I take ſome joy to ſay you are, becauſe I would 
be talking of her. | | | 

Ref. Well, in her perſon, I ſay I will not have you. 

O, la. Then in mine own perlon I die. 

Ro. No faith, die by attorney; the poor world is 
almoſt ſix thouſand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man died in his own perſon, videlicet, in a 
love cauſe: Troilus had his brains daſh'd out with a 
Gretian club, yet he did what he could. to die before, 
and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he 
would have liv'd many a fair year, the Hero had turn d 


nun, if it had not heen for a hot midſummer night; 


for, good youth, he went but forth to waſh in the 


Helleſpont, and being taken with the cramp, was drown- 


ed; and the fooliſh Chroniciers of that age found it was 
Hero of Seſtos. But theſe are all lies; men have died 
from time to time, and worms have eaten them, but not 
for love, | | | 

Orla. | would not have my right Roſali nd of this 
mind, for I proteſt her frown might kill me. 

Rcſ. By this hand it will not kill a flie; but come; 
now I will be your Roſalzad in a more coming on diſpoſi- 
tion; and ask me what you wiel, I will grant it. 

O-la.” Then love me, Refalind. | 

Reiſe Ves faith will l., Tridays and Saturdays, and all, 

Orla. And wilt thou have me? 

Roſ. Ay, and twenty ſuch. 

O ja. M hat ſay'it thou ? 

Reſ. Are you not good? 

Orla. 1 hope ſo. | | | 

Ref. Why then, can one deſire too much of a good 


thing ? come, ſiſter, you ſhall be the pricit, and mar- 
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ry us. Give me your hand, Orlando: What do you 
lay, Siſter ? | Sn 

Orla. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. I cannot lay the words. 

Re/. You muſt begin, will you Orlando 

Cel. Goto; will you Orlando have to wife this Roſa- 
ind. | 

Orla, I will. 

Roſe Ay, but when? 

Orla. Mhy now, as faſt as ſhe can marry us. . 

Rof. Then you muſt ſay, I take thee Roſalind for wile. 

Orla. I take thee Roſalind for wife. 15 
Reſ. I might ask you for your commiſſion, but I do 
take thee Orlando for my husband: there's a girl goes 
before the prieſt, and certainly a woman's thought runs 
before her actions. | 

Orla. So do all thoughts; they are wing'd. 

Reſ. Now tell me how long you would have her after 
you have poſſeſt her. 
Orla. Forever and a day. 
Roſe © Say a day without the ever: no, no, Orlando, 
men are April when they woo, December when they 
wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the 
Sky changes when they are wives; I will be more jea- 
lous of thee than a Farbary cock-pigeon over his hen; 
more clamorou: than a parrot againſt rain; more new- 
fangled than an ape; more giddy in my deſires than a 
monkey; I will weep for nothing, like Dia ia in the 
fountain, and I will do that when you are diſpos'd to 
be merry; I will laugh like a byen, and that when 
you are inclin'd to ſleep. 
Orla. But will my Reſalind do ſo? 
Reſ. By my lite ſhe will do as I do. 
Orla. O but ſhe is wiſe. e 
R/. Or elſe ſhe could not have the wit to do this; the 
witer, the way warder: m ke the doors faſt upon a wo- 
man's wit and it will out at the caſement; ſhut that, and 
*twill out at the key-hole; ſtop that, it will fly with 
the ſmoke out at the chimney, 

Orla. A man that had a wife with ſuch a wit, he might 
fay, wit whither wilt? 


K AAAS M aca AG 


Ry. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till : 


you 


u 
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you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. 
Orla. And what wit could wit have to excuſs that? 


Reſ. Marry, to lay the came to ſeek you there: you 


ſhall never take her without her anſwer, unleſs you take 
her without her tongue. O that woman. that cannot 
make her fault her husband's occaſion, let her never 
_ her child her ſelf, for ſhe will breed it like a 
bol. 
Orla. For theſe two hours, Reſalind, I will leave thee, 
R/. Alas dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours. 
Orla. J muſt attend the Duke at dinner, by two a 


clock Iwill be with thee again. 


Roſ. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew what 
you would prove, my friends told me as much, and L 
thought no leſs; that flattering tongue of yours won 
me; tis but one caſt away, and ſo come death: tio o'tir 
clock is your hour? | | 

Orla. Ay, ſweet Reſalind. | 

R. By my troth, and in good earneſt, and fo God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your promiſe, or come one 
minute behind your hour, I will think you the moſt 
pathetical break-promiſe, and the moſt hollow lover, and 


the moſt unworthy of her you call Reæſalind, that may be 


choſen out of the groſs band of the ufaithſul: therefore 
beware my cenſure, and keep your promile. _ 

Orla. With no leſs religion, than if thou wert indeed 
my Roſalind; fo adieu. | 


Re, Well, time is the old juſtice that examines al, 


ſuch offenders, and let time try. Adieu, [Exit. Orla. 
Cel. You have ſimply miſus'd our ſex in your love- 


prate: we muſt have your doublet and hoe pluck d over 


your head, and ſhew e the world what the bird hath done 
to her on neſt. 1 „„ 

Roſ. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that 
thou didſt know how many tathom deep I am in love; 
but it cannot be ſounded : my affe&ion hath an unknown 


* ; 


bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 


Ce], Or rather bottomleſs, that as fait as you pour 


affection in, it runs out. 


R/. No, that ſame wicked baſtard of Venus, that 
” C 4 Was 


| 
| 
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was begot of thought, conceiv'd of ſpleen, and born 
g of madnefs, that blind raſcally boy, that abuſes every 
one's eyes, becauſe his own are out, let him be judge, 
* how deep I am in love; Fll tell thee, Aliena, I cannot 
be out of the fight of Orlando, 1'l] go find a ſhadow, and 
ſigh till he come. | 
Cel, And I'll ſleep. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Jaques, TLerds, and Foreſters, | 
Jag. Which is he tbat kill'd the deer? | 
Lord. Sir, it was I. | 
Jag. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Roman 
Conqueror, and it would do well to fee the deer's horn 
upon his head, fora branch of victory; have you no ſong 
foreſter, for this purpoſe? 
Fer. Yes, Sir. 
Jag. Sing it: tis no matter how it he in tune, ſo it 
make noiſe enough, 
Muſick, Sang. 
What fhall he have that kilf d the deer ? 
zs leather Skin and h rns to wear; 
Then ſing him home, the reſt ſha'l bear this burden; 
Tale thcu wo ſcern to wear the horn, | 
It was a creſt ere tbeu waſt born, 
Thy father's father were it, 
And thy father bcre it. | 
The Hern, the horn, the Iufly horn, 3 
It is not a tbing to laugh to ſcorn. Exeunt, 
Enter Roſalind and Celia. | | 
Re. Hew fay you now, is it not paſt two a-Clock ? I 
wonder much Orlandbò is not here. ; 
Cel. | warrant you, with pure love and troubled brain, 
he hath. ta en his bow and arrows, and is gone forth to 
ficep: look who comes here. 
| Enter Silvius. 
Sil. My errand is to you. fair youth. 
Ty gentle Phebe bid me give you this: 
} know not the contents, but as I guels, 
By che ſtern brow, and walſpiſh action 
V. bich the did ule as ſhe was writing of it; 


It bears an angry tenure; pardon me, | 
I am but as a guiltleſs meſſenger. 


Rel. 
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Roſe. Patience herſelf would ſtartle at this letter, 
And play the ſwaggerer; bear this, bear all. 
She ſays I am not fair, that I tack manners, 
She calls me proud, and that ſhe could not love me 
Were man as rare as phznix: od's my will, 
Her love 1s not the hare that I do hunt. 
Why writes ſhe ſo to me? well, ſhepherd, well, 
This isa letter of your own device. 

Fl. No, I proteſt I know not the contents, 
Phebe did write it. 


No. Come, come, you're a fool, 
And turn'd into th'extremity of love. 


I faw her hand, ſhe has a leathern hand, 

A free-ſtone-colour'd hand; I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but twas her hands; 
She has a huſwife's hand, but that's no matter; 

I fay ſhe never did invent this letter, + 

This is a man's invention, and his hand, 

Sil. Sure it is hers. 

Roſ. Why, tis a boiſterous and a cruel ſtile, 
A ſtile for challengers; why, ſhe defies me, 
Like Turk to Chriſtian; woman's gentle brain, 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rude invention, 


Such Ethzop words, blacker in their effect 


Than in their countenance; will you hear the letter? 
Sil. So plcaſe you, for I never heard it yet; 


Let heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 


Roſ. She Phebe's me, mark how the tyrant writes. 
[Reads] Art thou G. d to ſhepherd turn d, 
That a maiden's heart hath burn d? 
Can a woman rail thus? 
$7], Call you this railing? . 
Roſ. [ Reads. ] Why, thy gedbead laid apart, 
Warr'ſt thou with a woman's heart? 
Did you ever ſuch railing ? 
Iwhiles the eyes of man did moo me, 
That could do no vengeance to me. 
Meaning me a beaſt. | 
If. the ſcorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raiſe ſuch love in mine, 
Alack, in mo, what ſtrange effect 
Would they work in mild aſpect? 
| C5 Wh.]'s 
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IWhiles yeu chide me, I did love, 
How then might your prayers move 
He that hrings this love to thee, 
Little knews this love in me; 
And by b'm ſeal up tby mind, 
Whether that thy youth and kind 
ill the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can male; 
Or elſe by him my love deny, 
And then Ill ſtudy how to die. 
$71, Call you this railing ? 
Cel, Alas, poor Shepherd! | | 
Re. Do you pity him? no, he deſerves no pity : wilt 
thou love ſuch a woman? what, to make thee an in- 
{trument, and play falſe * ſtrains upon thee? not to be 
endur'd! well, go your way to her, for I ſee love 
hath made thee a tame ſnake, and ſay this to her, that 
it ſhe love me, I charge her to love thee : it ſhe will 
not, I will never have her, unleſs thou entreat for her. 
If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word; for here 
comes more company. Exit. Sil. 
Enter Oliver. 


Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: pray you, if you know, 


Where in the purlews of this foreſt ſtands 
A ſheep-cote fene d about with olive-trees ? | 
Cel. Welt of this place down inthe neighbour bottom, 
The rank of oſiers, by the murmuring ſtream 
Left on your right hand, brings you to the place; 
But at this hour the houſe doth keep it ſelf, 
There's none within. 
Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, 
Then ſhould I know you by deſeription, 
Such garments, and ſuch years: the boy is fair, 
Of female favour, and beſtows himlſelt 
Like a ripe Siſter : but the woman low, 
And browrer than her brother. Are not you 
The owner of the houſe I.did inquirefor ? 
Cel. It is no boaſt, being ask'd, to ſay we are. 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
And to that youth he calls bis Reſalind 
He lends this bloody napkin. Are you he? 
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Reſ. Jam; what muſt we underſtand by this? 

01:i. Some of my ſhame, if you will know of me 
What man Fam, and how, and why, and where 
This handkerchief was ſtain d. 

Cel, I pray you cell it. | | 

Oli. When laſt the young Orland parted from you, 
He left a promiſe to return again 
Within an hour; and pacing through the forreſt, 
Chewing the food of ſweet and bitter fancy, 
Lo what befel ! he threw his eye aſide, _ 
And mark what object did preſent it ſelt 
Under an oak, whole bouzhs were moſs'd with age, 
© Ard high top bald, of dry antiquity ; | 
A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 
Lay ſleeping on his back? about his neck 
A green and gilded ſnake had wreath'd it ſelf, 
© Who with her head, nimble in threats approach'd 
I he opening of his mouth; | but ſuddenly 
© Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd it ſelf, 
© And with indented glides did (lip away 
© Into a buſh, under which buſh's ſhade 
c A lioneſs, with udders all drawn dry, | 
© Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like wateh 
© When that the ſleeping man ſhould ſtir; for tis 
© The royal diipoſition of that heaſt _ 
© To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead: 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the man, _ 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. O] have heard him ſpeak of that ſame brother 
Ard he did render him the moſt unnatural | 
That liv'd 'mongſ{t men. 

Oli. And well he might ſo do; 
For well I know he was unnatural. 

Roſ. But to Orlando; did he leave him there 
Food to the ſuck d and hungry lioneſs? _ 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back, and purpos d ſoz 
But kindneſs nobler even than revenge, 
And nature ſtronger than his juſt occaſion, 
Made him give battle to the lionels : 8 


Who quickly fell before him, in which * burtling 
From miterable lumber I awak d. 


* hurtling skirmiſbing. 


7 


Cel, 


. 
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Cel. Are you his brother? 
Reſ. Was't you he reſcu'd ? Ro 
Cel. Was't you that did ſo oft contrive to kill him: 
Oli. Twas I, but 'tis not I; I do not ſhame 
To tell you what I was, ſince my converſion 
So ſweetly taſtes, being the thing I am. 
Roſ. But for the bloody napkin? 
Oli. By and by. 
When from the firſt to laſt, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath'd, 
As how I came into that deſart place; | n 
In brief he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me freſh array and entertainment, : 
Committing me unto my brother's loye, 
/Wholed me inſtantly unto his cave, 
There ſtrip'd himſelf, and here upon his arm 
The lionets had torn ſome fleſh away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, 
And cry'd in fainting upon Noſalind. | 
Brief, I recoyer'd him, bound up his wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at heart, 
| He ſent me hither ſtranger as I am, | C 
| To tell this ſtory, that you might excuſe 
His broken promiſe, and to give this napkin, 


bj = E 


—— * 


| Dy'd in his blood unto the ſhepherd youth 0] 
| That he in ſport doth call bis Roſalind. 
cel. Why, how now Ganimed, ſweet Ganimed ? N 


| | [ Ro. faints. la 
'vF Oli. Many will ſwoon when they do look on blood. 
Cel. There is no more int: coulin Ganime d v 
| Oli. Look, he recovers. | | 
| Re. Would 1 were at home. 
1 Cel. We'll lead you thither. tr 
| J pray you, will you take him by the arm. Lo vy 
Oi. Be of good cheer, youth? you a man? you | 
| lack a man's heart. | | | 
[ Rof. I do ſo, I confeſs it. Ah, Sir, a body would 
| think this was well counterfeited, I pray you, tell your 


| brother how well I counterfeited : keigh-ho ! ve 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great | y: 

| teſtimony in your complexion, that it was a paſſion of 
-earncit, 
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Reſ. Counterfeit, I aſſure vou. 
Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to 


be a man. 
Ro/. So Ido: but i faith, I ſhould have been a woman 


by right. 


Ce], Come, you look paler and paler; pray you draw | 


homewards; goed Sir, go with us. 
Oli. That will I; for 1 muſt bear anſwer back, 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalind. | 
Roſ. I ſhall deviſe ſomething; but I pray you com- 
mend my counterfeiting to him: will you go? [ Exe. 


PISS eee 
ACT. NE-L 
The FOREST. 
Enter Clown and Audrey. 


E ſhall find a time, Audrey; patience, 
| gentle Audrey. 

Aud. Faith the prieſt was good enough, for all the 
old ,>ntle man's ſaying. 

Clo. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a moſt vile 
Mar- text! but Audrey, there is a youth here in the foreſt 
lays claim to you. | ; 

Aud. Ay, I know who tis; he hath no intereſt in the 
world; here comes the man you mean. | 
| ; Enter William. 

Clo. It is meat and drink to me to ſee aclown; by my 
troth, we that have good wits have much to anſwer for: 
we ſhall be flouting ; we cannot hold, 

Mill. Good ev'n, Audrey. 3 

Aud. God ye good ev'n, VWilliam. 

Mill. And good ev'n to you, Sir. | 

Clo. Goodey'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head, co- 
ver thy head; nay, pr'ythee be cover d. How old are 
you, friend? | | N 


Crown. 


. 
* 
. 
* 
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Will. Five and twenty, Sir. 
_ Cle. Aripe age: is thy name William? 
Will. William, Sir. 
Co. A fair name. Waſt'borni'th forreſt here 2 


Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God. ſ 
- Clo. Thank God: a- good anſwer: art rich? a 
5 Faith, Sir, = ſo. Ape | * 
Clo. So ſo is good, very good, very excellent good: 
and yet it is not 20 is but ſo ſo. Art thou wiſe? 2 ] * 
Mill. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit. | 7 Ni 
Clo. Why, thou ſay'ſt well: I do now remember a: {a 
ſaying, the fool doth think he is wiſe, but the wiſe hs 
man knows himſelf to be a fool. The heathen philoſo= KM 
pher, when he had a defire to eat a grape, would open R 
his lips when he put it into his mouth; meaning thereby 2 
that grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. You do 
| love this maid ? | -” 
| C m 
9 Clo. Give me thy hand: art thou learned? 1 
., Sin | ye 


Clo. Then learn this of me; to have, is to have. 
For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink being pou- 
red out of a cup into a glaſs by filling the one doth empty 
the other. For all your writers do conſent, that 7pſe is th 
he: now you are not zpſe; for I am he. inet +0 

Will. Which he, Ssir. | 


Cie. He, Sir, that muſt: marry this woman; there- cla 
fore you clown, abandon; which is in the vulgar, leave 
the ſociety; which in the booriſh, is company, of this 1 
female; which in the common, is woman; which toge- 0 
ther is, abardon the ſociety of this female; or clown, ( 
thou periſheſt; or, to thy better underſtanding, dieſt; + 
or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, tranſlate thy. © Wa 
life into death, thy liberty into bondage; I will deal in, 798 
poiſon with thee, or in baſtinado, or in ſteel; I will | ove 
bandy thee in faction, E will o'er-run- thee with policy, me 
I will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways; therefore trem- lo 
ble and depart. | | CLIO | hal 

O! 


Aud. Do, good William. „„ 
ill. God reſt you merry, Sir. IExit. gk 
Enter Corin.. | 
Cr. Our maſter and miſtreſs ſeek you; come away, 
way. Ce. 
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Clo. Trip Audrey, trip Audrey; I attend, I attend. 
| | [ Exeunt. 
Enter Orlando and Oliver. 

Orla. Is't poſſible, that on ſo little acquaintance you 
ſhould like her? that by ſeeing, you ſhould love her; 
and loving, woo? and wooing, the ſhould grant? and 
will you perſevere to enjoy her? : 

Oli. Neither call the giddineſs of it in queſtion, the po- 


verty of her, the. ſmall acquaintance, my ſudden wooing, 


nor her ſudden conſenting ; but ſay with me, I love Aliena; 


ſay with her, that ſhe loves me; conſent with both that 


we may enjoy each other; it ſhall be to your good: for 


my father's houſe, and all the revenue that was old Sir 
Rowland's, will I eſtate upon you, and here live and die 
a ſhepherd, | | 

Enter Roſalind, | 


Orla. You have my conſent. Let your wedding be to 


morrow ; thither will I invite the Duke, and all his con- 
tented followers: go you and prepare Aliena; for look 
you, here comes my Roſalind. 
Ke. God ſave you, brother. 
Oli. And you, fair Siſter. 


Reſ. Oh, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to ſee 


thee wear thy heart in a ſcarf. 
Orla. It is my arm. 5 
Reſ. I thought thy heart. had been wounded with the 
claws of a lion. | 
Orla. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 
R.. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited 
to ſwoon, when ſhe ſhew'd me your handkerchief? 
Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 
Roſ. O, I know where you are: nay, tis true: there 
was never any thing ſa ſudden, but the fight of two 
rams, and Cæſar's thraſonical brag; of I came, ſaw and 


overcame: for your brother and my ſiſter no ſooner- 


met, hut they look'd; no ſooner look'd, but they 


| loy'd ; no ſooner lov'd, but they ſigh'd; no ſooner- 


fizh'd, but they ask'd one another the reaſon; no 
ſooner knew the reaſon, but they ſought the re- 


| medy ; and in theſe degrees have they made a pair of 
ſtairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, 


or 
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or elſe be incontinent before marriage; they are in the ve- 
ry wrath of love, and they will together. Clubs cannot 
rt them. : | | 

Orla. They ſhall be married to-morrow; and I will 
bid the Duke to the nuptial. But O, how bitter a 
thing it is to look into happineſs through another 
man's eyes: by ſo much the more ſhall I to-morrow 
be at the height of heart-heavineſs, by how much I ſhall 
_ my brother happy, in having what he wiſhes 
ore ie: © : 
 Rofſ. Why then to-morrow I cannot ferye your turn 
for Roſalind. | | 

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking, 

Roſe I will weary you then no longer with idle 
talking. Know of me then, for now I ſpeak to ſome 
purpoſe, that I know you are a gentleman of good 
conceit, I ſpeak nut this that you fhould bear a good 


opinion of my knowledge; . infomuch, I fay, I know 


what you are; neither do I labour for a greater e- 
ſteem than may in ſome little meaſure draw a belief 
from you to do yourſelf good, and not to grace me. 
Believe then, if you pleaſe, that I can do ſtrange 
things; I have, fince I was three years old, converſt 
with a magician, moſt profound in his art, and yet 
not damnable. If you do love Roſalind ſo near the heart. 
as your geſture cries it out, when your brother marries 
Aliena you ſhall marry her. I know into what ſtreights 
of fortune ſhe is driven, and it is not impoſſible to me, 
If it appear not inconvenient to you, to fet her before 
Ava eyes to-morrow ; human as ſhe is, and without any 

anger, | 

22 Speak ſt thou in ſober means? | 
Ra. By my life I do, which I tender dearly, tho” 
I fay I am a magician : therefore put you on your beſt 
array, bid your friends: For it you will be mar- 
ried to-morrow, you ſhall; and to Roſalind, if you 


will. 
| Enter Silvius and Phebe. 
Look here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers.. 
Pjbe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleneſs, 
To ſhew the letter that I writ to you. 
Reſc ] care not if I have: it is my ſtudy 


n 


oe — 
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Jo ſeem deſpiteful and ungentle to you: 


You are there follow'd by a faithſul ſhepherd ; 
Look upon him, love him; he worſhips you. 
Phe. Good ſhepherd, tell this youth what it is to love. 


4 p 


Sil. It is to be made of ſighs and tears. 


And ſo am [ for Phebe. 


Phe. And I for Ganimed. 
Orla. And I for Reſalind. 
' Ref. And I for no woman. | 2 
Sil. ©Itis to be made all of faith and ſervice; 
And ſo am for Pbebe. 
Phe, And I far Ganime d. 
Orla. And I for Roſalind. 
Roſe And I for no woman. | 
$71. It is to be all made of fantaſia, 


All made of paſſion, and all made of wilhes; 


© All adoration, duty and obſervange, 
© All humbleneſs, all patience, and impatience, 
© All purity, all tryal, all obſervance, 
And ſo am I for Phebe. 

Phe. Ard fo am l for Ganimed. 

Orla. And ſo am I for Roſalind, 

Roſ. And ſo am I for no woman. 

Phe, If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 

| 2 | OR [To Roſe 
Orla, If this be ſo, why blame you me tolove you 3 
| | | To Phe. 
Orla. If this be ſo, why blame you me to A. you ? 
Roſe Who do you ſpeak to, why blame you me to 
love you? | | 

Orla, To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Roſe Pray, you no more of this; tis like the how- 
ling of wiſh wolves againſt the moon; I will help you 
if if can; I would love you if I could: to-morrow 
meet me altogether : I will marry you, if ever I 
marry woman, and VII be marrted to-morrow ; [To 
Phe. ] I will ſetisfy you, if ever I ſatisfy'd man, and 
vou thall be married to morrow; [LI Orl.] I will 
content you, if what pleaſes you contents you, and 
you hall be married to-morrow. [Io Sil. ] As you 
lore Roſalind meet, as you love Phebe meet, and 28 I 
love no woman, Fl] meet. So fare you well; I have 
left your commands, | Sit, 
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$71. I'll not fail, if 1 live. , 
Phe. Nor J. N | Y 


Orla. Nor J. 


[Exeunt, fae! 


Enter Clown. and Audrey. 


Cle. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey : to-mor- 1 
row we will be married. | . 

Aud. I do deſire it with all my heart; and I hope it 7 
is no diſhoneſt deſire, to deſire to be a woman of the Ca 
world. Here come two of the baniſh'd Duke's ©; 
Pages. | As 

Enter two pages. | 
I Page, Well met, honeſt gentleman, ES TS 

Clo. By my troth well met; come fit, fit, and a ſong. v0 

2 Page. We are for you, ſit i th middle. Yo 

I Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawk- ; 
ing or ſpitting, or ſaying we are hoarſe, which are the 
only prologues to a bad voice? ; 3 ; 

2 Page. Ifaith, ifaich, and both in a tune, like two I 
gypſies on a horſe. ( 


_ That ver the green corn-field did paſs 


IVhen birds do ſing, hey 


It was a liver and his laſs, . 
With a hey and a ho, and a bey nonine, 
In the ſpring time; ang gd ſpring-time, 
ing a ding, dinge 
Sweet lovers love the ſpring. 
And therefcre take the preſent time, 
With a hey, and a be, and a hey nonino; 


Hr love is crown d with the prime 8 
In the ſpring time, ke. K. 
Between the acres of the » 5 V0 
With a hey, and a hi, and a be mnino , BY 
Theſe pretty country-folks would he, | O 
In the ſpring time, &c. | Kt 
The carrol they began that hour, 5 | If 
With a hey, and a h, and a hey ninino, ET 

How that a life was but a flower, 
nn tbe ſpring time, &c. | So 
Clo. Truly, young gentleman, though there was no N 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very un- E. 


tunable. | 


1 Page, 


18 


0 
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1 Page, You are deceiy'd, Sir, we kept time, we loſt 
not our time. | 

Clo. By my troth, yes: I count it but time loſt to hear 
ſuch a foolith ſong. God b'w'y you, and God mend 


your voices. Come, Audrey. [ Excunt. 
Euter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver, 
and Celia. 


' Duke Sen. Doſt thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 


Can do all this that he hath promis'd ? 
Orla. I ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do not; 


As thoſe that fear they hope, and know they fear, 


Enter Roſalind, Silvius and Phebe, 

Roſe Patience ence more, whiles our compact is urg'd : 
You ſay, if I bring in your Roſalind, [ To the Duke, 
You well beſtow her on Orlando here? | 

Duke Sen, That would I, had I kingdoms to give 

with her. ILY | es 

Reſe And you ſay you will have her when I bring her? 

| [To Orlando. 

Orla. That would I, were I of all kingdoms King. 

Roſ. You ſay you'll marry me, if I be willing. 

9 . 5 [ To Phebe. 
Phe. That will I, fhould I die theſhour after. | 
R/. But if you do refuſe to marry me, 


{ You'll give your ſelf to this moſt faithful ſhepherd, 


Phe. So is the bargain, 
Re. You ſay, that you'll have Phebe, if ſhe will? 
| | [ To Silvius. 
$71. Tho to have her and death were both one thing. 
Ro/. I've p omis'd to make all this matter even; 
Keep you your word, O duke, to give your daughter; 
You, yours, Orlando, to receive his Daughter: | 


| Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me, 

Or ele retufing me to wed this ſhepherd. 

| Keep your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her, 

If the refuleme ; and from hence 1 go 

| To in: ke chef doubts all even, f Ex. Roſ. and Celia. 


Duke en. I do remember in this Shepherd boy, 


Some lively touches ot my daughter's favour, 


Orla. My Lord, the firſt time that Jever ſaw him, 


Methought he was a brother to your daughter; 
| Put my good Lord, this boy is for reſt· born 


And 
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And hath been tutor'd in the radiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies by his uncle, 
Whom he reportsto be a great magician, 
Obſcured in the circle of this foreſt, 

Euter Clown and Audrey. 


Jag. There is ſure another flood toward, and theſe 


couples are coming to the ark. Here come a pair of very 
ſtrange beaſts, which in all torgues are call'd fools. 
Clo, Salutation and greeting to you all. 


Jaq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the 


mctley-minded gentleman that I have ſo often met in the 
foreſt : he hath been a courtier, he ſwears. 


Clo. © If any man doubt that, let him put me to my 


© purgation; I have trod a meaſure, I have flatter'd 3 
© lady, I have been politick with my friend, ſmooth 
«© with mine enemy, I have undone three taylors, I 
© have had four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jag. And how was that ta'en up? 15 

Clo. Faith we met, and found the quarrel was upon 
the ſeventh cauſe. , if nes, 

Jag. How the ſeventh cauſe ? good my lord, like this 
fellow. 5 

Duke Sen. I like him very well. | 

Clo, God' ild you, Sir, I defire you of the like: I 
preſs it here, Sir, amongſt the reſt of the country 
copulatives, to ſwear, and to forſwear, according as 
marriage binds, and blood breaks: a poor virgin, tir, 
an i!l-fayour'd thing, Sir, but mine own, a poor humour 
of mine, Sir, to take that that no man elle will. Rich 
honeſty dwells like a miſer, Sir, in a poor houſe, as your 
pearl in your foul oyſter. : | 
Duke Sen. By my faith, he is very ſwift and ſenten- 
tious. | x | 
: Clo, According to the fool's bolt, Sir, and ſuch dulcet 

ileaſes. | 

Jag. But for the ſeventh cauſe; how did you find the 
quarrel on the ſeventh caule?2o - | | 

Clo. Upon a lie ſeven times removed; (hear your 
body more ſeemingly, Aude) as thus, Sir; I did dil- 
like the cut of a certain courtier's beard; he ſent me 
word, if I ſaid his beard was not cut well, he was in 
the mind it was: this is call'd the retort courteous, If 


As you Like it. 69 
I ſent him word again it was not well cut, he wou'd 
ſend me word, he cut it to pleaſe himſelf. This is 
call'd the quip modeſt, It again, it was not well cut, he 
diſabled my judgment: this is call'd the reply churliſh, 
If again, it was not well cut, he would anfwer, I ſpake 
not true: this is call'd the reproof valiant. If again it 
was not well cut, he would fay I lie: this is call d 
the countercheck quarrelſome; and 1o the lie circum- 
ſtantial, and the lie direct. 


Jag. And how oft did you ſay his beard was not well 


cut ? | | 

Co. ] durit go no further than the lie circumſtantial z 
nor he durſt not give me the lie direct, and ſo we 
meaſur'd ſwords, and parted. | N | 
To Can you nominate in order now the degrees of 
the lie? | 

Clo. O Sir, we quarrel in print, by the book; as you 
have books for good manrers, I will name you the 
degrees. The firſt, the retort courteous; the ſecond, 
the quip modeſt; the third, the reply churliſk ; the 
fourth, the reproof valiant; the fifth, the countercheck 
quarrelſome; the ſixth, the lie with circumſtance ; the 
ſeyenth, the lie direct. All theſe you may avoid, but 
the lie direct; and you may avoid that too, with an It. 


I knew when ſeven Juſtices could not take up a quarrel, 


but when the parties were met themſelves, one of them 
thought but of an If; as, if you {aid ſo, then I ſaid ſe; 
and they ſhook hands, and iwore brothers. Your If is 
the only peace- maker; much virtue in If. 

Jag. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's good 
at any thing, and yet a fool. | 


Dake Sen. He ules his folly like a ſtalking-horſe, and 


under the preſentation of that he ſhoots his wit, 
Enter Hymen, Roſalind in woman s cloaths, and Celia. 


Hym. Then is there mirth in heav'n, 
Ihen earthly things made even 
Atene together. 
Good Duke receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 


Tea, brought her hither, 
That 
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That th:u might's join her hand with his, 
Whoſe heart within his boſom is. | 
Ref. To you I give my ſelf, for I am yours. 
1 5 | To the Duke, 
To yeu I give my ſelf, for I am yours. To Orlando, 
Duke Sen. If there be truth in ſight, ou are my 
daughter, 


Orla, If there be truth in fight, you are my Roſalind, 


Ph e. If ſight and ſhape be true, 
Why then my love adieu. 
Re/. I'll have no father if you be not he; 
I'IH have no husband, if you be not he; 
Nor ne er wed Woman, if ycu be not ſhe, 
Hm. Peace hoa; I bar confuſion: 
*Tis I muſt make conclufon 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
Jo join in Hymen's bands, 
It truth holds true contents. 
You and you no croſs ſhall part; 
You and you are heart in heart; 
* You to his love muſt accord, 
Or have a woman to your lord, 
You and you are ſure together, 
Ass the winter to foul weather: 
V hiles a wedlock hymn we ſing, 
Feed your ſelves with queſtioning : 
That reaſon wonder may diminiſh, 
How thus we met, and theſe things finiſh, 
S O N S. 
Wedding is great ſuno's crown, 
DO bleſſed bond of board and bed! 
*Tis Hymen peoples every town, 
High wedloik then be honoured : 
Honour, hish honour and renown 
To Hymen, God of every town . 


Dube Sen. O my dear neice, welcome thou art to me, 
Even daughter, welcome, in no leſs degree. 

Phe. I will not eat my word, row thou art mine, 
Thy faith, my fancy, to thee doth combine. 


Enter 
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Enter Jaques de Boys. 
Jag. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two: 
Jam the ſecond {en of old Sir Rowland, 
That brings theſe tidings to this fair aſſembly. 
Duke Frederick hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth relorted to this foreſt, 
Add reſs d a mighty power which were on foot 
In his own conduct purpoſely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the ſword : 
And to the skirts of this wild wood he came, 
Where meeting with an old religious man, 
After ſome queſtion with him was converted 
Both from his enterprize, and from the world; 
His crown bequeathing to the baniſh'd brother, 
And all their lands reſtor'd to them again 
That were with him exil'd. This to be true, 
Idoengage my life. | 
Duke Sen. Welcome, young man : 
Thou offer'it fairly to thy brother's wedding; 
To one, his lands with-held ; and to the other, 
A land it (elf at large, a potent Dukedom. 
Firſt, in this foreſt, Jet us do theſe ends. 
That here were well begun, and well hegot : 
And after, every of this happy number 
That have endur'd ſhrewd days and nights with us 
Shall ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 
According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 
Mean time, forget this new-fall'ndignity, 
And fall into our ruſtick revelry : | | 
Play muſick, and you brides and bridegrooms all, 
With mealure heap'd in joy, to th' mealures fall. 
Jag. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a religious life, = 
And thrown into negle& the pompous court. 
Jag. de B. He hath, 
Faq. To him will I: out of theſe convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn d. 
You to your former honour I bequeath, ¶ To the Dake, 
our patience and your virtue well deſerve it: 
You toa love that your true faith doth merit; 
| [UI Orla. 


You to your land and loye, and great allies; {To Oli. 


3 vou 
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You to a long and well-deſerved bed; (To Sil if 
And you to wrangling; for thy loving voyage. 

(To the Clem. 
Is but for two months victual'd: ſo to your pleaſures; 
I am for other than for dancing meaſures. 

Duke Sen, Stay, Jaques, ſtay. 

Jaq. To ſee no paſtime, I: what you would hay: 
I'll ſtay to know at your abandon'd cave. Exit. 

Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed; we will begin theſe rites, 
As we do truſt they'll end, in true delights. 

Roſe It is not the faſhion to ſee the lady the epilogue, 
but it js no mo1e urhand ſome than to {ze the lord the 
prologue. if it be true, that good wine needs no buſh, 
"tis true, that a good play needs no epilogue. Yet to 


good wine they do uſe good buſhes; and good plays | 


prove the better by the help of good epilogues. What a 
caſe am I in then, that am neither a good epiiogue, nor 
can inſinuate with you in the behalf of a good play? | 
am not furniſh'd like a beggar; therefore to beg will not 
become me. My way is to conjure you, and i'II begin 
with the women, I charge you, O women, for the 
love you bear to men, to like as much of this play as 


pleaſes you: and I charge you, O men, for the love 


you bear to women, (as I perceive by your ſimpering, i 
none of you hate them) that between you and the women, 
the play may pleaſe. It I were a woman, I would kit 
as many of you as had beards that pleaſe me, complexions 
that lik d me, and breaths that I defy'd not: and I am 
ſure, as many as have good beards, or good faces, or 
{weet breaths, will, for my kind. offer, when I make i 
curt'ly, bid me farewel. (Exeunt onmes, 
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M.DCC.XXXV, 


Prince f Arragon, 


Jeſſica, Daughter to Shylock. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


D UR E of Venice. 
Morochius, # Mooriſh Prince, 7 C 
Anthonio, the Merchant of Venice. 
Baſſanio, bis Friend, in love with Portia, 


Salanio, | | | | 
Solarino, Nee to Anthonio and Baſſanio. 
Gratiano, | | : 
Lorenzo, in love with Jeſſica. 

Shylock, 4 Jew. | 

Tubal, a Jew, his Friend. 

Launcelot, 4 Clown, Servant to the Jew. 
Gobbo, an old Man, Father to Launce lot. 


Portia, an Heireſs of great Quality and Fortune. 
Neriſſa, Confident to Portia. | 


Senators of Venice, Officers, Servants to Portia, aud I a. 


ot her Attendants. An 


SCENE partly at Venice, and partiy Or 
at Belmont, the Seat of Portia pon the Þ > 


Continent. FD | as 
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Enter Anthonio, Solarino, and Sa lanio. 
| Aut boni o. | 


Alt wearies me; you ſay it wearies you; 


It 


ö K . YN by $55 f 
What ſtuff 'tis made of, whereof it is 


born, 


J am to learn 
And ſuch a want · wit ſadneſs makes of me, 
i That I have much ado to know my felf. 


Sal. Your mind is toſſing on the ocean, 


There were your * Argoſites with portly fail, 
Like ſigniers and rich burghers on the flood, 
Or as it were the pageants of the ſea, 

Do over-peer, the Þ petty traſfickers 

That curſie to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 


Sela. Believe me, Sir, had I ſuch venture forth, 


The better part of my affe&ions would 
| Be with By hopes || aboard. I ſhould be ſtill 


Plucking the graſs, to know where firs the wind, 


| Prying in maps for ports, and peers, and roads 
And every object that might make me fear 


A 2 Mit 


Ar ofie, 4 Ship, from Argo, Þpritty. {| abroad, 


— 
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Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 3 
Would make me ſad. HE | 
Bal. My wind cooling my broth 5 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thougbt 
Mhat harm a wind too great might do at ſea. b 
I ſhould not ſee the ſandy hour-glaſs run, 
Bur I ſhould think of ſhallows and of flats, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew dock'din ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 
To kiſs her burial. Should I goto church 
And ſee the holy edifice of ſtone, 
And not bethink me ſtrait of dang'rous rocks? 
Which touching but my gentle veſlel's ſide, | 
Would ſcatter all the ſpices on the ſtream, 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my ſilks, 
And in a word, but even now worth this, | 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 
To think on this, and ſhall I lack the thought, 
That ſuch a thing bechanc'd would make me ſad ? 
But tell not me, I know Aut honio, 5 
Is ſad to think upon his merchandize. "FEBS 
Anth. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom truſted, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole eſtate 
Upon the fortune of this preſent year ; 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not ſad. 
Fola. Why then you are in love. 
Anth. F ie, fie. | | 
Sola. Not in love neither! then let's ſay you're ſad, 
Becauſe you are not merry; 'twere as eaſy 
For you to laugh and leap, and ſay you're merry, 
Becauſe you are not ſad. Now by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd ſfrange fellows in her time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh like parrots at a bag-piper 
And others of ſuch vinegar aſpec, | 
That they'll not ſhow their teeth in way of ſmile, 
Though Neſtor ſwear the jeſt be laughable. | 
Enter Baſſanio, Loronzo and Gratiano. | 
Sal. Here comes Baſſanio, your moſt noble kinſman ; 


Gratiano and Lorenzo: fare ye well; * 
15 N 4 


ght 


The Merchant of Venice. 


We leave ye now with better company. 
Sola. T would have Raid till I had made you merry, 
If worthier friends had nor prevented me. 
Aub. Vour worth is very dear in my regard: 
I take it your own buſineſs calls on you, 
And you embrace tlr occaſion to depart, 
Sal. Good morrow, my good lords. 
Bas. Good Signiors both, when ſhall we laugh? 
| ſay when? | | 
You grow exceeding ſtrange 3 muſt it be ſo? 
Sal. We'll make our leiſures to attend on yours. 
Sola. My lord Baſſanio, ſince you've found Authonie. 
We two will leave you; but at dinner-rime, 
I pray you have in mind where we muſt meer. 
Baſſ. I will not fail you. [Exeunt Solar. and Sola. 
Gra. You look not well, Signior Anthonio 3 
You have too much reſpe&upon the world: 


They loſe it, that do buy it with much care. 


Believe me, you are marvellouſly chang'd.. 
Arth. J hold the world but as the world, Grati ans, 
A ſtage where every one muſt play his part, | 
And mine a fad one. 

_ Gra. Let me play the fool | | 
With mirthand laughter ; let old wrinkles come, 
And let my liver rather heat with wine, 


Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 


Why ſhould a man, whoſe blood is warm within, 
Sit like his 22 cut in Aabaſter : : 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 


By being peeviſh? FT tell thee what, Authonio, 


(T love thee, and 'tis my love that ſpeaks: 
There are a ſort of men, whoſe viſages 
Do cream and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 
And do a wilful ſtilneſs entertain, 

With purpoſe to be dreſt in an opinion 
Of wiſdom, gravity, profound conceit, 
As who ſhould ſay, 1am Sir Oracle, 

And when J ope my lips, let no dog bark 
O my Aithonio, I do know of thoſe, 

That therefore only are reputed wiſe, 


A3 For 
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For ſaying nothing; who I'm very ſure, 
If they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt damn thoſe ear, 
Which hearing them, would call their brothers fools, 
T'll tell thee more of this another time: 
Bur fiſh not. with this melancholy bait, 
For this fooF's gudgeon, this opinion. 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 
I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 
Lor. Well, we'll leave you then 'till dinner-time. 
T muſt be one of theſe ſame dumb wife men; 
For Gyati ano never lets me ſpeak, ” 1 5 
Grs, Well, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thy own tongue, 
Auth. Fare wel; Pll grow a talker: for this gear. 
Gra. Thanks i' faith; for ſilence is only commendable 
In a neat's tongue dry'd, and a maid not NI? 
35 . e IIe. 


Anti. Ts that any thing now? . 
Baſſ. Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice: his reaſons are as 
two grains of wheat hid in two buſkels of ehaff; you 
Mall ſeek all day e'er you find them, and when you 
have them, they are not worth the ſearch. 
Auth. Well; tell me now what lady is the ſame 
To whom you fwore a ſecret' pilgrimage, | 
Thar you to-day promis'd to tell me of ? 
Baſſ. Tis not unknown to you, Authonto. 
How much I have difabled mine eſtate, 
By ſhewing ſomething a more ſwelling port, 
Than any faint means would grant continuance 
Nor do I now make mban to be abrideg'd 
From ſach a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from the great debts, 
Wherein my time, ſomething too prodigal, 
Hath left me gag'd; to you, Authonio, 
T owe the moſt in money, and in love, 
And from your love J have warranty 


| * 


" daunt and da mm, in other editions, It alludes to the 
faying in St. Marth. v. 22. Whoever ſhall ſay to his 
brother, Thou fool, ſhall be in danger of Hel[-fire. 


: Renowned ſuitors ; and her ſunny locks 
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T' unburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Anth. T pray you good Baſſanio let me know it, 
And if it ſtand as you yourſelf till do, | 


* Wirhin the eye of honour, be aſſur'd 


My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt means 
Lie all unlock'd to your occaſions. | | 
Baſſ. In my ſchool-days, when J had loſt one ſha fr, 
T ſhot his fellow of the ſelf- ſame flight 
The ſelf-ſame way, with more advited watch, 
To find the other forth; by venr'ring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this child-hood proof, 
Becauſe what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 
That which T owe is loſt 1 but if you pleaſe 
To ſhoot another arrow that ſelf way, 
Which you did ſhoor the firſt, I do not doubr, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully reſt debtor for the firſt. 5 
Anth. You know me well, and herein ſpend but 
oh 
To wink about my love with circumſtance: 
And out of doubt you do me now more wrong, 
In making queſtion of my utmoſt, 
Than if you had made waſte of all I have. 
Then do but ſay to me, what I ſhould do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And J am preſt unto it; therefore ſpeak.) 
Baſſ. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 
And ſhe is fair, and fairer than that word, 
Of wond'rous virtues ; ſomerimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair ſpecchleſs meſſage ; 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervalu'd 


Io Cato's daughter, Brutus Portia : 


Nor is the wide world ign'rant of her worth; 
For the four winds blow in from every coaſt 


Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, | 
Which makes her ſeat of Belmont, Cholehos ſtrond, 
And many Jaſons come in queſt of her, 


A 4 
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O my Anthenio had I but the means | 


To hold a rival-place with one of them, | bn 
T have a mind preſages me ſuch tthrifr, EE. 
That I ſhould queſtionlefs be fortunate. | | w 

Auth. Thou know'ſt that all my fortunes are at ſea, de 
Nor have I mony, nor commodity | ct 

To raiſe a preſent ſum; therefore go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do; at 
That ſhall be rack'd even to the utmeſt, Ic 


To furniſn thee to Belmont to fair Portis ? 

Eo preſently enquire, and ſo will I, 

Where mony is, and I no queſtion make 

To have of it my truſt, or for my ſake. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II: Belmont. 


Tree Cackets are ſet ont, one of Gold, another of Silver, 1 u 
and another of Lead. | 
: Euter Portia and Neriſſa. 3 
Por. By my troth, Neri ſſa, my little body is weary 
of this great world n 4 
Ner. Lou would be, ſweet madam, if your miſeries 
were in the ſame abundance as your good fortunes 
are; and yet, for aughr I ſee, they are as fick that 
ſurfeit with too much, as they that ſtarve with no- 
thing ; therefore it is no ſmall happineſs to be ſeated 
in the mean ; ſuperfluity comes fooner by white 
hairs, . but competency lives longer. | 
Por. Good ſentence , and well pronounc'd. _ 
Nor. They would be better if welt followed. | 
Fer. If to do, were as eaſy as to know what were 
good to do, chappels had been churches, and poor 
mens cottages princes palaces. He is a good divine 
that follows his own inſtruQtions ; I can eaſter teach 
twenty what were good to be done, than to be one 
of the twenty to follow my own teaching. The brain 
i may deviſe laws for the blood, but a hottemper leaps 
o'er a cold decree ; ſuch a hare is madneſs the youtlr 


—— — get — 
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to skip o'er the meſhes of good counſel the cripple. 
But this * reaſoning is not in faſhion to chuſe me a 
{ thrifr, for thriving. * reaſon, 


er Oo OO 


2 


The Merchant of Venice. 9 


husband: O me, the word chuſe ! I may never chuſe 
whom I would ,nor refuſe whom I diflike, ſo is the 
will of a living daughter curb'd by the will of a 
dead father: is it not hard, Neriſſa, that I cannot 
chuſe one, nor refuſe none? | 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous, and holy men 
at their death have good inſpirations; therefore the 


| lottery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts f 


gold, filver, and lead (whereof who choſes his mean- 


ing chuſes you) will no doubt never be choſen by any 


rightly, but one whom you ſhail rightly love. But 
what warmth is there in your affection towards any 
of theſe princely ſuiters that are already come; 

Por. I pray thee over-name them, and as thou na- 
meſt them I will deſcribe them, and according to 
my deſcription level at my affeQtion. 

Ner. Firſt there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Por. Ay, that's a colt indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horſe, and he makes it a great appro- 
priation to his own good parts that he can ſhoo him 

himſelt; I am' much afraid my lady his mother 
play'd falſe with a ſmith: 

Ner. Then there is the Count Palatine, 

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who: ſhould 
ſay, if you will not have me, chuſe : he hears merry 
tales, and ſmiles not; I fear he will prove the weep- 
ins philoſopher when he grows old, being fo full 
of unmannerly ſadneſs in His youth. I had rather be 
married to a death's head with a bone in his mouth, 
than to either of theſe. Cod defend me from theſe 
two. „ N 

Ner. How ſay you by the French lord, Monſieur Te 
BG. ! | 
Por. God made him, and therefore let him paſs for 


a man; in truth know it is a fin to be a rocker ;. 


bart he! why he hatch a horſe better than the Neaps!;- 
tas, a better bad habit of frov:ning than the Count 


Palatine, he is every man in no man; it a | rheoftle 


ſing, he falls ſtraira capering: he will fence with his 
OW madow ;. 171 mould marry him, If mould marry 


F 7 aſſel. 
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twenty husbands. If he would deſpiſe. me, I would b 
forgive him, for if he love me to madneſs, I ſhould ſ 
never require him. | | Ts 7 

Nir. What ſay you then to Hualconbriage, the young c 
baron of England *? | CT” | 0 
Per. You know I ſay nothing to him, for he un- 2 
der ſtands not me, nor I him; he hath neither Latin, b 
French, nor Hall an, and you may. Come into the court 1 
and ſwear, that I have a poor pennyworth in the Eng- | 
ib, He is a proper man's picture; but alas! who can 1 
cnaverſe with a dumb ſhow? how odd ly he is ſuited! b 
think he booght his doublet in Eah, his round hoſe 
in Frauee, his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour ſ 
every where. ; 
Ner. What think you of the * Scortifh lord his neigh- | ® 
bour ? SS | | Po 
Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, 
for he: borrow'd a box of the ear of the Engliſhman, * 
and ſwore he would pay him again when he was able. 
F think the Henchman became his ſurety, and ſealed | 
under for another. : | , 5 
Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of 
Saxony's nephew. 3 3 
Por. Very vilely in the morning when he is ſober, , 
and moſt vilely in the afcernoon when he is drunk; | 
when he is beſt, he is a little worſe than a man, and Þ = 
when he is worſt, he is little better than.a beaſt; and 1 


the worſt fall that ever fell, IJ hope I ſhall make ſhifc 
to go without him. | 88 

Ner. If he ſhould offer to chuſe, and chuſe the right 
gasket, you ſhould refuſe to perform your father's 
will. if you ſhould refuſe to accept him. 

Por. Therefore for fear of the worſt, I pray thee 
ſet a deep glaſs of Rheniſb wine on the contrary caſ- 
ker. for if the devil be within, and that temptation 
without, I know he will chuſe it. F will do any thing, 
N. ri ſſa, &er Iwill be marry'd to a ſpunge. 

Ner Vou need not fear, lady, the having any of 
the ſe lords: they have acquainted me withtheir deter- 
mig ations, which is indeed to return to their home, * 
and to trouble you with no more ſuit, unleſs you may ß 

other. . bs 
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be won by ſome ot her ſort than your father's impo- 


+ ſicion, depending on the caskets. PG 
Ee Por. If I live to be as old as Si67/la, I will die as 9 
i chaſte as D/ans, unleſs I be obtain'd by the manner il 
8 of my father's will: I am glad this parcel of wooers i 
po are fo reaſonabie, for there is not one among th-m 1 
5 but I doat on his very abſence, and wiſh them a fair N 
rt departure. | fa No [ 
m_ er. Do vou not remember, lady, in your father's 1 
gy time, a Venetian, 2 ſcholar and a ſoldier, that came | 
11 hither in company of the marquis of Mount ferrat? | A 
it Por. Yes, yes, it was Baſſanio, as I think, he was | 
5 call'd. g | | 


| Ner. True, madam ; he of all the men that ever 

n. muy fooliſh eyes look'd upon, was the beſt deſerving 
a fair lady. DE} f 

Por. I remember him well, and I remember him 


1 
„ worthy of thy praiſe. How now ? what news? | 
5 Enter a ſervant. 1 
„sr. The four ſtrangers ſeek for you, madam, to i 
; take their leave; and there is a fore-runner come | 
of from a fifth, the prince of Morocco, who brings word, || 
the prince his maſter will be here to-night. © 1 
hs Por. If I could bid the ſifth welcome with fo good 1 
: ? © heartas I can bid the other four farewel, I mould be | 
3: glad of his approach; if he have the condition of a [ 
4 faint, and the complexion of a devil, I had rather he 
fe i ſhould thrive. me than wive me. Come Ncrifja. Sire | 
rah go before; while we ihut the gate upon one | 
nr © wooer, another knocks at the door. Zxcunt. 
„ SCE N E II. Fence. f 
wry: : Euter Baſſanio and Shylock. ö 
7 | Shy. Three thouſand ducats? well. | 
5 Bafſ. Ay, fir, tor three months. | 
V. For three months? well. | ll 
> | Baſſ. For the which, as I told you, A:hoaie Mall 1 
of be bound. | 1 
r. S. Azthinio frail become bound? well. | 
2 Baſſ. May yoa itead me? will you pleaſure me? 
ay fhall I know your anſwer ? | 
be S. 
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Shy. Three thouſand ducats for three months, and 
Ant honio bound? 

Baſſ. Your anſwer to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. 

Baff. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary ? RE | 


ſufficient : ni his means are in ſuppoſition : he hath: 
an Argoſie bound to 7 ipolir, another to the Indies ? 
F underſtand moreover upon, the Ryalto, he hath a 
tHird at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other ven- 
tures he bath ſquander'd abroad. But ſhips are but 
boarls, ſailors but men; there be land-rats, and 
water-rats, water-thieves and land-thieves, I mean 
pyrates ; and then there is the peril of waters, winds 
and rocks. The man is notwithſtanding ſuſficient ;. 


Baſſ. Re aſſur'd you may. 5 
Shy. F will be aſſur'd I may; and that F may be 
aſſur'd, F will bethink me; may I ſpeak with Au- 
*honte ? & 5 * 

Baſſ. If it pleaſe you to dine with us. 
- Shy. Yes, to ſmell pork, to eat of the llabitation 


into? F will buy with you, ſell with you, talk with 

you, walk with you, and ſo following; but I will 

not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with 

you: What news on the Ryalro; whio is he comes here? 

h Enter Anthonio.. 

Baſſ. This is Signior Aut honio. 

Shy. [ Afide.] How like a fawning Publican he looks 

J hate him, fot he is a chriſtian : | 

But more, for that in low ſimplicity 

He lends out mony gratis, and brings dowm 

"The: rate of uſance here with us in Fenice. 

If F can catch hin him once upon the hip, 

F will feed far the ancient grudge I bear him; 

He hates our ſacred nation, and he rails | 

Ev'n there where merchants moſt do congregate,. 

Oane, my bargains, and my well-won tlirifr, 
+ a : Which 


 $hy. No, no, no, no; my meaning in ſaying he is & 
good man, is to have you underſtand me, that he is 


three thouſand ducats ? I think I may take his bond. 


which your prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the devil 
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Which he calls intereſt. Curſed be my tribe 
If I forgive him. SIPs 
Baſſ. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. J am debating of my preſent ſtore, 
And by the near gueſs of my memory, 
cannot inſtantly raiſe up the groſs 
Of full three thouſand ducats: what of that? 
Tibail, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furniſh me; bur ſoft, how many months 
Do you defire ? Reſt you fair, good Signior, {TrAnth? 
Yaur worſhip was the laſt man in our mouths. 
Auth. Shylock, although I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of exceſs, 
Yet to ſupply the ripe wants of my friend. 
Fil break a cuſtom---ls he yet polleſt 
How much he would? 
. Ay, ay, three thouſand ducats. 
Auth. And for three Months. 


Ss. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo; 


Well, then your bond: and let me ſee, but hear you, 
Methought you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow = 


pon advantage. 


Anth. I do never uſe it. | 
Shy. When Jacob grac'd his uncle Laban's ſheep, 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wiſe mother wrought in his behalf) 
The third. poſſeſſor; ay, he was the third. 
Anth. And what of him? did he take intereſt ? 
Shy. No, not take int'reſt, not as you would fay 
Directly inrreſt : mark what Jacob did. 


When Laban and himſelf were compromis'd 


Thar allthe * yeanlings which were ſtreak'd and pied 
Should fall as Faw#'s hire; the ewes being rank, 

In th' end of autumn turned to the rams: 

And when the work of generation was 

Between thefe woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful ſhepherd f peel'd me certain wands : 
And in the doing of the deed of kind, 


H- {tuck them up before the fulſome ewes; __ © 


Who then conceiving, did in yeaning times 
C 77 ITS: -- Fall 
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Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were Jacob's 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleſt ; 
And thrift is bleſſing, if men ſteal it not. 

Anth, This was a venture, Sir, that Jacob ſerv'd for; 
A thing not in his pow'r to bring to paſs, 
But ſway'd and faſhion'd by the eh. of heay'n. 
Was this inſerted to make int'reſt good? 

Or is your gold and ſilver ewes and rams? 
Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as faſt; 
Bar note me, Signior 
Auth. Mark you this, Baſſanio? 
The devil can cite ſcripture for his purpoſe. 
An evil ſoul, producing holy witneſs, 
Is Ike a villain with a ſmiling cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O what a goodly outſide falſhood hath ! 8 
Shy. Three thouſand dueats! tis a good round ſum. 
Three months from twelve, then let me ſee the rate. 

Auth. Well, Shylock; ſhall we be beholden to you? 

Shy. Signior Anthon/o, many a time and of  _ 
In the Rialto you have rated me, 5 5 
About my monies and my uſances, 

Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 

For ſufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, _ 
And ſpit upon my Jew!:ſh gaberdiae, 

And all for uſe of that which is my own, 

Weil then, it now appears you need my help: 

Go to then, you come to me, and you ſay, 

Shytock, we would have monies; you ſay io, 

You that did void your rheum upon my beard; 
And foot me, as you ſpurn a ſtranger cur 

Over your threſhold : money is you'ſuir, 
What ſhould I ſay to you? ſhould J not ſay, 
Hath a dog money; is it poſſible 

A cur can lend three thouſand ducats? or 

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 
With bated breath, and whiſp'ring humbleneſs, - 
Say this: fair Sir, you ſpit on me laſt Wedrcſday, 
You ſpurn me ſuch a day ; another time 
You call'd me dog ; and for theſe curteſies In 
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ll lend you thus much monies. 

Auth. J am as like to call thee ſo again, 

To ſpit on thee again, to ſpurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 

as to thy friend, (for when did friendſhip take 
A * breed of barren metal of his friend ?) 

But lend it rather to thine enemy, 

Who if he break, thou may'ſt with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, how you ſtorm ? : 

I would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the ſhames that you have ſtain'd me with, 
Supply your preſent wants, and take no doit 
Of uſance for my monies, and you'll not hear me: 
This is kiad I offer. 
5 Antb. This were kindneſs. | 
a Sly. This kindneſs will I ſhow ; 
Go with me to a notary, ſeal me there | | yi 
Four ſingle bond, and in a merry ſport 0 
If you repay me not on fuch a day, 1 
In ſuch a place, ſuch ſum or ſums as are | 
Expreſs'd in the condition, let the forfeit | 
 Benominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair fleſh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it ſhall pleaſe me. 

Auth. Content, in faith, I'll ſeal to ſuch a bond, 
And ſay there is much kindneſs in the Few. | 

Baſſ. You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a bond for me, 

Fil rather dwell in my neceſſity. 

Auth; Why, fear not man, I will not forfeit it ; 
Within theſe two months (that's a month before 
This bond expires): I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy. O father Abraham, what theſe chriſtians are! 
Whoſe own hard dealings teach them to ſuſpe& 
The thoughts of others | pray you tell me this, 

Tf he ſhould break his day, what ſhould I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 
A pound of man's fleſh taken from a man, Ts 

* breed of metal, meaning money at uſury, money that 
breeds more--- The old editions (two of ein) laue it, A 
bribe of batten metal 5 
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Ts not fo eflimable or profitable, F 
As fleſh of muttons beefs or goats. I fay. | 7 - 


To buy his favour, I extend this friendſhip : 


If he will take it, ſo; if nor, adieu; | 1 
And for my love, I pray you wrong me not. N BL 

Anth. Yes, Shylock, I will ſeal unto this bond. 1 A 

Shy. Then meer me forthwith at the Notary's. . 
Give him direction for this merry bond, : V. 
And I will go and purſe the ducats ſtrait, =_ 
See to my houſe, left in the fearful guard . Fe 
Of an unthrifty knave, and' preſently Fo 
Pl! be with you. 5 Et 7 


Auth. Hie thee, gentle Few. 
The Hebrew will turn chriſtian, he grows kind. 
Baſ. J like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 
Auth. Come on, in this there can be no diſmay, 
My ſkips come home a month before the day. [Exe 
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BELMONT. 


Enter Morochius, s Tawny- Moor, all iu white, aud three 
or four Followers accordingly, with Portia, Neriſſa, and 
her train, Ho. Cornets, . 


Abroc his. 
IIIſlike me not for my comp'e ion. 
The ſhadow'd livery of the burniſh'd ſun; 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bied. 
Bring me the faireſt creature northward born, 
Where Phoebus) fire ſcarce thaws the iſicles, 
And let us make inciſfjon for your love, 
To prove whioſe blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 
tell thee, lady, this aſpect of mine 
Hath fear'd the valiagt ; by my love I ſwear, 
The beſt regarded virgins of our clime =_ 
| Have loy*d: it too: I would not change this hue, Þ 
| Except to ſteal your thoughts, my gentle queen. | ; 
or. 
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The Merchant of Venice. 
Por. Tn terms of choice I am not ſolely led, 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes: 


Beſides, the lottery of my deſtin 
Bars me the right of voluntary chuſing. 


But if my father had not ſcanted me, 
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield myſelf 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you ; 


Yourſelf, renowned prince, then ſtood as fair 
As any comer I have look'd on yet, | 
For my affeQtion. . 

Mor. Ev'n for that I thank you; 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the caskets 
To try my fortune. By this ſcimitar, 
That flew the ſophy and a Perſian prince, 
That won three fields of ſultan Solyman, 
I would out- ſtare the ſterneſt eyes that look, 


Out-brave the heart moſt daring on the earth, 


Pluc k the young ſucking cubs from the ſhe- bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 

To win thee, lady. But, alas th: while! 

If Hercules and Lychas play at dice | 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Aleides beaten by his page, 

And ſo may I, blind fortune leading me, 


Miſs that which one unworthier may attain, 


And die with grieving. 
Por. You muſt take your chance, 
And either not attempt to chuſe at all, 
Or ſwear before you chuſe, if you chuſe wrong, 
Never to ſpeak to lady afterward l | 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advis'd. 
Moy. Nor will not : therefore bring me to my chance, 
Por, Firſt forward to the temple, after dinner, 
Your hazard ſhall be made. | | 


| _ Aer, Good fortune then? [Corners 
To make me bleſt or curfed'ſt among men. ¶Exeaut. 


SCENE II. Penice. 
| Enter Launcelot alone. | | 
Laun. Certainly my conſcience will ſerve me to 


run from this Jew, my maſter. The fiend is at 
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neck of my heart, 
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mine elbow, and tempts me, ſaying to me, Goh, 
Launcelot Gobbo, good Lawncelor, or good Gobbo, or 
good Launcelot Gobbo, uſe your legs, take the ſtart, 
run away. My conſcience ſays no; take heed honeſt 
Launcelot, take heed honeſt Gobbo; or as aforeſaid, ho- 
neſt Launcelot Gobbo, do not run, ſcorn running with 
thy heels. Well, the moſt. couragious fiend bids 


me pack, via ſays the fiend, away ſays the fiend, for 
the heav'ns rouſe up a brave mind, ſays the fiend, Þ 
and run. Well, =y conſcience hanging about the 

ays very wiſely to me, my ho. 
neſt friend Launcelot, being an honeſt man's ſon, or 


rather an honeſt woman's ſon- . for indeed my 
father did ſomething ſmack, ſomething grow to; he 
had a kind of taſte-- Well, my conſcience ſays, 
budge not; budge, ſays the fiend; budge nor, ſays 


my conſcience 3 conſcience, ſay I, you counſel well; 


fiend, ſay I, you counſel ill. To be rul'd by my 
conſcience I ſhould ſtay with the Jew my maſter, 


who, God bleſs the mark, is a kind of devil; and to 


run away from the Few; I ſhould be ruled by the 
fiend, who; ſaving-your reyerence, is the devil him» 
ſelf. Certainly the Jer is the very devil incarnal; 
and in my conſcience, my conſcience is but a kind 
of hard conſcience, to. offer to counſel me 'to ſtay 
with the Few. The fiend gives me more friendly 
counſel; I will run, fiend, my heels are at your 
command ment, I will run. | | 
Enter old Gobbo-with a basket, 

Eob, Maſter, young man, you, I pray you, which 

is the way to maſter. Jews? | 


Lain. G heav'ns, this is my true begotten father, 


who being more than ſand-blind, high gravel-blind 


knows me not; I will try confufions with him. 


Cob. Maſter young gentleman, I pray you which 
is the way to maſter Jews. E boot - 
Lays. Turn up, on your right-hand at the next 
turning, but at the next turning of all on your left; 
marry, at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but 
turn down ind irectly to the Few's houſe, ; 
Gob, By God's ſonties, cwill be a hard way to hit; 
| | can 
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can you tell me whether one Launceler that dwells 


with him, dwell with him or no? 


Laun. Talk yon of young maſter Launcelot? (mark 


me now, now will I raiſe the waters ;) talk you of 


young maſter Launcelot ? | 

Gob, No maſter, fir, but a poor man's ſon. His 
father, though I ſay't, is an honeſt exceeding poor 
man, and God be thanked well to live. 

Lawn. Well, let his father be what he will, we 


talk of young maſter Launcelot? 


Gob. Your worſhip's friend and Launcelot, fir, 
Laun. But I pray you ergo, old man, erz0 I beſeech 


3 you, talk you of young mafter Launcelot? 


Cob. Of Launcelot, an't pleaſe your maſterſhip, 


* Laun. Ergo maſter. Launcelot, talk not of maſter 
Launcelet father, for the young gentleman (according 
to fates and deſtinies, and ſuch odd ſayings, the ſiſters 
| three, and ſuch branches of learning) is indeed de- 
| ceaſed, or as you would fay in plain terms, gone to 
heav'n. 8 

Seb. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very ſtaff 
of my age, my very prop. 


Laun. Do I look Ike a cadgel, or a hovel-poſt, a 
prop? do you know me, father? : 
Gob. Alack the day. I know you not, young gen- 


tleman; but I pray you tell me, is my boy, God ret 
| his ſoul, alive or dead? 


Laun. Do you not know me, father? 
Geb. Alack, fir, I am ſand-blind, I know you not. 


Laux. Nay, indeed if you had your eyes you might 
fail of the knowing me: it is a wiſe father that knows 
his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news 
of your ſon, give me your bleſſing, truth will come 
to light, murder cannot be hid long 
may; but in the end truth will out. | 
So. Pray you, ſir, ſtand up, I am ſure you are not 
| Lanncelot my boy. | 


„a man's ſon 


Lau», Pray you let's have no more fooling about 


|=. or gre a pr Haig 1 ue ot, your 
boy that was, your ſon that is, your child that ſhall be. 


Cob. I cannot think you are my fon, 


Laun. 
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Laun. I know not what I ſhall think of that: but 
I am Launcelot the Jew's man, and I am ſure Margo, 
your wife is my mother. CSS os 7; 
Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed. Tl be ſwom 
if thou be Launc lot, thou art mine own fleſh and! 
blood: lord worſhipp'd' might he be what a beard 
haſt thou got! thou haſt got more hair on thy chin, 
than Dobbin my fill-horſe has on his tail. N 
Zaun. It ſhould ſeem then that Dobbin's ta il grows 
backward, I am ſure he had more hair on his tail! 
than I have on my face when I laſt ſaw him. . 
Cob. Lord, how art thou chang'd ! how doſt thou 
and thy maſter agree? I have brought him a pre- 
ſent; how agree you now? 
Lawn. Well, well; but for mine own part, as 1 
have ſet up my reſt to run away, ſo I will not ret 
till T have run ſome ground. My maſter's a very] s 
Few: give him a preſent ! give him a halter! I am A 
famiſh'd in his ſervice. You may tell every finger IÞ I 
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come, Þ tt 
give me your preſent to one maſter Baſſanio, who in. 
deed gives rare new liveries; if I ſerve him not, II m 
will run as far as God has any ground. O rare for- of 
tune, here comes the man; to him father, for I an 
2 Jew if I ſerve the Few any longer. | * 
Enter Baſſanio with a follower or two. LM 
Baſſ. You may do ſo; but let it be ſo haſted, that 


ſupper be ready at the fartheſt, by five of the Clock; ne 
ſee theſe letters deliver'd, put the liveries to making, 


and deſire Grati ano to come anon to my lodging. al 
Laun. To him, father. ſin 
Gob. God bleſs your worſhip. | | all 
Baſſ. Gramercy, would'ſt - 0M aught wih me? Þ ni 
Gob. Here's my ſon, ſir, a poor boy. th 
Layun, Not a poor boy, fir, but the rich Jew's man, of 
that would, ſir, as my father ſhall ſpecify. fin 
Gob. He hath a great infection, fir, as one would] go 
ſay, to ſerve. | | : mj 


Lawn. Indeed, the ſhort and the long is, I ſerve the ; 
Jew, and have a deſi re as my father ſhall f. * = 
| 08, 
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Cob. His maſter and he, faving your worſhip's re- 
yerence, are ſcarce catercouſins. | 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew 
having done me wrong, doth cauſe me, as my father, 
being, I hope, an old man, ſhall frutify unto you. 

Gob. I have here a diſh of doves that I would be- 
ſtow upon your worſhip, and my ſuit is | 

Laun. In very brief, the ſuit is impertinent to my- 
ſelf, as your worſhip ſhall know, by this honeſt old 
man; and, though I fay it, though old man, yet 
poor man, my father. 

Baſſ. One ſpeak for both, what would you? 

Laun. Serve you, fir. 8 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, fir. 

Baſſ. I know thee well, thou haſt obtain d thy ſuit ; 
Shylock, thy maſter, ſpoke with me this day, 

And hath preferr'd thee, if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew's ſervice to become 
the follower of ſo poor a gentleman. 

Lain. The old proverb is very well parted between 
my maſter Shylock and you, fir ; nn have the grace 
of God, tir, and he hath enough. | 

Baſſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt it well; go father with thy ſon, 
Take leave of thy old maſter, and enquire 
My lodging out; give him a livery, 

More guarded than his fellows: ſee it done. 

Laun, Father in, I cannot get a ſervice, no ? 1 have 
neer a tongue in myhead ? well, if any man in rah 
have a fairer table which doth offer to ſwear upon 
a book, I ſhall have good fortune; go to, here's a 
imple line or life, here's a ſmall trifle of wives, 
alas, fifteen wives is nothing, eleven widows, and 
nine maids, is a ſimple coming in for one man; and 
then to ſcape drowning thrice, and to be in peril 


of my life with the edge of a feather-bed, here are 


ſimple *ſcapes! well, if fortune be a woman, ſhe's a 
good wench for this geer. Father come, Pl take 
my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

| | [Ex, Laun and Gob. 
Baſſ. J pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this; 


Theſe things being bought, and orderly 
. e 
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Return in haſte, for I do feaſt to-night 
My beſt eſteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, ge. 
Leon. My beſt endeavours ſhall be done herein. 
| | SCENE III. 
Enter Gratia no. 
Gra. Where is your maſter? 
Leon. Yonder, fir, he walks. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanie. 
' Baſſ. Gratiano. 
Gra. I have a ſuit to you. 
Baſſ. You have obtain'd it. 
Gra. You-muſt not deny me, I muſt go with you 
to Belmont. 8 8 
Baſſ. Why then you muſt : but hear thee, Grati ans, 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in ſuch eyes as ours appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why there they ſhew 
Something too liberal; pray thee take rm 
T' allay with ſome cold drops of modeſty _ 
Thy skipping ſpirit, left through thy wild behaviour 
I be mifeanftrü d in the place J go to, 
And loſe my hopes. 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio, hear me, 
If I do not put on a ſober habit, 
Talk-with reſpe&, and ſwear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pockets, look demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is ſaying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with mine hat, and ſigh and ſay amen; 
Uſe all th' obſervance of ciyility, | 
Like one well ſtudied in a ſad oftent 
To pleaſe his grandam, never truſt me more. 
Baſſ. Well, we ſhall ſee your bearing. 
Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night, you ſhall not gage me 
By what we do to-night. | | 
Baſſ. No, that were pity. 
T would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldeſt ſuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpoſe merriment: but fare you well, 
J have ſome buſineſs. | 
Gra. And I muſt to Zorenzo and the reſt: 


But we will viſit you at ſupper- time. [Exennt. 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Jeſſica and Launcelot. 

Feſ. Im ſorry thou wilt leave my father ſo, 
Our houſe is hell, and thou a merry devil 
Didſt rob it of ſome taſte of tediouſneſs ; 
But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee. 
| And Launcelot, ſoon at ſupper ſhalt thou ſee 
| Lorenzo, who is thy new maſter's gueſt ; 

Give him this letter, do it ſecretly, 
And ſo farewel : I would-not have my father 
See me talk with thee. | 


Laun. Adieu; tears exhibit my tongue, moſt beau- 


tiful Pagan, moſt ſweet Jew ! if a chriſtian did not 
play the knave and get thee, T am much deceiv'd : 
but adieu, theſe fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drown 


my manly ſpirit: adieu. Exit. 


Jeſ. Fare wel, good Launcelot. 
Alack, what heinous ſin is it in me, 
To be aſham'd to be my father's child? 
But though Jam a daughter to his blaod, 
Jam not to his manners: O Lorenzo, 


If thou keep promiſe, I ſhall end this ſtrife, 
Become a chriſtian, and thy loving wife. 


SCENE V. 
Euter Grat iana, Solarino, Lorenzo, and Salanio. 
Lor. Nay, we will ſlink away in ſupper- time, diſ- 
guiſe us at my lodging, and return all in an hour. 
Gra, We have not made good preparation. 
Sal. We have not ſpoke as yet of torch-bearers. 
Sol. *Tis vile unleſs it may be quaintly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertook. 
Lor. Tis now but four a-clock, we have two hours 
To furniſh-us. Friend Launcelot, what's the news? 
Enter Launcelot with a Letter. 
Laun. And it ſhall pleaſe you to break up this, it 
ſhall ſeem to ſignify. 1 gp 
Lor. I know the hand, in faith tis a fair hand, 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 


[Exrt. 


Is 
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Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gya. Love-news, in faith. 

Lawn. By your leave, far. 

Lor. Whither goeſt thou ? FOES. 
 Laun. Marry, fir, to bid my old mafter the Jem to 
ſup to-night with my new maſter the chriſtian. 

Por. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Jeſſica 
Iwill not fail her, ſpeak it privately. lnight? 
Go Gentlemen, will you prepare for this mask to- 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. Exit Laun. 

Sal. Ay marry, Fll begone about it ſtrait. 

Sola. And fo will I. 1 
Lor. Meet me and Gratian, 

At Grati ano's lodging ſome hour hence. 
Sal. Tis good we do ſo. 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jeſſica ? 
Lor. I muſt needs tell thee all, ſhe hath directed 
How I ſhall take her from her father's houſe, 
What gold and jewels ſhe is furniſn'd with, 
What page's ſuit ſhe hath in readineſs. - 

If e'er the Few her father come to heay'n, 
It will be for this gentle daughter's ſake 2 
And never dare misfortune croſs her foot, 
Unleſs ſhe do it under this excuſe, 
That ſhe is iſſue to a faithleſs Jew. . 
Come, go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, 
Fair Jeſſca ſhall be my torch-bearer. 
SCENE VI. 
| Enter Shylock and Launcelot. : 
Shy. Well, thou ſhalt ſee, thy eyes ſhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylock and Baſſanio. 
What Jeſca! thou ſhalt not gormandize 
As thou haſt done, with me - what Jeſſica ? 
And ſleep and ſnore, and rend apparel out. 
oo San, l 

Laun. Why Teffica! J 

Shy. Who bids thee call; I did not bid thee call. 

_ Liun. Your worſhip was wont to tell me I could 
do nothing without bidding. 


[Exit, 


Ent 
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Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
B : 
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Enter Jeſſica, 
Jef Call you ? what is your wil] ? 


SY. Iam bid forth to ſupper, Jeſſica, 
There are my keys : but wherefore ſhould I go 3 


I am not bid for love; they flatter nie: 
But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal chriſtian. Jeſſica, my girl, 


Look to my houſe, I am right loth to go, 
There is ſome ill a brewing towards my reſt, 
For I did dream of money- bags to-night. 

Laun. I beſeech you, Sir, go, my young maſter doth 
expect your reproach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conſpir'd together, I will not 
ſay you ſhalleſee a mask; but if you do, then it was 
not for nothing that my noſe fell a bleeding on black 
Monday laſt, at fix a-clock Uth' morning, falling out 
that year on Aſh-wedneſday was four year in the after- 
noon. | 
Shy. What are theſe masks? hear you me, Jeſſica, 

Lock up my doors, and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile ſqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife, 
Clamber net you up to the Caſements then, 

Nor thruſt your head into the publick ſtreet 

To gaze on chriſtian fools with varniſh'd faces: 
But (top my houle's ears, I mean my Caſements, 
Let not the {found of ſhallow foppery enter 

My ſober houſe, - By Jacob's ſtaff I ſwear, 

I have no mind of feaſting forth to- night; 

But Iwill go; go you before me, Sirrah: 

Say I will come. | 

 Laun, I will go before, Sir. 

Miſtreſs, look out at a window for all this, 

There will come a chriſtian by, 

Will be worth a Jeweſs eye. [Ext Laun. 

Shy. What fays that fool of Hagar's off-ſpring ? ha. 

Feſ. His words were, farewel miſtreſs, nothing elſe. 

Shy, The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder : 
Snail-flow in profit, but he ſleeps by day 
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me, 


To 
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To one that I would have him help to waſte 
His borrow'd purſe. Well Jeſica, goin, 
Perhaps I will return immediately ; 

Shut the doors after you, faſt bind, faſt find, 


A proyerb.never ſale in thrifty mind. [Ex#. 
Ze. Farewel ; and if my fortune be not croſt, 
I. have afather, you a daughter loſt. [ Exit, 


—CEMS YI | 
Enter Gratiano and Salanio in maſquerade, 
Gra. This is the pent-houſe under which Lorenzo de- 
ſired us to make a ſtard. - 
Sal. His hour is almoſt paſt, 
Gra. And it is maryel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers run even befere the clock, | 
Sal. O ten times faſter Venus *pidgeons fly 
To * {cal love's bonds new made, than they are o 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 
Gra. That ever holds. Who riſeth from a feat 
With that keen appetite that he ſits down ? 
Where is the horſe that doth untread again 
His tedious meaſure with th? unbated fire 
That he did pace them firſt ? all things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed than enjoy'd. 
How like a younker or a prodigal 
_ Theskarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg' d ard embraced hy the trumpet wind? 
How like the prodigal doth ſhe return 
With + over-weather'd ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean' reent, and beggar'd by the ſtrumpet wind ? 
| Enter Lorenzo. 
Sal, Here comes Lerenzo : more of this hereafter. 
Ler, Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode, 
Not i, but my affairs have made you wait; 
When you ſhall pleaſe to p ay the thieves for wives, 
I' watch as long for you then; come approach; 
Here dwells my father Few, Hoa, who's within 2 
Jeſʒica above in boy's cleaths, 
Jeſ. M ho are you? tell me tor more certainty, 
Albeit Il ſwear 1 da know your tongue, 7 
ore 


* Real. + over-wither d. 
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Tor. Lorenzo, and thy love. | 

Jeſ. Lorenzo certain and my love indeed, 
For who love I ſo much? and now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Tor. Heav'n and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou art. 

Jeſ. Here, catch his casket, it is worth the pains, 

I'm glad it *tis night, you do not look on me, 
For am much aſhanrd of my exchange; 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot ſee 

The pretty follies that themſelves commit; 
For it they could, Cupid himſelf would bluſli 
To ſee me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Deſcend, for you muſt be my torch bearer. 

Zeſ. What, muſt I hold a candle to my ſhames ? 
They in themlelves good-ſooth are too too light. 
Why tis an office of diſcovery, love, 

And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 

Lor. So are you ſweet, | 
Ev'n iu the lovely garniſh of a bo y. 

But come at once | 
For the cloſe night doth play the run-away, 
And we are ſtaid for at Baſſauio's feaſt. | 

Jef. I will make faſt the doors, and gild my ſelt 
With ſome more ducats, and be with you ſtrait. 

Gra. Now by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew.. 

Tor. Beſnrew me but I love her heartily, 

For ſhe is wile, if I can judge of her; | 
And fair ſhe is, it that mine ey es be true; 
And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd herſelf; 
And therefore like herlelf, witz, fair, and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant foul, 
| Re-enter Jeſſica. 
What, art thou come? on gentlemen away 
Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay. [ Exit, 
Enter Anthonio. 
Antb. Who's there? 

Gra. Signior Anibenio, 

Anth, Fie, Gratiano, where are all the reſt 
lis nine a- clock, our friends all ſtay for you. 
No mask to- night, the wind is come about, 
Baſſiano preſently will go aboard, 

B 2 


- 
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J haveſent twenty out to ſeek for you. 


Gra. I'm glad on't, I defire no more delight, 
Than to be under ſail, and gone to-night. Exe uni. 


S CEN E. VIII. Ber MONT. 


Enter Portia with Morocchius and both their Trains. 
Por, Go, draw aſide the curtains, and diſcover 
The lev'ral caskets to this noble Prince. 
Now make your choice. [ Three caskets are diſcover d. 
Mor. The firſt, of gold, which this inſeription bears, 
N ho chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many men deſire, 
The ſecond ſilver, which this promiſe carries, 
Wh» chuſeth me, ſhall get as mu-h as he deſerves. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, 
] ho chuſeth me, muſt give and hazardall he hath. 
How fhall I know if I do chuſe the right ? 
Por. The one of them contains my picture, Prince, 
If you chuſe that, then I am yours withall. . 
Mor. Some God direct my judgment: let me ſee, 
J will ſurvey the inſeriptions back again; | 
What ſays this leaden casket ? ; | 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
Muſt give, for what? for lead? hazard for lead, 
This casket threatens, Men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages: : 
A golden mind ſtoops not to ſhows of droſs, 
Pil then not give nor hazard ought for lead? 
What ſa)s the filyer with her virgin hue ? 
N ho chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 
As much as he deſerves? paule there, Morocchius, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand. 
If thqu be'ſt rated by thy eſtimatioaon 
Thou doſt deſerve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend ſo far as to the lady; 
And yet to be afraid of my delerving, 
Were but a weak diſabling of my ſelt, 
As much as I deſerve ? —— why that's the lady: 
I do in birth deſerve her, and in fortunes, 
In graces, and in qualities of breeding: 
But more than theſe, in love I do deſerve. 
What if I ſtray d no farther, but choſe here? 


Let's 
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Let's ſee once more this ſaying grav'd in gold, 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain wbat many men dcjires 
Why that's the lady, all the world deſires her: 
From the four corners of the earth they come 
To kits this ſhrine, this mortal breathing ſaint, 


Th' Hz-caniandelarts and the waſtie wilds * 


Of wide Arabia are as thorough-fares now, 

For princes to come view fair Pertia. | 

The wat' ry kingdom, whole ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To ſtop the foreign ſpirits, but they come 

As o'er a brock, 10 ſee fair Portia, | 

One of thee three contains her heav'nly picture. 

Is't like that lead contains her? 'twere damnation 

Jo think ſo baſe a thought: it were too grols 

To-rib her ſearcloth in the obſcure grave. 

Or ſhall. I think in Silver ſhe's immur'd, 

Feing ten times undervalu'd to try'd gold? 

O ſintul thought, never ſo rich a gem 

Was {et in werſs than gold! they have in England 

A coin that bears the hgure of an angel 

Stamped in gold, but that*s inſculp'd upon: 

But here an angel in a golden bed 

Lies all within. Deliver me the key; 

Here do Ichuſe, and thrive I as I may. 

Por. There take it, Prince, and if my form lie there 

Then I am yours. [ Unlocking the gold cas łet. 
Mor. O hell! what have we here, a carrion death, 

Within whoſe empty eye there is a ſcrowl; 

F'l] read the writing. 


All that glifters is not gold, 
Often have you beard that told; 
Many a man bis life hath ſeld, 
But my outſide to behold. 5 
Gilded wood may worms infold: 
Had you been as wiſe as bold, 
Ning in limb, in judgment old, 
Tour anſwer had nit been inſcral' d, 
Fare you well, yeur ſuit is cold. 
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Mor. Cold indeed, and labour loſt: 

Then fare wel heat, and welcome froſt : 2 

Pertia adieu, I have too griev'd a heart 

To take a tedious leave: thus loſers part. [ Ex. *. 

Por. A gentle riddance, draw the cortains, go. : 

Let all of bis complexion chuſe me ſo. [ Exeunt, I. 


SCENE IX. Venice. | O 
Enter Solarino and Salanio. 


Sal. Why man, I aw Baſſanzo under ſail, 
With him is Graciano gone along, 
And in their ſhip I'm ure Lorenzo is not. 
Sola. The villain Jew with out-cries rais'd the Nuke, 
Who went with him to ſearch Baſſenzo's ſhip, 2 
Sal. He came too late, the ihip was under fait; 
But there the Duke was giv'n to underſtand 
That in a Gondalo were ſeen together 
Teremo and his am'rous Jeſſica; : 
Beſides, Antbhonio certify'd the Duke 
4hey were not with Baſſanio in his ſhip, 
Sula, I never heard of paſſion ſo AE; 
So ſtrange, outragious, and ſo variable, 
As the dog w did utter in the ſtreets; 
My daughter, O my ducats, O my daughter! 
*Fled-with a chriſtian? O my chriſtian ducats ! 
Juitice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter! 
A lealed bag, two fealed bags of ducats, 
Of dcuble ducats, ſtoln from me by my daughter! 
And jewels, two ſtones, rich and precious ſtones, 
Stoln by my daughter! juſtice ! find the girl; 
She hath the ſtones upon ber, ard the ducats, 
Sal. Why all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his ſtones, his daughter, and his ducats. 
Sela. Let good Antbonio look he keep his ſtay, 
Or he ſhall pay for this, J 
Sal. Marry, well remember'd. | 7 
I realon'd with a Frenchman yeſterday, \ 
Who told me, in the narrow ſeas that part 
The French end Engliſh, there milcariied, 
A veſſel of our country richly fraught:; 
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et do not ſuddenly, for it may grieve him. 


I he Prince of Aragon has ta'en his oath, 
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thought upon Anthenio when he told me, N 
And wiſh'd in ſilence that it were not his. 


Scla. You were belt to tell Antbenio what you hear, 


Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth. 
Iſaw Baſſanio ard Anthenio part. 
Baſſanio told him he would make ſome ſpeed 
Ot his return: he an{wer'd, do not fo, 
Slubher not buſineſs for my ſake, Ba7anir, 
Fur ſtay the very riping of the time; 
And for the Jew's bond Which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love: 
Fe merry and empoy your chieſeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip, and ſuch fair oftents of. love 
As ſhallconveriertiy become you there. 
And even there, his eye being hid with tears, 
Turning his fage, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affection wondrous ſenſible | 
Ee wrurg Pefſanio's bard, and ſo they parted, 
Sola, | think he on: y loves the world for him. 
J pray thee let us go ard find him out, 
And quicken his embraced heavineis 
With ſome delight or other, 
Sal. Do we ſo. [Exc unt. 


SCENE X. FPelmnk 
Enter Neriſſa with her Servant. 


Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain 
ſtrait, | | 


And comes to his ele&ion preſently, 
Ent:r Arragon, his train, Portia, Flor. Corn:ts. The 
Caskets are diſcover d. 
Per. Behold there ſtand the caskets, nob'e Prirc?, 
If you chuſe that wherein I am contain'd, | 
Straight ſhall our nuptial rites be ſolemniz' d: 
But it you fail, without more ſpeech my lord, 
You muſt he gore from hence immediately. 


Ar, 1 am enjoin'd by cath t'oblerye three things; 


Firſt, never to unfold to any one | | ; 
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Which Casket 'twas I choſe; next if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 

To woo a maid in way of marriage: 

Laſt, if I fail in fortune ef my choice, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por. To theſe injunctions every one doth ſwear 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf; 
Ar. And ſo have I addreſt me, fortune now 
To my heart's hope; gold, ſilver, and baſe lead. 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he bath. 
You ſhall look fairer e er I give or hazard. 

W hat ſays the golden cheſt ? ha, let melee 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many men deſixe. 


What many men defire —— that may be meant 


Of the full multitude that chuſe by ſhow, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach; 
Which pry not to th' interior, but like the Martlet 
Builds'in the weather on the outward wall, 
Ev'n in the force and road of caſualty, 
I will not chuſe what many men deſire, 
Becauſe I will not jump with common ſpirits, 
And rank me with the barb'rous multitudes. 
V hy then to thee thou ſilver · treaſure houle : 
Tell me once more, what title thou doſt bear? 
Ho chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves; 
And well {aid too, for who ſhall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
ithœut the ſtamp of merit? let none preſums 
To wear an undeſerved dignity : 
O that eſtates, degrees, and offices, 
Were not deriv'd corruptly, that clear honour 
Were purchas'd by the Merit of the wearer ! 
How many then ſhould cover that ſtand bare? 
How many be commanded that command ? 
How much low peaſartry would then be glean'd 
From the true ſeed of honour 2 how much honour 
Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be new yarniſh'ſt ?- well, but to my choice * 
Who chuſett me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves: 
I will ffume delert ; give me a key for this, 
And inſtantly unlock my*fortunes here. 


Per. 


> 
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Por. Too long a pauſe for that which you find there. 
[ Unlocking the ſilver caskei. 
Ar. What's here! the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Preſenting me a ſchedule 2 I will read it. 
How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 
How much unlike my hopes and my deſervings? 
ho chuſes me ſhall have as much as he deſerves, 
Did I deſerve no more than a fool's head? | 
Is that my prize? are my deſerts no better ? 
Por, Yo offend and judge are diſtin& offices, 
And of oppoſed natures, 
Ar. What is here? 


The fire ſev'n times tried this. 

Sev'n times tried that judgment is, 

That did never chuſe amiſs. 

Some there be that ſhadows kiſs, 
Such have but a ſhadow' s bliſs : 

There be fools alive, I wis, 

Silver d oer, and ſo was this: 

Take what wife yu will to bed, 

Iwill ever be your head: | 

So be gene, Sir, you are ſped, 


Ar. Still more fool I ſhall appear 
By the time I linger here: 

With one fool's head I came to woo, 
But I go away with two. | 
Sweet adieu, I'll keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wroth. 

Por. Thus hath the candle ſing'd the moth : 
O thele deliberate fools! when they do chuſe, 
They have the wiſdom by their wit to loſe. 

Ner. The ancient ſaying is no hereſy, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 

Per. Come draw the curtain, Neriſſa. 

| | Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Where is my lady? 
Per. Here, what would my lord? 
Serv, Madam, there is alighted at your gats 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To ſignify th' approaching of his lord, 
| | B 5 | 
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From whom be bringeth ſenſible regrets; 
To wit, beſides commends and courteous breath, 
Gifts of rich value; yet I have not ſeen 
So likely an ambaſlador of love. 
A day in April never came ſo tweet, 
To ſhow how coſtly ſummer was at hard, 
As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his lord. 
Per. No more I pray thee; I am half afraid 
Thouw'lt ſay anor, he is ſome kin to thee, 
T hou {perd' ſuch high-day wit in praiſing him: 
Come, come, Neriſſa, tor | lang to lee 
Quick Cupid's poſt, that comes to mannerly. 
Ner. Baſſanio lord, Love! if thy will it be! 


” 
— 


[ Exeunt, 
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ACT H SCENE I. 
VENIC xk. 
Enter Salanio and Solarino. 


SOLARIN O. 


Ne what news on the Ryalto ? 55 
Sal. Why yet it lives there uncheckt, that 


Antbonis hath a ſhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow 
feas; the Goodwins, I think they call the place; a very 
dangerous flat and fatal, where the carcaſſes of many a 
tall ſhip lie buried, as they ſay, if my “ goſſip Repert be 
an honeſt woman of her world. 

Sola. I would ſhe were as lying a goſſip in that, as 
ever knapt ginger, or made her neighbours believe ſhe 
wept for the death of her third husband. But it is true, 


without any ſlips of prolixity, or croſſing the plain 


high-way of talk, that the good Antbonio, the honeſt 
Anthonio O that I had a title good enough to 
keep his rame company ! | 

Sal. Come, the full ſtop. | | 
Sola. Ha, what fay'it thou? why the end is, he hath 
lot a ſhip, : 
* ogoffip's repirts | Fad. 
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Fal. I would it might prove the end of his loſſes. | 
Sola. Let me ſay Amen betimes, leſt the devil croſs 
my prayer; for here he comes in the likelineſs of a. 
jew. How now Shylcck, what news among the mer- 
caants ? | | 
Enter Shy lock. | 

Shy. You knew (none ſo well, none fo well as you) 
of my daughter's flight, 5 

Sal. That's certain; I for my part knew the taylor 
that made the wings ſhe flew withal. | 

Sola. And Shylock for his own part knew the bird was 
fledg'd, and then it is the comple&ion of them all to- 
leave the dam. | 
Shy. She is damn'd for it. 
Sal, That's certain, if the devil may be here judge. 
Shy. My own fleſh and blood to rebel ! | 
Sola. Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at thefe 


* years? 


Shy, 1 ſay, my daughter is my fleſh and blood. 

Sal. There is more difference between thy fleſh and 
hers, than between jet and ivory; more between your 
bloods, than there is between red wine and rhenifh 7 
but tell us, do you hear whether Antbenio have had any 
loſs at ſea or no? , _— 

Shy. There | have another bad match; 2 barkrupt, 
a prodigal, who dares ſcarce thew his head on the 
Ryalto, a beggar that us d to come fo {mug upon the 
mart! let him look to his bond; he was wont to call 
me uſurer; let him look to his bond; he was wont to 
lend money for a chriſtian courteſie; let him look to 
his bond, 

Sal. Why I am lure it he forfeit, thou wilt not take 
his fleſh: what's that good for? | | 

Sy. To bait fiſn withal. If it will feed nothing elſe, 
it will feed my revenge; he hath diigrac'd me, and hin- 
derg me half a million, laught at my lofies, mockt at 
my gains, fcorn'd my nation, thwarted my bargairs, 
dol'd my friends, heated mire eremies; and what's 
his reaſon; I am a Jew, Ilath nat a Jew eyes; hath 
not a Jew hands, organs, dimenſiouns, ſenſes, affe= 
tions, pahons, fed with the fame food, hurt with 
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The ſame weapons, ſubje& to the ſame diſeaſes, Heal'd 
by the fame means, warm'd and cool'd by the ſame 


winter and ſummer as a chriſtian is? If you prick us, 
do we rot bleed? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? 


if you poiſon us, do we not die? and if you wrong us, 


Mall we not revenge? If we are like you in the reſt, 
we will refemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a chriſtian, 
What is his humility? Revenge. If a chriſtian wrong 
a Jew, what ſhould his ſufferance be by chriſtian 


example: - why Revenge, The villany you teach 


me I will execute, and it ſhall go hard but I will better 
the inſtruction. | | | 
Enter a Servant from Anthonio. 
Ser. Gentlemen, my maſter Anthonzo, is at his houſe, 
and deſires to ſpeak with you both. | 
Sal. We have been up and down to ſeek him, 
| Enter Tuball. 
Sola. Here comes another of the tribe; a third cannot 
be match'd, unleſs the devil himſelf turn Jew. 
| [ Exeunt Sala. and Solar. 
Shy. How now, Tuball, what news from Genoua? haſt 
thou found my daughter ? | 
Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot. 
fnd her. | 5 
Sc. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond 
gone coſt me two thouſand ducats in Frankfort! the 
curſe never fell upon our nation till now, I never 


felt it till now? two thouſands ducats in that, and. 


other preciqus, precious Jewels! I would my daugh- 
ter were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear! 
O would ſhe were hersd at my foot, and the ducats 
in ber coffin, No news of them; why, ſo! and I 
know not what's ſpent in the ſearch: why then loſs 
upon loſs; the thief gone with ſo much, and ſo much 
to find the thief; and no ſatisfaction, no revenge, nor 
no ill luck ſtirring, but what lights o my ſhoulders, 
no ſighs but o' my breathing, no tears, but o' my 
1ſhedding. „ | | 7 
Tb. Yes, other men have ill luck too; Anthonio, as 
J heard in Gencua | | 
S. Whit, what, ill luck, ill luck? 


Tub. 
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575 Hath an Argoſie caſt away, coming from Tri- 
polis? 38 | 


Shy. I thank God, thank God; is it true? is it 


true ? | : 
Tub. I ſpoke with ſome of the ſailors that eſcaped 
the wreck. 


Shy. I thank thee, good Tuball; good news; good 


news; ha, ha, where? in Genowa ? 
Tub. Your daughter ſpent in Genoua, as I heard, one 


night fourſcore ducats. 7 

Shy. Thou ſtickſt a dagger in me; I ſhall never ſee 
my gold again; fourſeore ducats at a fitting, four- 
ſcore ducats ! | | 

Tub, There came divers of Antbonio's creditors in 
my company to Venice, that ſwear he cannot chuſe 
but break. | 
 $hy, I am glad of it, I'll plague him, I'll torture him; 
I'm glad of it. 

Tub, One of them ſhew'd me a ring that he had of 


pour daughter for a monkey. 


Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me, Tuball; it 
was my Turquoiſe, I had it of Leah when I was a bat- 
chelor ; I would not have given it for a wildernels of 
monkies. | EE 

Tub. But Antbonio is certainly undone. 5 

Shy, Nay, that's true, that's very true; go fee me an 
officer, beſpeak him a fortnight before. I will have-the 
heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he out of Venice, 


J can make what merchandize I will: go, go Tuball, 


and meet me at our ſynagogue; go, good Tuball; 
at our ſynagogue, Tuball. [_Exewnt, 


SCENE. II. BI 


Enter Baſſanio. Portia, Gratiano, and Attendants, 
Tbe Caskets are ſet out, 


Por, I pray you tarry, pauſe a day or two 
Before you hazard; for in chuſing wrong 
J loſe your company; forbear a while. 
There's ſomething tells me but it is not love) 
J would not loſe you; and you krow yourſelf, 
Hate counſels not in ſuch a quality, | 
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But leſt you ſhould not underſtand me well, 
And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, 
I would detain you here ſome month or two, 
Before you venture for me, I could teach you 
How to chuſe right, but 1 am then forſworn: 
So will I never be, fo may you mils me; 

But if you do, you'll make me wiſh a fin, 
That L had been forſworn. Beſhrew your eyes, 
They have o'erlook'd me, and divided me; 
One halfof me is yours, the other half 

Mine own, 1 would ſay: but if mine, then yours; 
And ſo all yours, Alas! theſe naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights: 
And ſo tho' yours, not yours; prove it ſo, 

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 

I ſpeak too long, but tis to piece the time, 

To eche it out, and draw it out in length, 

To ſtay you from election. 8 

Baſſ. Let me chuſe: 

For as I am, I live upon the rack. | 

Per. Upon the rack, Baſſanio? then confeſs 
What treaſon there is mingled with your love? 
HBaſſ. None but that ugly treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear th' enjoying of my love. 
There may as well be amity and life 
*T ween ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my love. 

Pcr. Ay, but I fear you ſpeak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced [peak any thing. 

Baſſ. Promiſe me life, and I Il confeſs the truth. 
Per. Well then, confeſs and live. 

Baſſ. Confeſs and love 8 

Had been the very ſum of my confeſſion. 

O happy torment, when my torturer 

Dork teach me anſwers for deliverance ! 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Per, Away then. I am lockt in one of them, 
If you do love me, you will bnd me out, | 
Neriſſa and the reſt ſtand all aloof, 

Let muſick found while he doth make bis choice; 
I hen ithe loſe, he makes a ſwan like end, 
Fading in muſics, That the compariſon 
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May ſtand more juſt, my eye ſhall be the ſtreani 
And wat' ry death-bed for him: he may win, 
And what is muſick then? then muſick is 
Even as the flouriſh, when true ſubjects bow 
To a new crowned monarch: ſuch it is, 

As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in break of day, 

I lat creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And ſummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſs preſence, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The hy tribute paid by howling Troy 

To the ſea-monſter : I ſtand for ſacrifice 

The reſt aloof are the Dardauian wives, 

With bleared viſages came forth to view 

The iſſue of th' exploit, Go Hercules, 


Live thou, I live; with much, much more diſmay 


1 view the fight, than thou that mak ſt the fray, 


[ Muſick within. 
- 4 Song whilſt Baſſanio comments on the casket to 


_ hamſelf. 
Te! me where is fancy bred, 
Or in the heart, or inthe bead? 
How beget, how nouriſhed ? 
Reply, reply, 
It is engender'd in the eye. 
With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies: 
Let us all ring fancy's knell, 
I'll begin it. 
Ding, dong, bell. 
All. Dzng, dong, bell. 


Haſſ. So may the outward ſhows he leaſt themſelves: 


The world is ſtill deceiv'd with ornament, 
In law what plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 
But beirg ſeaſon' d with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhow of evil? in religion 
What damned error, but ſome ſober brow 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the groſſneſs with fair ornament ? 
There is no vice ſo ſimple, but aſſumes 


— 
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Some mark of virtue, on his outward parts. 
How many cowards, whoſe hearts are all as falſe / 
As ſtairs of ſand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars; 
Who inward ſearch'd, have livers white as milk ? 
And theſe aſſume but valour's excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And you ſhall ſee tis purchas'd by the weight, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Makirg them lighteſt that wear moſt of it: 
So are thoſe crilped ſnaky golden locks 
Which make ſuch wanton zambols with the wind 
Upon ſuppoſed tairneſs, often known 
To be the dow; of a ſecond head, 
The skull that bred them, in the ſepulchre. 
Thus Ornament is but the gilded ſnore 
To a moſt dang 'rous fea; the beauteous ſcarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, | 
The ſeeming truth which cunning times put on 
T' entrap the wiſeit, Then thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Midas, ] will none of thee : 
Nor nene of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man: but thou, thou meager lead, 
Which rather threatneſt than doſt promiſe aught ; 
Thy paleneſs moves me more than eloquence, 
And here chuſe I, joy be the conſequence, 
Per. How all the other paſſions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thought> and raſh embrac'd deſpair, 
And ſhudd'ring fear, and green-ey'd jealouſie. 
O love be moderate, allay thy ecſtalie; 
In meaſure rin thy joy, ſcant this excels, 
I feel too much thy bleſſing; make it leis, 
For fear I ſurfcit. - [ Opening the leaden cask, 
Faſſ. \ hat find 1 here? | 
Fair Portic s coutertcit ? what Demy-god 
Hath come to near creation? move theſe eyes? 
Or whether riding on the balls of mine 
Seem they in motion? bere are ſeyer'd lips 
Parted with ſugar'd breath, ſo ſweet a bar 
Should ſunder uch fiv-e: friends: here in her hairs . 
1 he painter plays the ipider, and bath woven [ 
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A golden meſh t'intrap the hearts of men 
Faſter than gnats in cobwebs: but her eyes, 
How could he ſee to do them? having made one, 
Methinks it ſhould have pow: r.to ſteal both his, 
And leave it ſelf & unfiniſh'd : yet how far 
The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow, 
In underpriſing it, ſo far this ſhadow _ | 
Doth limp behind the ſubſtance. Here's the ſcrowl, 
The continent and ſummary of my. fortune, 
| Tou that chuſe nit by the view, 
Chance as fair, and chuſe as true: 
Since this f.rtune falls to you, 
Be content and ſeek no new. 
I you be well pleas dwith this, 
And hold your fortune for your bl*ſs,. 
Turn you where your lady is, 
And claim her with a loving kiſs. | 
A gentle ſcrowl ; fair lady, by your leave. [ Kiſtng ber. 
I come by note to give, and to receive, 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes; 
Hearing applauſe and univerſal ſhout, 
Giddy in ſpirit, gazing ſtill in doubt, 
Whether thoſe peals of praile be his or no 
So {thrice fair lady) ſtand I, even ſo, 
As doubtful whether what I ſee be true, 
Until confirm'd, ſign d, ratify'd by you. 
Per. You ſee, my lord Baſſanio, where I ſtand, 
Such as. Jam; tho' for my ſelf alone, | 
I would not be ambitious in my wifi, 
To wiſh my ſelf much better; yet for you, 
1 would. be trebled twenty times my ſelf, 
A thouſand times more fair, ten thouſand times 
More rich, that to ſtand high in your-account 
I might in vertues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account: but the full ſum of me 
Is ſum of nothing, which to term in grols, 
Is an unleffon'd girl, unſchool'd, unpractis d, 
Happy in this, ſhe is not yet ſo old 


But ſhe may learn; more happy than in this, she 


r 


* unſurniſt d. 
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She is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learns 


. Happieſt of all is, that her gentle ſpirit 
Commits itſelf to yours to be directed, 
As from her lord, her goyernor, her king: 


My ſelf and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted. I but now was lady 

Of this fair manſion, miſtreſs of my leryants, 
Queen o'er mylelt; and even now. but now 


This houſe, thele Servants, ard this ſame my ſelf 


Are yours, my lord: I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from, loſe or give away, 
Let it preſage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Baſſ. Madam, you have hereſt me of all words, 
Only my blood ſpeaks te you in my veins; 
And therg is ſuch conſufion in my pow'rs, 
As after Ee Oration fairly ſpoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleaſed multitude 
here every lomething being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, aye of joy 
Expreſt, and not expreſt. But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence; 
O then be bold to ſay, Baſſanzo's dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 


That have ſtood by, and ſeen our wiſhes proſper, 


To cry good joy, goodjoy, my lord and lady. 
Cra. My lord Baſſanio, and my gentle lady, 

T wiſh you all the joy that you can wiſh; 

For I am ture you can with none for me : 

And when your honours mean to ſolemnize 

The bargain of your faith, I do beſeech you 

Ey'n at that time I may be married too, 


Bay, With all my heart, ſo thou can'ſt get a wife. 


Gra. I thank your lordſhip you have got me one, 
My eyes, my lord, can look as ſwift as yours: 
You {aw the miſtreſs, I beheld the maid ; 

You lov'd ; I lov'd for intermiſſion. 

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune ſtood upon the casket there, 
And ſo did mine too as the matter falls: 
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For wooing here” untill I ſweat again, | 
And ſwearing, t ill my very roof was dry, 
With oaths of love at laſt, if promiſe laſt, 
got a promiſe of this fair one here, 
To have her loye, provided that your fortune 
Atchiey'd her miſtreſs, 
Por. Is this true, Neriſſa? 
Ner, Madam, it is, ſo you ſtand pleas' d withal. 
Baſſ. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith? | 
Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. | Triage. 
Baſſ. Our feaſt ſhall be much honour'd in your mar- 
Gra. We'll play with them, the firſt boy for thouſand 
ducats. e 
Ner. What, and ſtake down ? 
p Gra. No, we ſhall ne'er win at that ſport, and ſtake 
On. 3 
But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian friend, Salanio? 


SCENE TI. 
Enter Lorenzo, Jeſſica, and Salanio. 


Baſſ. Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither, 
If that the youth of my new intereſt here 
Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave 
I bid my very friends and country-men, 
(Sweet Pertia) welcome. | 
Por. So do, my lord; they are intirely welcome. 
Lor. | thank your honour: for my part, my lord, 
My purpole was not to have ſeen you here, 
But meeting with Salanlo by the way 
He did intreat me paſt all ſaying nay 
To come with him along. | 
Sal, I did, my lord, 
And I havereaſon for't; Signior Anthonzo 
Commends him to you. | 
Baſſ. Eerl ope his letter, 
pray you tell me how my good friend doth, 
Sal. Not fick, my lord, unlels it be in mind: 
Nor well, unlets in mind: his letter there 
Will ſhew you his eſtate, 
5 To Baſſanio- 
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Baſſanio opens the letter. 


Gra. Neriſſa, cheer yond ſtranger. Bid her welcome. 
Your hand, Salanio; what's the news from Venice. 
How doth that royal merchant, good Ani honio? 

'T know he will be glad of our ſucceſs: 

We are the Jaſens, we have won the fleece. 
Sal. Would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 
Per. There are ſome ſhrewd contents in yond ſame 


_ | 

That 1 from Baſſanio s cheek : 

Some dear friend dead, elſe nothing in the world 

Could turn ſo much the conſtitution 2 

Of any conſtant man. What, worſe and worſe ! 

With leave, Baſſanio, Iam half yourſelf, 

And I muſt have the half ofany thing. 

That this ſame paper brings you. 

Baſſ. O ſweet Portia! 

Here are a few of the unpleaſant ſt words 

That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady, 

When I did firſt impart my love to you, 

I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ranin my veins, I was a gentleman; | 5 
And then I told you true; and yet dearlady, 
Rating my ſelf at nothing you ſhall ſee - 

= - How much was a braggart, when I told you 
1 My ſtate was nothing, I ſhould then have told you 
| That I was worſe than nothing. For indeed 
T have engag' d mylelf to a dear friend; 
Engag'd my friend to his meer enemy, 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady, 
The paper is the body of my friend, 
Andevery wordin it a gaping wound, 
Iſſuing lifke-blood. But is it true, Salanio? 

Have all his ventuies fail'd 2 what, not one hit 

From Tripolis, from Mexico, from England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India? 

And not one veſſel ſcap d the dreadful touch . 
Of merchant-marring rocks. ? | ; 
Sal. Not one, my lord. 
Beſides it ſhould appear, that if he had 2 N 
8 
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The preſent money to diſcharge the Jew, 

He would not take it. Never did 1 know 

A creature that did bear the ſhape of man, 

So keen and greedy to confound a man. 

He plies the Luke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedom ofthe ſtate, 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty merchants, 
The Duke himſelf, and the Magnificoes 

Of greateſt port have all perſuaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Ot forfeiture, of juſtice, and his bond. 

Jeſ. When 1 was with him, I have heard him ſwear, 
To Twball and to Chus his country-men, 
That he would rather have Anthonio's fleſh, 
| Thantwenty times the value of the ſum _ 

That he did owe him; and know, my lord, 
If law, authority, and pow'r deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Antbonio. 

Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble? 

Baſſ. The deareſt friend to me, the kindeſt man, 
The beſt condition d and unweary d ſpirit 
In doing courteſies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in ah. 

Por. What ſum owes he the Jew ? 

Baſſ. For me three thouſand ducats. 

Por. What, no more? 

Pay him fix thouſand and deface the bond; 
Double ſix thouſand, and thentreble that, 
Before a friend of this deſeription 
Shall loſe a hair through my Baſſanio's fault. 
Firſt go with me to church, and call me wife 
And then away to Fenice to your friend: 
For never inall you lie by Portza's fide 
With an unqu et ſoul. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along. 
My maid Neriſſa and myſelf mean time 
Will live as maids and widows: come away, 


For 
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For you ſhall hence upon your wedding-day. * - 
But let me hear the letter of your friend, _ 


Baſſ. reads. Sweet Baſſanio, ny ſoips have all miſ- 
carry d, my. creditors grow cruel, my eſtate is very low, my 
bond to the Jew is forfeit; and ſince in paying it, it is im- 
pgible I ſhould live, all debts are cleared. between you and 
me, if I might but ſee you at my death; netwithſtanding 


uſe your pleaſure 2 if your love do not perſuades you to come, 


tet nct my letter. 


Por. O love! diſpatch all buſineſs, and be gone. 
Baſſ. Since I havè your good leave to go away, 
I will make haſte; but till I come again, 


No bed ſhall e'er be guilty of my ſtay, 


Nor reſt be interpoſer*twizt us twain. [Exeunt. 


SEN E N. Venice. 
Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Goaler. 


Shy. Goaler, lock to him: tell not me of mercy, 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis, 
Goaler, look to him, 

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shyluck. 

Shy. I'll have my bond; ſpeak not againſt my bond: 
I've iwornan oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou call'ſt me dog before thou hadſt acaule 
But ſince I am a dog, beware my fangs: 
The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice. I do wonder, 
Thou naughty goaler, that thou art ſo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeſt, 

Ant. I pray thee hear me ſpeak. 

Shy. I'll have my bond: I will not hear thee ſpeak: 
I'll have my bond; and therefore ſpeak no more; 
I'll not be made a ſoft and dull-ey'd fool, 
To ſhake the head, relent, and ſigh and yield 

To 


_ a — - 


— 
— 


15 your wedding- day. 

Bid your friends welcome, ſheẽ a merry cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear, 
But let me hear, Cc. 
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To chriſtian interceſſors. Follow not; 


- FI] have no ſpeaking ; I will have my bond. 
3 Fits : (Exit Shylock, 


Sela. It is the moſt impenezrable cur 
That ever kept with men, 
Ant, Let him alone, | 
Tl] follow him no more with bootleſs pray'rs: 
He ſeeks my life; his reaſon well I know; 
I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sola. I am ſure the Duke | 
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 
Ant. The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law; 
For the commodity that ſtrangers have 
With us in Fenice, if it be deny d, | 
Mill much impeach the juſtics of the Nate, 
Since that the trade and profit of the city, 
Conſiſteth of all nations. Therefore go, 
Theſe griefs and loſſes have ſo baited me, 
That] fllall hardly ſpare a pound of fleſh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor, 
Well, goaler, on; pray God Baſſanio come L 
To ſee me pay his debt, and then 1 care not Excunt, 


SCENE J. Belmont. 


Enter Portia, Neriſſa, Lorenzo, Jeffica, and a ſervant of 
Portla's. 


Ter. Madam, although I ſpeak it in your preſence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit | 
Ot God-like amity, which appears ſtrongly 
In hearing thus the ablence of your lord. 
But if you knew to whom you itew this honour, 
How true a gentleman you ſend relief to, 
Bow dear a lover of my lord your husband, 
I] know you wouid be prouder of the work, 
Than cutomary bounty can enforce you. 
Por, { never did repent of doing good, 
And hall not how; tor in companians 
Ihat do converie and waſte the time together, 


Vr hoſe ; 
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Whoſe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muſt be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of ſpirit ; 
Which makes me think that this Anthonzo, 
Being the boſom- lover of my lord, 
Muſt needs be like my lord. If it be ſo, 
How little is the coſt I have beſtow'd 


In purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoul 


From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty ?_ 

This comes too near the praifing of myſelf; 
Therefore ne more of it: here other things, 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands, 

The husbandry and manage of my houſe, 
Until my lord's return. For mine own part, 
J have tow'rd heaven breath'd a ſecret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Neriſſa here, 

Until her husband and my lord's return. 
There is a monaſtery two miles off, 

And there we will abide. I do dcfire you 
Not to deny this impoſition, 

The which my love and ſome neceſlity 
Now lays upon you. | 

Tor. Madam, with all my heart, 

I ſhall obey you in all fair commands. 

Por. My people do already know my mind, 

Ard will acknowledge you and Yeſſica 

In place of lord Baſſanio and myſelf. 


So fare you well, till we ſhall meet again. 


Ter. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you. 
Jeſ. L wiſh your ladyſhip all heart's content. 
Per, I thank you for your wiſh, and am well pleas'd 
To wiſh it back on you: fare you well, Jeſſica. 
| [ Exewunt Jef. and Lor. 
Now, Haltbazar, | 
As 1 have ever found thee honeſt, true, 
So let me find thee ſtil] : take this ſame letter, 
Ard uſe thou all the endeavours of a man, 
In ſpeed to Mantua; ſee thou render this 
Into my coulin's hand, doctor Bellaria, 
And look what notes and garments he doth give thee, 


Bring 
of 
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Bring them, I pray thee, with noogin 
- Unto the Traje&, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice: waſte no time in words, 
But get thee gone; I ſhall be there before thee, 
Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient ſpeed. ¶ Exit. 
Per. Come on, Neriſſa, I have work in hand 
That you yet know not of: we'll ſee our husbands 
Before they think of us. 
Ner, Shall they ſee us? | 
Por, They ſhall, Ner- Ja; but in ſuch a habit, 
That they ſhall think we are accompliſhed 6 
With what we lack. F 1] hold thee any wager, 
When we are both apparell'd like young men, 
III prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace; 
© And ſpeak between the change of man and boy, 
© Witha reed voice; and turn two mincing ſteps] 
Into a manly ſtride, and ſpeak of frays | 
« Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lyes, 
How honourable ladies tought my love, 
| © Which[ denying, they fell ſick and dy'd, 
I could not do with all: then Fl] repent, 
And with for all that, that I had not kill'd them, 
And twenty of theſe puny lies I'll tell; 
| © That men ſhall ſwear {ve diſcontinu'd ſchool 
Above atwelve- month. I have in my mind 
Athouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging jacks, 
Which I will practiſe. 
Ner. Shall we turn to men? | 
Por. Fy, what a queſtion's that, 
* If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ? 
But come, U1! tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which ſtays for us 
At the park- gate; and therefore haſte away, | 
For we muſt meaſure twenty miles to-day, [ Exeunts 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Launcel-t and ſeſſica. 

! Laun, Yes, truly: for look you, the fins of the fa- 
ther are to be laid upon the children; therefore I po- 
miſe you, I fear you, I _ always plain with you a 
an 
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and ſo now I ſpeak my agitation of the matter: there» 
fore be of good cheer; for truly I think you are damn'd : 
there is but one hope in it that can do you any 
good, and that is but a kind of baſtard-hope neither, 
Feſ. And what hope is that, I pray thee 2 / 
Taun. Marry you may partly hope that your father 
got you not, that you are not the Few's daughter. 
Feſ. That were a kind of baſtardchope indeed ; ſo the 
{ins of my mother ſhould be viſited upon me. „ 
Zaun. Truly then I fear yeu are damn'd both by 
father and mother; thus when you ſhun Sqyla, your 
father, you fall into Charzbdis, your mother : well, you 
are gone both ways | 85 
Jef. I ſhall be ſaved by my husband; he hath made me 
a chriſtian, a: | 
Taun. Truly the more to blame he; we were chri- 
ſtians enough before, een as many as could well live 
one by -another : this making of chriſtians will raiſe 
the price. of hogs, if we grew all to be pork-eaters, 
we ſhall not ſhortly have a raſher on the coals for 
mony. | | 
; Enter Lorenzo. | 
Jeſs I' tell my husband, Zawncelct, what you ſay: 
here he comes. | 
Tor. I ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly, Launce lot, 
Af you thus get my wife into corners. | 
Jeſ. Nay, you need not fear us, Terenzo; Launcelt 
and I are out; he tells me flatly, there is no mercy for 
me in heay'n, becauſe I am a Jew's daughter: and he 
Jays, you are no good member of the common- wealth; 
5 in 3 Jews to chriſtians, you raiſe the price 
of pork. | | 
Lor. I ſhall anſwer that better to the common-wealth 
than you can the getting up of the regro's belly: the Ai 
is With child by you, Zamuncelct. th ih 
Taun, It is much that the Moor ſhould be more than 
reaſon : but if ſhe be leſs than an honeſt woman, ſhe is 
indeed more than I took her for. : 
Tor. How every fool can play upon the word! 


think the beſt grace of wit will ſhortly turn into ſi- H 
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fence, and diſcourſe grow commendable in none bu 
parrots. Go in, firrah, hid them prepare for dinner. 

_ Lawn. That is done, Sir; they have all ſtomachs. 
Lor. Good lord, what a wit-ſnapper are you ! then 
bid them prepare dinner. = ; 5 

Laun. That is done too, Sir; only cover is the 
word. . | 1 | 

Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? 

Lawn. Not fo, Sir, neither; I know my duty. 

Zor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion! wilt thou 
ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant ; I 


pray thee underſtand a plain man in his plain mean- 


ing: goto thy fellows, bid them cover the table, lerve 

inthe meat, and we will come in to dinner. | 
Laun. For the table, Sir, It ſhall be ſerv'd in: for 

the meat, Sir, it-ſhall be covered; for you coming in 

to dinner, Sir, why let it bz as humours and conceits {hall 

| [ Exit i.aun, 
Lor. O dear diſcretion, how his words are {uited ? 

© The fool hath planted in his memory 


An army of good words: and I do know 


A A many fools that ſtand in better place, 

| © Garnifhd like him, that for a trickſiz wofd 
| © Defie the matter: how far'it thou, Jeſſica? 
And now, good ſwe et, ſay thy opinion, 

| How doſt thou like the lord Baſſanic's wife? 


Feſe Paſt all expreſſing . it is very meet 
The lord Bafſanzo live an upright lite, 


For having ſuch a bleſtng in bis lady, 

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth: 

And if onearth he do not * merit it, 

In reaſon he ſhould never come to heay'n, 

| Why, if two Gods ſhould play ſome heav'nly nuitch, 


Oe VER I et one to; 


And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, there muſt be ſomething elſe 
Payyn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. | 

Lor. Even ſuch a husband 
Haſt thou of me, as the is for a wife. 

Jeſs Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

Zer. J will anon: firſt let us go to dinge: 

| 342 5 
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Which is a pound of this poor merchant's fleſh, . 
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* Jeſ. Nay, let me praiſe you while I have a ſtomach. 
Ter. No, pray thee, let it ſerve for table-talk; 

Then howſoe er thou ſpeak ſt, mong other things, 

I ſhall digeſt it. F . 
Jeſ. Well, I'll ſet you forth. I [ Exeunt, 
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Enter the Duke, the Senators, Anthonio, Baſſanio, and 
| . __ Gratiano, | f 
Dube. HAT, is Anthenio here? 1 
4 Ant. Ready, ſo pleaſe your Grace 
Dake. i'm ſorry for thee, thou art come to anſwer 
A ſtony Adverſary, an inhuman wretch . 
Uncapable of Pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy, 
Ant. I have heard 1 8 
Your Grace hath ta' en great pains to quali fie 
His rig'rous courſe; but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppoſe 
My patience to his fury, and am arm'd 
To ſuffer with a quietneſs of ſpirit 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 
Duke. Go on, and call the Jew into the court. 
Sal. He's ready at the door: he comes, my Lord. 


| Enter Shylock. 
Dube. Make room, and let him ſta nd before our face. 
Shyl:ck, the world thinks, and I think ſo too, 
That thou but lead this faſhion of thy malice 
To the laſt hour of act, and then tis thought 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remorle more ſtrange 
Than is thy ſtrange apparent cruelty, 
And where thou now exa&'ſt the penalty, 
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Put touch'd with human gentleneſs and love, 

Forgive a moiety of the principal; 8 

Glancing an eye of pity on his loſſes 

That have of late ſo huddled on his back; 


Enough to preſs a royal merchant down, 


And p uck commileration of his ſtate 


Prom braſſy boſoms, and rough hearts of Aint, 


From ſtubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd 


Jo offices of tender courteſie. 


We all expect a gentle anſwer, J-w. 
Shy. I have pofleſs'd your Grace of what I purpoſe, 
And by our holy Sabbath have I {worn 
To have the due ard forfeit of my bond. 
If you deny it, let the danger light | 
'Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll ask me why I rather chuſe to have 
A weight of carrion fleſh, than to receive 
T] hree thouſand ducats? Fil not anſwer that. 
But fay it is my humour, is it anſwered ? 
V\ hat if my houſe be troubled with a rat, 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thouſand ducats 
Jo have it bane'd ? what, are you an{wer'd' yet? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig, 
Some that are mad if they behold a cat, 
And others, when the bag-pipe ſings i'th noſe, 
Cannot contain their urine for affection. 
Maſterlels paſſion ſways it to the mood 
Of what it likes or loaths. No for your anſwer : 
And there is no firm reaſon to be render'd 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig, 
Why he a harmleſs neceſſary cat, 
Why hea woollen bag-pipe, but of focce 
Muſt yield to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 
As to offend, himſelf being offended ; 
So can] give no reaſon, nor I will not, 
More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing 
I] bear Anth.nzo, that I follow thus | 
A loſing ſuit againſt him. Are you anſwer'd ? 
Baſſ. This is no anſwer, thou unfeeling man, 
Texcule the current of thy cruelty. 
Sy. I am not bound to pleaſe thee with my auſwer. 


C 3 Paſſe 
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Paſſ. Do all men kill the thing they do not love > 

. Hates any manthe thing he wou'd not kill? 
Pall. Ev'ry offence is not a hate at firſt, | 

Shy.” What would'ſt thou have a ſerpent ſtivg thee 


twice ? 
Ant. I pray you think you queſtion with a Jew. 
You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood bate his uſual height. 
* You may as well ule queſtion with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the Iamb ? 
You may as well forbid the mountain-pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noiſe 
VM henthey are fretted with the guſts of heav'n. 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 
As ſeek to ſoften that (than which what's harder?) 
His Jewiſh hearr. Therefore I do beſeech you, 
Make no more offers, uſe no farther means, 
But with all brief and plain conveniency 
Let me have judgment, and the Few his will. 
Ba. For thy three thoufand ducats here is ſix, 
Shy. If every ducat in fix thouſand ducats 
Were in fix parts, and ev ry Part-a ducat, 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 


Dake. How fhalt thou hope for mercy rend'ring 


none? | 
Shy. What judgment ſhall I dread, doing no wrong? 
You have among you many apurchas'd ſlave, | 
VW hich, like your aſſes and your dogs and mules, 
You uſe in abject and in flayiſh part, 
Eecauſe you bought them. Shall I ſay to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 
W hy ſweat they under burdens ? Jet their beds 
Be made as ſoft as yours, and let their pallats 
Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch viands: you will anſwer, 
The ſlaves are ours. So do | anſwer you. 
The pound of fleſh which I demand of him 
Is dearly bought, tis mine, and I will have it. 
If you deny me, fie upon your law, 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 
I ſtand for judgment; anſwer; ſhall I have it? 


_— 


— 


Duke. 
* Tu may as well uſe queſtion with the wolf. 
The ewe bleat fer the lamb, you may as well, &ec. 
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D:ke. Upon my pow'r I may dilmiſs this court, 
Unleſs Bellario, a learned doctor, ; | 
Whom | have ſent for to determine this, 1 


Come here to- day. | 


Sal. Mylord, here ſtays without | 
A meſſengers with letters from the doctor, 
New come from Padua. 
Dube. Bring, us the letters, call the meſſengers» 
Faff. Cheer, Anthinio; what man, courage yet: 
The Jew ſhall have my fleſh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou ſha't loſe for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. I ama tainted wether of the flock, 
Meeteſt for death: the weakeſt kind of fruit 
Props earlieſt to the ground, and fo let me. 
You cannot better be emplay'd, Baſſanio, 
Than to live ſtil}, and write mine epitaph. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Neriſſa dreſs'd like a Lawyer's Clerk. 
Duke. Came you from Padua; from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both my lord: Bellario greets your Grace. 
Baſſ. Why doſt thou whet thy knife ſo earneſtly? 
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Gra. Not on thy foul! but on thy foul, harſh Jem, 
Thou mak'n thy knife keen; for no metal can, 
No not the hangman's ax, bear half the keenneſs 
Of thy ſharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Shy. No, none that thou haſt wit enough to make. 
Gra. O be thou damn'd, inexorable dog, 
And for thy life let juſtice be accus'd. 
Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That ſouls of animals infuſe themſelves 
Into the trunks of men. Thy curriſh ſpirit 
Govern'd a wolf, who hang'd for human ſlaughter, 
Ev'n from the gallows did his fell ſoul fleet, 
And whilſt thou lay'ſt in thy unhallow'd dam, 
Infus'd it {elf in thee: for thy deſires 
Are wolfſh, bloody, ſtary'd, and ravenous. 
Shy, Till thou canſt rail the ſeal from off my bond. 
Thou but offend'i& thy 8 to ſpeak ſo loud. 
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Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall © 5 5 


To careleſs ruin. I ſtand here for law. 
Dale. This letter from Bellarzo doth commend 


A young and learned doctor in our court. 7 
„„ . 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by 8 | 
To know your anſwer, whether you'll admit him? | 
Duke. With all my heart. Some three or four of you c ] 
Go, give him courteous conduct to this place: 93 
Mean time the court ihall hear Bellario's letter. * 
OUR Grace ſball underſtand, that at the receipt 1 
F cur letter, I am very ſick: but at the inſtant 5 
that peur meſſenger came, in loving viſitation was with £3 
me a ycung d:tir of Rome, his name is Balthaſar: J * 
acquainted him with the cauſe in controverſy between 13 
the Jew and Anthonio the merchant. We turn'd o er 77 
many boc bs tegetber: he is furniſted with my opinicn, 5 
which. bettered with his on learning, (the greatneſs . 
wherecf I cannit enough commend,) comes with him at N 
my impertunity, to fill up your Grace's requeſt in my 4 
ſtead. I beſeech you, let his lack of years be no impe di- Tl 
ment to let him lack a reverend eſtimations Fir J never T! 
knew ſo young a body with ſo old a head. I leave bim SU 
to your gracious acceptance, whoſe tryal ſhall better publiſh Þ 5 | 
his commendation. | | = 
Enter Portia, dreſs d like a Docter of Laws. * 
Duke. You hear the learn'd Bell ario what he writes, M 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come: 5 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario? EI 
Per. I did, my lord, | "I | 
Duke, You're welcome: take your place. : 
Are you acquainted with the difference V. 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the court? . 1 
Per. I am iptormed throughly of the caſe, 10 
M hich is the merchant here? and which the Jew? If 
Dube. Anth:nio and old Shylick, both ſtand forth. 1 
Por. Is your name Shylcek ? KK V 
Shy, Shyleck is my name. | 5 5 Fc. 
Por. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſuit you follow, N A: 


Yet in ſuch rule, that the 7enctian law 


Can» - 
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Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 
You ſtand Sis bis danger, do you not? [To Anth. 
Ant, Ay, 10 he ſays. | | 
Por. Do you confeſs the bond? 
Ant, I do. | 
Por. Then muſt the Jew be merciful. | 
Shy. On what compulſion muſt I ? tell me that, 
© Por, The quality of mercy is not ſtrain'd 3 
© Tt dreppeth as the gentle rain from heav'n 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleſs d, 
It bleſfeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
7 »Tis mightieſt in the mightieſt, it becomes 
: © The throned monarch better than his crown: 
His ſcepter ſhews the force of temporal pow r, 
[ 
7 


The attribute to awe and majeſty, f 
< Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings; 
© But mercy is above this ſcepter d ſway, 
: © It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, | 
© It is an attribute to God himſelf; 
F 
4 


And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 
When mercy ſeaſons juſtice. Therefore, Jew, 
Tho' juſtice be thy plea, conlider this, 
5 That in the courſe of juſtice none of us 
„Should ſee ſalvation, We do pray for mercy, 
And that ſame pray'r doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of merey. I have ſpoke thus much 
To mitigate the juſtice of thy plea; 
M hich if thou follow, this tric court of Venice 
Muſt need give ſentence *painſt the merchant there. 
Shy. My deeds upon my head, I crave. the laws 
T he penalty and forſcit of my bond. „ 
Por. Is he not able ta diſcharge the money? 
Baſſ. Ves, here I tender it for him in the court, 
Vea, twice the ſum; if that will not ſuffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten tines o'er, 
Or forfeit my hands, my head, my heart. 
if this will not ſuſhce, it muſt appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I beſeech you 
V'reit once the law to your authority. 
Todoa great right, do a little wrong, 
And curb this cruel deyilof his will. 
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Ter. It muſt not be, there is no pow'r in Venice 
Cam alter a decree eſtabliſhed. 5 
Twill be recorded for a precedent, 

And many an error by the ſame example 1 
Vill ruſh into the ſtate, It cannot be, | | 


Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel. 


O wile young judge, how do I honour thee 
Per. I pray you let me look upon the bond. 
Shy. Here tis, moſt rey'rend doctor, here it is. 


Por. Shylocb, there's thrice thy money offer'd thee.. 


Shall I lay perjury upon my ſoul? 
No, not for Venice. "7 
Per. Why, this bond is forfeit, + 
And lawfally by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of fleth, to be by him cut off- 
Neareſt the merchant's heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice the mony, bid me tear the bond. 
Shy, When it is paid according to the tenture.. 
It doth appear you are a worthy judge; 
You know. the law, your expoſition 
Hath been moſt ſound. I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my ſoul I ſwear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
Jo alter me. Iſtay here on my bond. 
Ant. Moſt heartily I do beſeech the court 
To give the judgment. 
Por. Why then thus it is: 
You muſt prepare your boſom for his knife. 
Shy, O no dle judge! O excellent young man! 
Per. For the intent and purpoſe of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond, 
Shy. *Tis very true. O wile and upright judges; 
How much more elder art thou than thy jooks-: 
Por. Therefore lay bare your boſom. 
Sby. Ay, his breaſt, | g | 
So ſays the bond, doth it not, noble judge? 
Neareſt his heart, thoſe are the yery words. 
Per. It is ſo. Are there ſcalesto weigh the fleſh > 
Shy, 1 baye them ready. | 


Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heay'n.. 
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Per. Have by ſome ſurgeon, Shylsck, on your charge, 

To ſtop his wounds, leſt he ſhould hleed to death. 
Shy. Is it ſo nominated in the bond? 
Per. It is not ſo expreſs d; but what of that? 

'Twere good you do ſo much for charity. 
Shy, 1 cannot find it, tis not in the bond. 
Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to ſay ? 

Ant. But little: Iam arm'd and well prepar' d. 

Give me your hand, Baſſanio, fare you well. 

Grieve not that I am fall'n to this for you: 

For herein fortune ſhews her ſelf more kind 

Than is her cuſtom. It is ſtil] her uſe 

To let the wretched man out- live his wealth, 

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled broyy 

An age of poverty. From which ling ring penanc=- 

Of ſuck a miſery doth ſhe cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable wife; 

Tell her the proceſs of Anthoniv's end; 

Say how I loy'd you; ſpeak me fair in death: 

And when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 

Whether Baſſanzo had not once a love. 

Repent not you that you ſhall looſe your friend, 

And he repents not that he pays your debt; 

For if the Jem do cut but deep enough, 

I' pay it inſtantly with all my heart. 

Baſſ. Ani bonio, I am married to a wife 

Which is as dear to me as life it ſelf; | 

But life it ſelf, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me eſteem d above thy lite. 

I would loſe all, ay ſacrifice them ail 

Here to this devil, to deliver you, 3 
Per. Your wife would give you little thanks for thats 

If ſhe were by to hear you make the offer. 
Gra. I have a wife whom I proteſt I love, 

I would ſhe were in heaven, ſo ſhe could 

Intreat ſome pow'r to change this curriſh Jew, 

Ner. Tis well you offer it behind her back, 

The wiſh. would make elſe an anquiet houſe. | 
Shy: Theſe be the chriſtian husbands, I've a daughter, 

Would any of the ſtock-of Barrabas 


Had been her husband, rather than a chriſtian {7 [LA de. 


Me trifle time, I pray thee puriue ſente nce. 
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Por, A pound of that ſame merchant's fleſh is thine, 
he court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
Shy, Moſt rightful judge ! 
Per. And you muſt cut this fleſh from off his breaſt, 
T he law allows it, and the court awards it. 
Shy. Noſt learned judge! a ſentence :. come, prepare. 
Por.. Tarry alittle, there is ſomething 8 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood, 
The words expreſly are a pound of fleſh. 
Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of get; S. 
But in the cutting it if thou doth ſhed 
One drop of chriſtian blood, thy lands and goods | 
Are by the laws of Venice confiſcate: = 
Unto the ſtate of Venice. 
Gra. O uprightjudge! mark Jew, O learned judge! 
= Is that the law ?- 
Por. Thy ſelf ſhall ſes the act: 
For as thou urgeſt juſtice, be affur'd 
Thou ſhalt have juſtice, more than thou defir'{t. 
Gra, O learned judge! mark Jew, a learned judge! 
Shy. I take this effer then, pay the bond thrice, 
And let the ehriſtian go. 
Baſſ. Here is the mony. 
Por. The Jew ſhall have all juſtice; ſoft, no haſte, 
He ſhall haye nothing but the penalty. 
Gra. O Few! an upright judge, a learned judge! 
Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the Aleſh, 
Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou leſs nor more 
But juſt a pound of fleſh: if thou tak ſt more 
Or leſs than a Juſt pound, be't but ſo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the ſubſtance, 
Or the diviſion of the twentieth part 
Of one poor ſcruple; nay, if the ſcale turn 
But in the eſtimation of a hair, 
Thou dieſt, and all thy goods are enen 
Gra. A ſecond Daniel, a Daniel, w, 
Now, infidel I have thee on the hip. 
Per. Why doth the Jew pauſe? te ke the forfeiture. 
Shy, Give me my principal, and let me go, 
Baſ, i have it ready for thee; here it is. 
Por, He hath refus'd it in the open court; 
He ſhall have meer! y juſtice and his band. N 
Gra. 
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Gra. A Daniel ſtill, I fay, a ſecond Daniel! 

F thank thee, Few, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not barely have my prircipal ? | 

Por. Thou ſhalt have nothing but the forfeiture, 
To be fo taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Sy. Why then the devil give him good of it: 
I'll ſtay no longer queſtion. 

Por, Tarry, ew. 
The law hath yet another hold on you: 2 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 
If it be prov'd againſt an alien, 
T hat by dire& or indire& attempts 
He ſeek the life of any citizen, | 

The party gainſt the which he doth cortrive 
Shall-ſeize- on half his goods, the other half 
Comes to the privy coffers of the ſtate z 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy . 
Of the Duke only, gainſt all other voice: J 
In which pred icament IT ſay thou ſtand'ſt. 
For it appears by manifeſt proceed ing, 
I )hat indirectly, and directly too, 
Thou haſt contriv'd againſt the very life 
Of the defendant; and thou haſt incurr'd' 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 
' Down therefore and beg mercy of the Duke. 

GI that thou may ſt have leave to hang thy 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, 

Ihou haſt not left the value of a cord. 
Therefore thou muſt be hang'd at the ſtate's charge. 

Duke, That thou may ſt ee the diff rence of our ſpirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it: 

For half thy wealth, it is Antbonio's; 
The other half comes to the general ſtate, 
Which humbleneſs may drive unto a fine. 

Por. Ay for the ſtate, not for Antbonio. 

Shy. Nay take my life and all, pardon not that, 
You take my houſe when you do take the prop 
That doth ſuſtain my houſe: you take my life 

When you do take the means whereby J live. 
Ver. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio? 


Gra, 
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Gre. A halter gratis, nothing elſe for God's ſake.. . 
Ant. So pleaie my lord the Duke, and all the court, 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods, Irs. 
I am content; ſo he will let me have 
The other half in uſe, to render it 
on his death unto the gentleman 
That lately ſtole his daughter. 
Two things provided more, that for this favour 
He preſently become a chriſtian; _ 
The other, that he do record a gift 
Here in the court, of all he dies poſſeſs d, 
Unto his ſon Lorenzo and his daughter. 
Duke. He ſhall do this, or elſe I de recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 
Por, Art thou contented, Jew ? what doſt thou ſay ? 
Shy, I am content, fy LO | 
Por, Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 


S. I pray you give me leave to go from hence; 
F am not well; ſend the deed after me, 
And I will it. 

Duke, Get thee gone, but do it. 


Gra. In chriſt'ning thou ſhalt have two godfathers. 
Had I been judge, thou ſhould'ſt have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 


Dube. Sir, I intreat you home with me to dinner. 
Por. I humbly do deſire your Grace of pardon; 
I muſt away this night to Padua, | 
And it is meet I preſently ſet forth. 
Duke. Im lorry that your leiſure ſerves you not, 
Anthenzo, gratify this gentleman, 
For in my mind you are much bound to him.. 


[Ex. Duke and his aiss 


SCENE III. 


Baſſ. Moſt worthy gentleman ! I. and my friend 
Have by your wiſdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penaltics, in lit u whereof | 
Three thouſand ducats due unto the J:w 
We freely cope your courteous pains withal.. 
Ant. And ſtand indebted over and above. 
In love and ſervice to you evermore. . 
2 


[ Exit Shylock. 
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Por, He is well paid that is ſatisfy d, 
And I delivering you am ſatisfy d, 
And therein do account my ſelt well paid; 
My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you know me when we meet again, 
J wiſh you well, and lo I take my leave; 
Baſſ. Dear Sir, of force I muſt attempt you furthe 
Take ſome remembrance of us for a tribute, 
Not as a fee: grant me two things; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. | | 
Por, You preſs me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your lake, 
And for your love Ill take this ring from you. 
Do not draw back your hand, I'll take no more, 
And you in love ſhall not deny me this. 
| Baſſ. This ring, good Sir, alas it is a trifle; 
I will not ſhame my ſelf to give you this, | 
Por. I will have nothing elſe but only this, 
And now methinks I have a mind to it. 
Baſſ. There's more than this depends upon the value. 
The deareſt ring in Venice will I give you, | 


Only for this I pray you pardon me. 
Por. I ſee, Sir, you are liberal in offers; 
You taught me firſt to beg, and now methinks: 
You teach me how a beggar ſhould be anſwer'd, 
Baſſ. Good Sir, this ring was giv'n me by my wife. 
And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me vow 
That I ſhould neither ſel], nor give, nor loſe it. 
Per. That ſcuſe ſerves many men to ſave their gifts? 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 
And knew how well I haye deſery'd the ring, 
She wou d. not hold out enmity for ever 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you. [| Exits 
Anth, My lord Baſſanio lei him have the ring, 
Let his deſervings and my love withal 
Be yalw'd againſt your wife's commandemert. 
Baſſ. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the ring, and bring bim if thou car ſt 
Unto Authonios houſe: away, make haſte, { Exit Gra. 
Come, you and I will thither preſently, 2 


6 The Merchatit of Venice. 


And in the morning early will we both 7 
Fly toward Belmont; come, Anthonio _ [ Exeunt 
Euter Portia and Neriſſa. 5 
Per. Enquire the Jew's houſe out, give him this deed, - 
And let him ſign it; we'll away to-night, DO 
And be a day before our husbands home: * 
This deed will be welcome to L reno. | 
Enter Gratiano. i — 
Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o erta' en: | 
My lord Paſſanio, upon more advice, 
Hath ſent you here this ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. | 
Por. That cannot be. 
This ring I do accept moſt thankfully, 
And ſo J pray you tell him: furthermore, 
I pray you ſkew my youth old Shyloct's houſe, 
Gra. That will I do. 2 
Ner. Sir, 1 would ſpeak with you. 
ITI ſee ifI can get my husband's ring, [ To Por. 
Which did make him ſwear to keep for ever. 


Por, Thou may'ſt, I warrant. We ſhall have old 2 


ſwearing, 

That they did give the rings away to men; 

But we'll out-face them and out-{wear them too. 

Away, make haſte, thou know'{t where I will tarry. 

| Ner, Come, good Sir, will you ſhew me to this 
houſe? : [Exeunt.. 
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1. 
BELMONT. 
5 Enter Lorenzo and Jeſlica.. 
2 LOX EN Z o. | 
OE moon ſhines bright: In ſuch a night as this, 


When the ſweet wind did gently kiſs the trees . 
And they did make no noiſe; in {uch a night 7 1 
Treylus methinks mounted the Trejan wall 
And ſigh'd his ſoul toward the Crecian tents, 3 
Where Creſſeid lay that night. - | 
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Jeſ. In ſuch a night, | 
Did Thisbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew, 
And ſaw the lfon's ſhadow ere himſelf, 
And ran diſmay'd away. K 
Tor. In ſuch a night, 1 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon ths wild ſea- banks, and waft her love 
To come again to 4 5 

N /. In ſuch a night, 8 
Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old A ſq. 

Lor. In ſuch a night, | 
Did Jeſſica ſteal from the wealthy Few, x 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 


As far as Belmont, | 
Feſe And in ſuch a night, | 
Did young Lorenzo ſwear he loy'd her well, 
Stealing her ſoul with many yows of faith, 
And n&er a true ore. 
Tor, And in ſuch a night, 
Did pretty Jeſſica (like a little ſhrew) 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. = 
Jeſ. I would out- night you, did no body come: 
But hark, I hear the footing of a man. 
| | Enter Meſſenger. | 
Tor. Who comes fo faſt in filence of the night? 
Meſ. A friend. | * 
Lor, What friend? your name, I pray you, friend ? 
Meſ. 1 is my name, and I bring word 
My miſtreſs will before the break of dax 
Be here at Belmont : ſhe doth ſtray about 
By holy croſſes, where ſhe kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 5 
Tor. Who comes with her? | 
Meſ. None bur a holy hermit and her maid. 
I pray you, is my maſter yet return d? ; 
Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him: 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jeſſica, a 
And ceremonioully let us prepare 
Some welcome for the miſtreſs of the houſe, 
\ Enter Launcelot. | 
Taun. Sola, ſola; wo ha, ho, lola, ſola. 


= 
Lor * 


66 The Alerchant of Venice. 
. ä 5 
Taun. Sola, did you ſee maſter Toremo and miſtre(s 

Torenza ? ſola, ſola. 

Zer. Leave heli, man: here, 

Taun. Sola, 'where ? where? 

Ter. Here. | : FRE . | 5 
Taun. Tell him there's a poſt come from my maſter, 
with his horn ſull of good news. My maſter will be 
here ere morning. 

Tor. Sweet love, let's in, and there expect their 

: coming. 1 
And yet no matter: why ſhould we go in?, 

My friend Stepha no, ſignifie, J pray you, 

Within the houſe your miſtreſs is at hand, 

And bring your muſick forth into the air. 

* How ſweet the moor-light ſteeps upon this bank; 

© Here will we fit, and let the ſounds of muſick 

© Creep in our ears; foft ſtillneſs, and the night 

© Become the touches of ſweet harmony, 

© Sit, Jeſſica; look how the floor of heav n 

© Ts thick inlaid with patterns of bright gold; 

© There's not the ſmalleſt orb which thou behold' it, 

But in his motion like an angel fings, 

E Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims; 

Such harmony is in immortal ſouls; 

Rut whilſt this muddy veſture of decay 

© Doth groſly cloſe us in, we cannot hear it. 

Come ho, and wake Diana with a hymn, 

With ſweeteſt touches pierce your miſtreſs ear, 

And draw her home with muſick. | 
Feſe I'm never merry when I hear ſweet muſick. 

Muſick; | 

Tor. ihereafon is, your ſpirits are attentive; 
© For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
© Or race of youthful and unhand led colts, 
© Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 
© (Which is the het condition of their blood) - 
© If they perchance but hear atrumpet ſound, 
© Or any air of muſick touch their ears, 
© You ſhall perceive them make a mutual ſtand; 
© Their ſavage eyes turn d to a modeſt gaze 
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© Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ſtones, and floods; 
© Since nought ſo ſtockiſh, hard and full of rage, 

But muſick for the time doth change his nature. 

© The man that hath no muſick in himſelf, * 

© And is not mov'd with concord of ſweet ſounds, 

* Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils; 

© The motions of his ſpirit are dull as night, 

© And his affections dark as Erebus: _ 

© Let no ſuch man be truſted Mark the muſick. 


Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 


Por. That light we ſee is burning in my hall: 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
So ſhines a good deed in a naughty world. 
Ner. When the moon ſhone we did not ſee the candle. 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the leſs ; 
A ſubſtitute ſhines brightly as a King 
Until a King be by; and then his ſtate 
Empties it ſelf, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Muſick, hark [ Mujich, 
Mer. It is the muſick, madam, of your houſe, 
Por, Nothing is good, I ſee without reſpec : 
Methinks it ſounds much ſweeter than by day. 
Ner. Silence beſtows the vertue on it, madam. 
Por, The crow doth ſing as ſweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended ; and I think | 
The nightingale, it ſhe ſhould ſing by day, 
Whenevery gooſe is cackling, would be thought 
No better a muſician than the wren. 
How many things by ſeaſon ſeaſon d are 
To their right praiſe and true perfection? 
Peace! how the moon ſleeps with Endimion, 
And would not be awaked 


Sn Muſick ceaſes, 

Tor. That is the voice, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia, _ 

Per. He knows me as the blind man knows the cuckow, 
By the bad voice. AD | 

Ter. Dear lady, welcome home. „ 

For. We haye been pray ing for our husbands * 

| Whi 


68 The Merchant of Venice. 
Which ſpeed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they _— ? 5 5 
Ter. Madam, they are not yet; 
Butt 5 Bom ; 


here is come a meſſenger before, 1.4 


To ſignify their coming. 
Per. Go Neriſſa, | 
Give order to my ſervants, that they take 
No note at all 0 our being abſent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, Jeſſica nor you. 
A tucket ſcunds. 
Tor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet + 
We are no tell-tales, madam, fear you not. 
Por. This night methinks is but the day-light fick ; 
It looks a little paler; tis a day, | 
Such as the day is when the ſun is hid. 
Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and their followers. 
Baſſ. We ſhould hold day with the Anti podes, | 
If you would walk in ablence of the ſun. 
Per. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Baſſanio ſo from me; 
But God ſort all: you're welcome home, my lord. 
Baſſ. I thank you, madam: give welcome to my friend? 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, [Et 
To whom I am ſo infinitely bound, | 
Por. You ſhould in all ſenſe be much bound to him: 
For as I hear he was much bound for you. 
Anth. No more than I am well acquitted of. 
Per. Sir, you-are very welcome to our houſe; 
It muſt appear in other ways than words; 
1 herefore I ſcant this breathing courtely. . 
Sera. By yonder moon I ſwear you do me wrong; 
In faith I gave it to the judge's clerk. (I- Nerilla, 
Would he were gelt that bad it for my part., 
Since you do take it, love, ſo much at heart, 
| Per, A quarrel, hoe, already! what's the matter? 
Gra. About a hoop ot gold, a paltry fing 
That ſhe did give me, whole poeſie was 
For all the world like cutler's poetry 
Upon a knife; Love me, and leave me net. 
Ner. What talk you of the poeſie or the value? 
F „„ 5 | | | ou 
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You ſwore to me when I did give it you, 

That you would wear it till your hour of death, 
And that it ſhould lie with-you in your grave: 
Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 


You ſhould hate been reſpective, and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge's clerk! but well | know | 


The clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face that had it, 
Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 
Gra. Now by this hand I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, a little ſerubbed boy, 
No higher than thy ſelf, the Judge's clerk, 
A prating boy that begg'd it as a fee: 
J could not for my heart deny it him. EE 
Por. You were to blame, I mult be plain with you, 
To part fo ſlightly with your wite's firſt gift, 
A thing ſtuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
And riveted with faith unto your fleſh, 
I gave my love a ring, and made him ſwear 
Never to part with it; and here he ſtands, 
I dare be {worn for him, he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world maſters, Now in aith, Gratians, 
You give your wife too unkind a cauſe of grief; 
An 'twere to me I ſhould be mad at it. 
Baſſ. Why I were beſt to cut my left hand off, 
And ſwear I loſt the ring defending it. 
Gra. My lord Baſſanio gave his ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and indeed 


Deterv'd it too; and chen the boy, his clerk, 


| That took ſome pains in writing, he begg'd mine, 


And neither man nor maſter would take aught 
But the two rings. | 
Per. What ring gave you, my lord? 
Not that I hope which you receiv'd of me. 
Ba. If I could add a lye unto a fault, 
I would deny it; but you ſee my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 
Per. Even ſo void is your falte heart of truth, 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 


Until I ſee the ring. 


Ner. Nor I in yours till I again ſee mine. 


69 


Baſſ. 
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Baſſ. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I gave the ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 1 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 
And bow unwillingly I left the ring, 
When nought would be accepted but the ring, 
You would abate the ſtrength of your diſpleaſure. 
Por, If you had known the virtue of the ring, 
Or half her worthineſs that gave the ring, 
Or your own honour to retain the ring, 
You would not then have parted with the ring, 
What man is there ſo much unreaſonable, | 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of zeal, wanted the modeſty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony? 
Neriſja teaches me what to believe; 
I'll die for't,” but ſome woman had the ring, 
Baſſ. No, by mine honour, madam, by my foul, 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor, 
Who did refule three thouſand ducats of me, 
And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him, 
And ſuffer' d him to go diſpleas d away 
Ev'n he that did uphold the vers life 
Of my dear friend. What ſhould I ſay ſweet lady? 
I was enforc'd to ſend it after him: j 
I was beſet with ſhame and courteſie; | 5 
My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much beſmear it. Pardon me, good lady, 
ö And by theſe bleſſed candies of tlie night, 
ö Had you been there, I think you would have begg d 
0 The ring ot me to give the worthy doctor. 
| Por. Let not that doctor e'er come near my houſe, 
A -Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd, | 
| | And that which you did ſwear to keep for me: 
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I wall become as liberal as you, 

I'll not deny him any thing 1 have, 
| No, not my body, nor my husband's bed ; 
: Know him mall, I am well lure of it. 
| Lie not a night from home; watch me like Argus: 
[ If you do nct, ** | be left alone, | 
Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own, Ss - 
| VII have that doctor for my bedfellow. i 
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The Merchant of Venice. 71 
Xer. And 1 his clerk; therefore be well advis'd 
ow you do leave me to mine own protection. 
Gra. Well, do you ſo; let me not take him then ? 
For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 
Ante I am th' unhappy ſubject of theſe quarrels. 
Per. Sir grieve not you, you are welcome not with- 
ſtanding. : 
Baſſ. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong. 
And in the hearing of thele many friends, 
1 ſwear to thee, ev'n by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I ſee my ſelf — 
Por, Mark you but that 
In both mine eyes he doubly ſees himſelf, 
In each eye one; {wear by your doub!e ſelf, 


Ard there's an oath of credit? 


Baſſ. Nay, but hear me: 

Pardon this fault, and by my foul I ſwear, 
I never more will break an oath with thee, 

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth, 
Which but for him that had your husband's ring | 
| 5 1 Portia. 
Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be Found again, 

My ſoul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith adviſedly. 

Per. Then you ſhall be his ſurety ; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other, 

Ant. Here lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this ring. 

Baſſ. By heav'n it is the ſame I gave the doctor. 

Per. I had it of him: pardon me, Baſſauio; 

For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that ſame ſerubbed boy, the doctor's clerk, 
In lieu of this, laſt night did lie with me. 

Gra, Why, this is like the mending of hizhways 
In ſummer, where the ways are fair enough; 

What, are we cuckolds ere we have deſerv'd it? 

Por. Speak not fo groſly ; you are all amaz d; 
Here is a letter, read it at your leiſure z 
It comes from Padua from Bellario: 

There you ſhall find that Portia was the doctor, 
Ne-iſſa there her clerk. Lorenzo here, 


Shall witnels I {et forth as ſoon as you, 


And 


72 The Merchant of Venice. 
And even but now return'd : Thave not yet 
Enter d my houſe. Anthonio, you are welcome, 
And I have better yews in ſtore for you | 
Than you expect! unſeal this letter ſoon, 7 
| There you ſhall find three of your Argoſies ; 
Are richly come to harbour — 3K 
You ſhall not know by what ſtrange accident 
I chanced on this letter. ; N 
Ant. 1 am dumb. | 
Baſſ. Mere you the doctor, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckold ? 
Ner. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it, 
Unleſs he live until he be a man. . 
Baſſ. Sweet doctor, you ſhall be my bedfe!low ; 
When J am abſent, then lye with my wife. 
Ant. Sweet lady, you have giv'n me life and living? a 
For here I read for certain, that my ſhips F 
Are ſafely come to road. | | 7 
| Per. How now, Loremo? | 
| My clerk hath ſome good. comforts too for you. 
| 
f 


* . 1 


ö Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee, 
There do I give to you and Jeſſica, . 
5 From the rich Jew, a ſpecial deed of gift, 
Aſter his death, of all he dies poſſeſt ol. 
Tr. Fair ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ſtarved people. b e 
Per, It is almoſt morning, rtr 
And yet I'm ſure you are not fatisfy'd : 
Ot theſe events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there on interrogatories, D'S 
And we will anſwer all things faithfully, © 
Gra, Let it be ſo: the firſt interrogatory 
That my Neriſſa ſhall be {worn on, is, 
NW hether till the next night ſhe had rather ſtay, 
Or go to bed, now being two hours to day. 
But were the day come, I ſhould wiſh it dark, 
Till I were couching with the doRor's clerk. 
Well, while Llive, YI fear no other thing 
So fore, as keeping ſafe Nerrſſe's ring. | 
8 [ Exeunt cmnes. 
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